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(‘LA DEBACLE’). 


‘ Hitherto there have been two Messrs. Zola, as far as the reading public is concerned. 
The one is the author of ‘‘ Nana” and “La Terre,” who wrote what was in him and 
recked not what came of it so long as, in his own words, he “spoke the truth.” ‘The 
second is the writer of ‘* Le Réve,’’ which was thrown, some have said, as a sop to the 
Cerberus who guards the doors of the Académie Francaise.... From the day of the publi- 
cation of “‘ La Débacle” a third M. Zola has stepped upon the scene. Whether in writing 
this story of the Franco-German War of 1870-71 the author was still straining after 
academical honours, who can tell? But that he attempted a very ambitious piece of 
work, and tkat he has carried it ont in a very masterly manner, there can be no doubt. 
The story “ catches on” at once, for from the very beginning the reader is bound to fall 
under the spell of a style which fascinates irresistibly even in the most horrible scenes of 
the most realistic of the realist’s works. ... It requires an uncommon amount of 
courage to open a story with a description of the much-described camp life of 1870-71, 
but M. Zola dares it with brilliant success.’—PALL MALL GAZETTE. 


‘There can be no two opinions on the matter. M. Zola has risen to “the height of 
his great argument.” The subject was waiting for him ; if it was to be done, he—and no 
other—was the man to doit. For it is one that calls all his best qualities into play, and 
forces him, willy-nilly, to abandon his worst. ... Here it is that we see Zola's master 
quality, the quality of the epic in prose... . “La Débacle”’ is the prose-epic of war.... 
Yet, horrible asit is, there has been no straining at horror for horror’s sake—perfect 
sobriety, a classic severity, absence of anything like exaggeration, are, indeed, conspicuous 
throughout the book—it is only that the subject is horrible, and that M. Zola has deter- 
mined to paint it for us simply, unflinchingly, exactly as itis. That, indeed, is what he 
has done throughout “ La Débacle,” but he has done it with nothing of the niggling 
sordid method of the baser (which has ere now been his own) realism ; he has done it in 
the grand style, with immense breadth of survey, with dignity and power ona level with 
his subject. It would have been nothing short of a disaster to literature if this great 
theme had been unworthily handled. All apprehensions on that score are now set at 
rest, for ‘‘ La Débacle” is a masterpiece.’—SPEAKER. 


“Tt would probably be no exaggeration to say that, taken as a whole, “La Débicle’ 
is the most wonderfully faithful reproduction of an historical drama ever committed to 
writing. “La Débacle” is an appalling record of long-drawn-out misery, profligacy, and 
military and official incapacity, unbroken by any ray of hope or sunshine, It is a 
literally true Inferno, through which the reader is conducted by a guide who not only 
seems to revel himself in the horrors he describes in minutest detail, but who is not 
satisfied unless the agony is driven well home to the reader. Everyone who is bold 
enough to attempt to traverse this lacerating jungle must be prepared to have his flesh 
morally torn toribbons, and to be called upon, in his own proper person, to bear his share in 
expiating the sins of France under the Second Empire. . . . “ La Débicle” is a fearfully 
black dose to take all at once. But by every robust student of contemporary European 
history and literature swallowed the dose must be, at whatever cost, under penalty of 
being left altogether behind in the race. In the spring of this year, when on a visit to 
Sedan, the present reviewer was informed that M. Zola had devoted less than a fortnight 
to his study of the locality. Viewed in that light, ‘La Débacle” becomes a greater 
marvel still. For after twenty-two years’ acquaintance with the ground, and after 
perusing almost every work in French, German, or English, which has appeared on the 
subject, we have been unable to detect a single important error in M. Zola’s topography 
or facts. .. . Of the terribly life-like descriptions of the sufferings of the demoralised 
army from hunger, thirst, sleeplessness, exposure, wounds, and, worse than all, imbecile 
leadership on the march and in the field, of the wild rush into Sedan, and the subsequent 
horrors of ‘‘le camp de la misére,” where eighty thousand French prisoners were reduced 
to the state of famished wild beasts, it is impossible to give the faintest idea in a single 
review. For all this, and for the subsequent events of the war, only lightly touched on 
by M. Zola, the reader must be referred to the book itself.”—Specraror. 


©M. Zola’s vast imagination saw vast armies covering vast plains; he saw carnage 
illimitable, and his architectural genius enabled him to reconstruct the entire plan of 
campaign. He saw that Sedan was the logical end to a vicious and corrupt Empire ; he 
saw that Sedan was the first of many retributions ; and the burning of Paris became a 
symbol in his mind of et imentie by fire, and a sign that the French nation had 
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determined to renounce for ever the vice and effeminacy of the Empire. And, to tell 
the story of a national disaster leading up to the threshold of a new era, M. Zola saw 
that the types he would want would be a peasant desirous of peace so that work 
might begin again and money be made. The wise, sober, hardworking peasant would 
represent “le fond méme de la nation ;” and, to contrast with this peasant, M, Zola saw 
that he would want a feather-heeded Parisian, aman fullof bravura and enthusiasm, but 
easily discouraged and physically weak. There is surely genius in this conception ; there 
always is genlus in M. Zola’s conception. . .. “La Débacle” is full of magnificent work. 
It contains one of the finest passages of prose in the French language—a passage that 
even Mr. Swinburne would find it difficult to deny was not superior to Hugo’s celebrated 
charge in “Les Misérables.” I could point out many other passages almost as fine.’— 
GEORGE Moork in THE FORTNIGHTLY REVIEW. 

‘T do not mean to deny that war brings out now and then the finer as well as the 
baser instincts of humanity—strong fellow-feeling, unselfish comradeship, reckless 
bravery for the sake of others. But the great, the supreme, the overtopping factor of war 
is the suppression of the spiritual and the elevation of the brutish element of man. All 
this I find brought out with extraordinary lucidity and splendid courage in the pages of 
M. Zola. As I have heard it put familiarly, his book “ takes all the gilt off the ginger- 
bread.” Nobody can read it without having a perfect loathing for war and a horror 
of the passions, the laws, and the statesmen by whom it is ever voluntarily brought 
about. .. . There isa visit to the battle-field by a young peasant woman in search of 
her lover, which is one of the most powerful bits of writing I have ever read, and, if 
possible, increases one’s sense of the horrors of war beyond the point one has reached in 
the preceding pages, The whole chapter moves with apparent slowness, deliberation, and, 
it might even appear, in frigidity. It is only when you have come to the end that you 
appreciate the feverish hurry in which you have read page after page, and that you know ° 
the splendid art with which M, Zola has concealed the fervour, the pity, the agony, and 
the inspiration with which he has told the tale. That M. Zola can write with power is 
already well known; but in no passage in his many books is this power exhibited with 
such perfect ease, mastery, and simplicity..—T. P. in THe SUNDAY SuN. 

‘Though its subject is one which lends itself to naturalistic treatment of the most 
lurid order, and though the details of military life are depicted on naturalistic lines, yet 
the particular form of naturalism which has disfigured the pages of Zola, even in the 
eyes of his sincerest admirers, is conspicuously absent. ... “La Débacle” treats of 
nothing but horror, yet from cover to cover it does not contain three needlessly repellent 
sentences. ... The tale of Sedan has been told a hundred times, but not one of the 
narrations will have had one-hundredth part of the readers who will make “ La Débacle” 
their text-book for the crucial disaster of the année terrible, —ATHEN UM. 


‘Though even in his most recent books M. Zola seems to have determined to abide 
in “tbe fact school,’ he has in “La Débacle” triumphantly, and, I hope, finally, freed 
himself from this vicious method, and has given usa veritable masterpiece. His wonderful 
powers of observation and of marshalling detail are as prominent here as in “ La Terre” 
or “La Béte Humaine ;” but they are purified by thought, and the result is a perfectly 
balanced and artistic entity. “La Débacle” has the quality which in literature 
corresponds to that of atmosphere in a painting: the figures, the scenes, the incidents 
are all “in the picture.” It is the prose epicof modern war. ... M. Zola has made 
a contribution of the greatest value to history and to literature. He has at length found 
himself ; and will assuredly have his reward, riot only in the appreciation of others, but 
in that greatest of all joys to the creative artist, the consciousness of having worthily 
treated a great and difficult subject.— Vanity Fat. 


‘“Ta Débacle” gives a wonderful picture of the overthrow of the Second Empire 
The efforts of the author have all been concentrated on a description of war as it really 
is. The only book we can compare with it is Tolstoi’s “War and Peace.”’—NovEL 
REVIEW. 


‘This long-promised addition tojthe celebrated Rougon-Macquart series has brought 
joy to the admirers of M. Zola, and has raised him in the estimation even of those 
who have no sympathy with his methods. M. Zola has painted for his countrymen, in 
all its horrors, the downfall of their patvie before the German; and his strongly-drawn 
characters march through all the horrors of the war: many of the scenes, let us say, 
being given in a masterly manner, and with a stern grasp of the psychology of the 
battle-field”—ARMY AND Navy GAZETTE. 


‘In “La Debacle” M. Zola has given to the world a prose epic of extraordinary power 
and interest. ... The dramatis persone include many striking types of French citizens 
and civilians, sketched with the passionate vigour and almost savage realism that 
characterise the strokes of M. Zola’s incisive pen. The word-pictures are extraordinarily 
powerful, painful, and pathetic’—DamLy TELEGRAPH. 
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PREFACE 


Berore the present translation of M. Zola’s novel, ‘La Dé- 
bacle,’ appeared in ‘ The Weekly Times and Echo,’ in which it 
was originally issued, the author was interviewed for that 
journal by Mr. Robert H. Sherard, whom he favoured with 
some interesting particulars concerning the scope and purport 
of his narrative. By the courtesy both of Mr. Sherard and 
of the proprietor of ‘The Weekly Times,’ the translator is 
here able to republish the remarks made by M. Zola on the 
occasion referred to. They will be found to supply an appro- 
priate preface to the story :— 

‘« Ta Débacle” has given me infinitely more trouble than 
any of my previous works. When I began writing it, I had 
no conception of the immensity of the task which I had im- 
posed on myself. The labour of reading up all that has been 
written on my subject in general, and on the battle of Sedan 
in particular, has been enormous, and the work of condensa- 
tion of all that I have had to read has been all the more 
laborious that on no subject has more divergence of opinion 
been expressed. .. I have read all that has been written 
about the battle of Sedan, as well as about the unhappy 
adventures of the luckless Seventh Army Corps, in which is 
placed the fictitious regiment which plays the leading réle in 
my novel. And the digestion has not been an easy task. 
Each general, for instance, has a different version to give of 
the why and the wherefore of the defeat. Hach claims to 
have had a plan, which, if it had been followed, would have 
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averted the disaster. Another difficulty has been that I took 
no part in that campaign, not having been a soldier, and that 
for my information on the life and experience of those who 
went through the campaign in general, and the battle of 
Sedan in particular, I have had to depend on outside testi- 
mony, often of a conflicting nature. I may say, however, 
that in this matter I have been greatly helped by the kindness 
of persons who are good enough to be interested in my work, 
and as soon as it became known that I was writing a book 
about the war and about Sedan, I received from all parts of 
France manuscript relations written by people of all classes 
who had been present at the battle, and who sent me their 
recollections. That was most excellent material—indeed, the 
best, because not to be found anywhere else. An “Anecdotal 
Account of the Battle of Sedan” was sent me by a gentleman 
who is now professor at one of the Universities in the South. 
A long, ill-spelt letter came to me from a gamekeeper in the 
North, in which he gave me a full account of the battle as it 
impressed him, who was a private soldier in the Seventh Army 
Corps at the time. I have masses of such documents, and it 
was my duty to go through everything that could throw any 
light on my subject. 

‘The subject was to be War. I had to consider War in 
its relation to various classes of society—War vis-a-vis the 
bourgeois, War vis-a-vis the peasant, War vis-c-vis the work- 
man. How the war was brought about—that is to say, the 
state of mind of men in France at the time—was a consider- 
ation which also supplied me with a number of characters. I 
had to show, in a series of types, France who had lost the use 
of liberty, France drunk with pleasure, France fated irre- 
vocably to disaster. I had to have types to show France so 
prompt to enthusiasm, so prompt to despair. And then there 
were to be shown the immense faults committed, and to show 
by character how the commission of such faults was possible, 
a natural sequence of a certain psychological state of mind of 
a certain preponderating class, which existed in the last days 
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of the Empire. Then each phase of action had to be typified. 
The question of the Emperor and his surroundings—I had to 
have characters to explain “the sick man” and his state at 
the time. I had to show how it was with the peasants of the 
period, and hence to equip a character or two for that purpose. 
The Francs-tireurs played an important part in the epoch ; it 
therefore became necessary for me to incarnate these, to create 
a typical Franc-tireur. The spies and spying had their influ- 
ence on the whole; I had to have aspy. By the way, the 
spy in my book is one of the few German characters that I 
have created—four or five—this spy and an officer or two. 
Then, having thus, with a stroke of the rake, dragged together 
all that I could find as likely to illustrate my period, both 
historically and psychologically considered, I wrote out rapidly 
—the work of one feverish morning—a maquette, or rough 
draft of all I wanted to do, some fifteen or twenty pages. 

‘It then became necessary to see the places, to study the 
geography of my book, for at that period I did not know 
where my scenes were to be laid, whether on the banks of the 
Rhine, or elsewhere. So, with my rough draft in my pocket, 
and my head teeming with the shadows of my marionettes, 
and of the things that they were to do and to explain, I set 
off for Rheims and went carefully over the whole ground, 
driving from Rheims to Sedan, and following foot by foot the 
road by which the Seventh Corps—already then decided upon 
as the miliew in which my novel was to develop—marched to 
their disaster. During that drive I picked up an immense 
quantity of material, halting in farmhouses and peasants’ 
cottages, and taking copious notes. Then came Sedan, and 
after a careful study of the place and the people, I saw that 
my novel must deal largely, for the full comprehension of my 
story, not only with the locality, but with the people of the 
town. This gave me the bowrgeois of Sedan, who play an im- 
portant part in my tale. Little by little, the geography gave 
me also the physiology of my book. Each new place that it 
became necessary to describe supplied its type, its characters. 
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‘So, on my return to Paris, I was in an immense work- 
shop or yard surrounded with huge mountains of hewn stones, 
mortar and bricks, and all that remained then to do was to 
build the best structure that I could build of these materials. 
But before that, the architect’s plan was necessary, and that I 
next carefully evolved. My plan of work is most rigorous. 
Each chapter is marked out in advance, but it is only as lam 
writing that the various incidents which I have collected fall 
into place. . . My labour has been one of reconciliation of 
divergent statements in the first place, and of condensation in 
the second. I had to reduce to one page what I could easily, 
and without prolixity, have treated in a dozen pages ; so that 
with each page, nay with each sentence, I have been con- 
fronted with the question what to leave out and what to say. 
Then, when each page was written, I began to torture myself 
with the doubt whether I had left unsaid things I ought to 
have said, whether I had sacrificed good to inferior material. 

‘“Ta Débacle” is divided into three parts. The first part 
treats of the action of the luckless Seventh Army Corps, in 
which is the fictitious regiment in which my hero or heroes 
are placed. I say heroes, because I have really two heroes in 
this story. One is Jean, of my novel ‘La Terre,’ who is 
a corporal in this regiment ; the other is a new character 
named Maurice, who goes through Sedan as a private soldier. 
Between these two men a great friendship exists, and, indeed, 
it is from this friendship in the face of death and danger, this 
comradeship of arms malgré tout, that I draw the chief effects 
of sentiment with which my novel is seasoned. For “La 
Débacle” is not a love story. The female characters in it 
play only secondary réles; there is no love-making worth 


speaking about, at the most, only the “intention * of love, 


the indication of courtship. Jean and Maurice, my two 


heroes, moreover, present types of the France of the day. 
Maurice, who is represented as a young man who has recently 
been admitted to the bar, is the man of the world—light 
cynical, sceptical, the type of the France of the Empire, ale 
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bodying her grace and her faults. He is the type of the 
France that, sated with pleasure, rushed to disaster. Jean 
represents the new social cowche, a new stratum, and is in 
some way emblematic of the France of the future. Now, I 
will confess that when I began writing my book, and had this 
idea of this friendship, I expected to be able to produce by 
its means a much greater effect than I think I have done. 
This friendship has not yielded all that I had hoped for 
from it. 

‘The first section of eight chapters opens with allusion to 
the trifling defeats on the frontier, it shows the Seventh Corps 
crowded back on to Rheims ; but the principal subject of these 
chapters is the terrible march from Rheims to Sedan. It is 
an epic event, pregnant with the irony of fate, and, to my 
thinking, one of the most tragic military episodes that history 
records. There is no fighting described in this part; indeed, 
the only battle that I describe is Sedan. The tragedy lies in 
the exposition of the faults that gradually led up to the 
terrible disaster. The reader follows the movements of this 
ill-fated corps, knowing what a terrible shadow of defeat, 
disaster, and death overhangs it. It was a wonderful corps, 
and the way it was managed was wonderful in its crass 
stupidity. 

‘My second part is entirely devoted to a description of the 
battle of Sedan in all its phases, seen from all sides. I have 
omitted nothing which can help to a comprehension of that 
enormous episode in the histories of France and of the world. 
Now we are with Napoleon, now with the Emperor of Ger- 
many, now with the bowrgeois of Sedan, now with the Francs- 
tireurs in the woods. Each movement of troops that con- 
tributed to the final dénowement is exposed. I have en- 
deavoured to be complete, but, as I have said, I had too little 
space for the immense amount of material in my hands. I 
have also endeavoured to speak the plain truth without either 
fear or favour. The reader will be aroused to compassion with 
the sufferings, bodily and mental, of the heroic and martyred 
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army, just as he will be aroused to indignation at the conduct 
of its chiefs, which fell little short of downright dementia. It 
has been my duty to be severely critical, and I have not 
shrunk from the responsibility of wounding, where it was 
right and just to do so, susceptibilities which I see no reason 
for respecting. I dare say there will be some outcry at my 
blame, but I am indifferent, having spoken the truth. 

‘The last part of my novel is played out in Sedan, after the 
battle. From thence the reader follows the rest of the his- 
tory of the war as it develops itself in other parts of France, 
until it culminates in the outbreak of the Commune and the 
final collapse of Paris in a sea of fire and an ocean of blood. 
The last chapter of the book is an account of Paris in flames, 
of Paris with its gutters running with blood. I hope by this 
means to produce a gradation of effect—the catastrophe of 
Sedan, which ends the second part, followed up by the still 
greater catastrophe of the last chapter. To resume : The first 
part of my novel is the march from Rheims to Sedan ; the 
second is the catastrophe of Sedan, from inception to dénowe- 
ment ; and the third the collapse not of Paris alone, but of the 
whole of old-time France, with the dénowement of the burning 
of Paris, the flames of which clear away not only an old 
régeme, but a whole psychological state, and prepare a fresh 
field for a new and regenerated people. For observe, that my 
book, as far as outward construction goes, divided into three 
parts, may also be divided into a novel of historical and a 
novel of psychological interest. It tells. a tale of many advyen- 
tures, but it also aims to give a full list of psychological studies 
of French society as it was at the outbreak of the war. 

‘My novels have always been written with a higher aim 
than merely to amuse. I have so high an opinion of the 
novel as a means of expression—I consider it parallel with 
lyrical poetry, as the highest form of literary expression, just 
as in the last century the drama was the highest form of ex- 
pression—that it is on this account that I have chosen it as 
the form in which to present to the world what I wish to say 
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on the social, scientific, and psychological problems that occupy 
the minds of thinking men. But for this I might have said 
what I wanted to say to the world in another form. But the 
novel has to-day risen from the place which it held in the last 
century at the table of the banquet of letters. It was then 
the idle pastime of the hour, and sat low down between the 
fable and the idyll. To-day it contains, or may be made to 
contain, everything; and it is because that is my creed that 
I ama novelist. I have, to my thinking, certain contributions 
to make to the thought of the world on certain subjects, and I 
have chosen the novel as the best way of communicating these 
contributions to the world. Thus “La Débacle,” in the form 
of a very precise and accurate relation of a series of historical 
facts—in other words, in the form of a realistic historical 
novel—is a document on the psychology of France in 1870. 
This will explain the enormous number of characters which 
figure in the book. Each character represents one état d’dme 
psychologique of the France of the day. If my work be well 
done, the reader will be able to understand what was in men’s 
minds and what was the bent of men’s minds—what they 
thought, and how they thought, at that period.’ 


As might have been expected with a work dealing with such a 
question as the last Franco-German War, ‘La Débacle’ has given 
rise to considerable controversy in France. Some _ ultra-belli- 
cose Frenchmen, and among them M. de Vogué of the Academy, 
have taunted the author with a lack of patriotism, their notion 
being apparently that they ought never to be told the truth con- 
cerning themselves. Other persons have impeached M. Zola’s 
accuracy with regard to various matters of detail, and a few have 
gone so far as to accuse him of having written that which he 
must have known to be untrue. It may be as well to notice 
some of the charges here. 

It is said that there are no hop-gardens on the road from Mul- 
hausen to Altkirch, as will be found stated in Chapter II. (Part L.), 
and in this instance it would really appear that M. Zola has fallen 
into error. Viewing the road from a distance, and being very short- 
sighted, he doubtless mistook vineyards for hop-grounds. The 
error is in some degree excusable, however, when it is remembered 
that in this part of Alsace the vines are trained to poles ten and 
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eleven feet high. It is also denied that vast sums of money were 
distributed among the men of the Seventh Army Corps without any 
written acknowledgment at the close of the battle of Sedan, as will 
be found stated in Chapter VII. (Part II.). L have reason to believe 
that it was the money of another army corps which was thus dis- 
tributed, and that M. Zola transposed the incident for the purposes 
of his story. A little license of this kind is surely allowable in a 
work of fiction. M. Paul de Cassagnac, the well-known Bonapartist 
politician and journalist, denies that Napoleon III. had his face 
rouged and powdered on the morning of the battle of Sedan (Sept. 1), 
in proof of which he mentions that he was with Napoleon during 
the whole of the battle of Mouzon (Aug. 30), and also frequently ate 
at the Imperial table during the campaign. M. Zola does not state 
that Napoleon habitually painted his face. He says (Chapters I. 
and III., Part Il.) that he did so on one occasion only, early on 
the morning of Sept. 1, and that the rouge, &c., was entirely washed 
away by perspiration at 11 a.m., when he returned into the town 
from the front. The battle of Mouzon and what occurred at 
other times during the campaign have nothing to do with the 
matter, and M. de Cassagnac’s so-called denial is beside the ques- 
tion. The same may be said of the denials of M. Robert Mitchell, 
another Bonapartist politician and journalist, and of the Princess 
Mathilde Bonaparte, daughter of King Jerd6me. The princess was 
not even at Sedan, and can know nothing of the matter. Moreover, 
is it likely that she would admit the accuracy of any statement at all 
disparaging to the memory of Napoleon III.? Is it likely that M. 
de Cassagnac would do so? Or M. Robert Mitchell either? These 
gentlemen upheld the Imperial régime through thick and thin, and 
the former, at any rate, was most liberally rewarded for his services. 
He has, therefore, good reason to be prejudiced. M. Zola declares 
that he had the information in dispute in part from ‘a certain lady,’ 


and in part from various people of Sedan, and so far there is 
nothing to prove that it is inaccurate. 


I may, perhaps, be allowed to 


: add that I have gi ider- 
able time and care to the tr ave given Conga 


: , é anslation of ‘La Débacle.’ I have 
always tried to give the sense and substance of M. Zola’s narrative, 


though at times I have found myself unable to use his actual 
words. In matters of translation, however, I am of the opinion 
of Thackeray, which was also that expressed by James Howell in 
one of his often-quoted ‘Familiar Letters.’ Here and there I have 


appended to the tex i i 
ape ee : He Some notes which may assist the reader, for 
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THE DOWNFALL 


PARTE 
FROM THE RHINE TO THE MEUSE 


CHAPTER I 


IN CAMP—A GREAT DISASTER 


THE camp was pitched in the centre of a fertile plain at a 
mile or so from Mulhausen, in the direction of the Rhine. In 
the twilight of a sultry day in August, under the dull sky, 
across which heavy clouds were drifting, the rows of shelter- 
tents could be seen stretching out amid a broad expanse of 
ploughed land. At regular intervals along the front gleamed 
the piles of arms, guarded by sentinels with loaded rifles, who 
stood there stock-still, their eyes fixed dreamily on the violet- 
tinted mist which was rising from the great river on the far 
horizon. 

The men had arrived from Belfort at about five o’clock. 
It was now eight, and they had only just received their rations. 
The firewood, however, had apparently gone astray, for none 
had been distributed, so that there was neither fire nor soupe. 
The men had been obliged to munch their hard, dry biscuit, 
washing it down with copious draughts of brandy, which had 
dealt the last blow, as it were, to their failing legs, already 
nerveless through fatigue. Near the canteen, however, beyond 
the stacks of arms, two men were stubbornly endeavouring to 
light some green wood—a pile of young tree trunks, which they 
had cut down with their sword-bayonets, and which obsti- 
nately refused to blaze. Merely a coil of thick black smoke 
of lugubrious aspect ascended from the heap into the evening 
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There were here only 12,000 men, all that General Félix 
Douay had with him of the Seventh Army Corps. The first 
division, summoned by MacMahon the day before, had started 
for Freschweiler ; the third was still at Lyons ; and the 
general had resolved to leave Belfort and advance to the front 
with merely the second division, supported by the reserve 
artillery and an incomplete division of horse. Camp fires had 
been signalled at Lorrach, and the Sub-Prefect of Schelestadt 
had telegraphed that the Prussians were about to cross the 
Rhineat Markolsheim. The general, who realised how danger- 
ous was his isolated position at the extreme right of the other 
army corps, with none of which he was in communication, had 
hastened his advance to the frontier the more rapidly, as news 
had reached him, the day before, of the disastrous surprise of 
Weissenburg. Even supposing he did not have to resist an 
attack on his own lines, it was now to be feared that he might 
at any moment be called upon to support the First Army 
Corps.!. That very day—that disquieting, stormy Saturday, 
August 6—there must have been fighting somewhere, most 
probably near Freschweiler. There were signs of it in the 
air, in the heavy, restless sky across which there now and 
again swept a chilly shudder—a sudden gust of wind which 
passed by moaning, as if with anguish. For the past two days 
the troops had been convinced that they were advancing to 
battle. They one and all expected to find the Prussians in 
front of them at the end of their forced march from Belfort to 
Mulhausen. 

The daylight was waning, when, from a distant corner of 
the camp, the tattoo sounded—a roll of the drums followed by 
a bugle call, faint as yet, wafted away, as it was, through the 
open air. It was heard, however, by Jean Macquart,? who 
had been endeavouring to strengthen his tent by driving the 
pickets deeper into the ground, and who now rapidly rose to his 
feet. Still bleeding from the grievous tragedy in which he had 
lost Frangoise, his wife, and the land she had brought him in 
marriage, he had left Rognes, and, although nine-and-thirty 
years of age, had re-enlisted at the first rumour of war. 
tetas oa, with his old rank of corporal, in the 
Fito tice of the Infantry of the Line, then being brought 

rength, Jean sometimes felt astonished to find 


? Commanded by Marshal M acMahon.— Trans. 


? The hero of M. Zola’s novel «I, i 
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himself again in uniform—he who had been so delighted to 
leave the service after the battle of Solferino, so pleased to 
cease playing the swashbuckler, the part of the man who kills. 
But what is a fellow to do when he has no trade or profession 
left him, neither wife nor even a scrap of property that he can 
eall his own in all the wide world, and when grief and rage 
bring his heart with a leap into his very throat? Surely he 
has a right to trounce his country’s enemies, especially if they 
plague him. Besides, Jean remembered the cry he had raised : 
‘Ah! dash it all, he would defend the old soil of France, since 
he no longer had courage enough to till it !’ 

On rising up he glanced at the camp, where a final stir was 
being occasioned by the passage of the tattoo party. Some 
men were running to their quarters ; others, already drowsy, 
sat up or stretched themselves out with an air of irritated 
weariness ; whilst Jean, the patient fellow, awaited the roll- 
call with that well-balanced tranquillity of mind which made 
him such a capital soldier. His comrades said he would pro- 
bably have risen rapidly in rank had he been more of a scholar, 
but it happened that he only just knew how to read and write, 
and he did not even covet a sergeant’s stripes. He who has 
been a peasant always remains one. 

Jean was concerned at the sight of the green logs which 
were still smoking, and called to the two men—Loubet and 
Lapoulle, both belonging to his squad—who were desperately 
endeavouring to kindle the fire: ‘Just let that be. You’re 
poisoning us with that smoke.’ 

Loubet, who was lithe and active, with the look of a wag, 
sneeringly replied, ‘It’s catching alight, corporal ; I assure 
you itis.’ And giving his comrade Lapoulle a push, he added, 
‘Here, you, why don’t you blow 2’ 

In point of fact, Lapoulle, a perfect colossus, was exhaust- 
ing himself in his efforts to raise a tempest, with his cheeks 
puffed out like goat-skins full of liquor, his whole face suffused 
bya rush of blood, and his eyes red and full of tears. Two 
other men of the squad, Chouteau and Pache—the former of 
whom lay on his back like a lazy-bones fond of his ease, whilst 
the other had assumed a crouching posture that he might care- 
fully repair a rent in his trousers—were greatly amused by the 

fearful grimace which that brute Lapoulle was making, and 
burst at last into a roar of laughter. 

Jean let them laugh. There would, perhaps, not be many 
more opportunities for gaicty ; and despite the serious ex- 
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pression which sat on his full, round, regular-featured face, hé 
was by no means a partisan of melancholy. Indeed, he closed 
his eyes readily enough whenever his men wished to amuse 
themselves. However, another group now attracted his atten- 
tion. For nearly an hour one of the privates of his squad, 
Maurice Levasseur, had been chatting with a civilian, a red- 
haired individual, looking some six-and-thirty years of age, 
with a good-dog-Tray sort of face, and large blue goggle eyes 
—short-sighted eyes, which had led to his being exempted 
from military service. A quartermaster of the reserve artillery, 
who with his dark moustache and imperial had a bold con- 
fident air, had joined the couple; and the three of them 
tarried there, making themselves at home. 

To spare them a reprimand, Jean, in his obliging way, 
thought it his duty to intervene. ‘ You would do well to leave, 
sir,’ he said to the civilian. ‘Here comes the tattoo, and if 
the lieutenant saw you 

Maurice did not let him finish. ‘Don’t go, Weiss,’ said he ; 
and, addressing the corporal, he dryly added, ‘ This gentleman 
is my brother-in-law. The colonel knows hin, and has given 
him permission to remain in camp.’ 

Why did this peasant, Jean Macquart, whose hands still 
smelt of the dungheap, interfere in a matter that did not con- 
cern him? thought Maurice. He, who had been called to the 
bar during the previous autumn, and who, on joining the army 
as a volunteer, had been forthwith enrolled in the 106th of 
the Line, thanks to the colonel’s protection, and without having 
to undergo the usual probation at the depdt—carried his knap- 
sack willingly enough ; but, at the very outset, a feeling of 
repugnance, of covert revolt, had turned him against this 
illiterate corporal, the clodhopper who commanded him. 

‘ All right,’ retorted Jean, in his quiet way. 
selves caught. I don’t care a rap.’ 

Then he abruptly faced about on finding that Maurice had « 
not told him a fib; for at that very moment the colonel, 
M. de Vineuil, whose long yellow face was intersected by 
bushy white moustaches, passed by with that grand aristo- 
cratic air of his, and acknowledged the salute of Weiss and 
Maurice with a smile. The colonel was walking rapidly to- 
wards a farmhouse which peeped out from among some plum 
trees on the right hand, a few hundred paces away. The staff 
was installed there for the night, but no one knew whether the 
commander of the Army Corps—struck down by the grievous 
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tidings that his brother had been killed at Weissenburg !—was 
there or not. Major-General Bourgain-Desfeuilles, to whose 
brigade the 106th Regiment belonged, was, however, assuredly 
at the farm, brawling no doubt according to his wont, with his 
huge belly swaying to and fro atop of his diminutive legs, and 
with his face highly coloured, like the face of one fond of the 
table, who is not troubled with any excess of brains. ~There 
was an increasing stir around the farmhouse ; every minute or 
so estafettes were galloping off and returning ; and feverish, 
indeed, were the long hours of waiting for the belated tele- 
grams that were expected to bring news of the great battle, 
which since daybreak everyone had deemed inevitable and 
proximate. Where had it been fought, and how had it re- 
sulted? By degrees, as the night fell, it seemed as though the 
spirit of anxiety were brooding over the orchards, over the 
scattered stacks, and around the cow-sheds, spreading itself 
out on all sides ike a shadowy sea. The men told one another 
that a Prussian spy had been caught prowling about the camp, 
and had been conducted to the farm to be questioned by the 
general. If Colonel de Vineuil ran there so fast it was, per- 
haps, because he had received a telegram. 

Meanwhile, Maurice Levasseur had begun to chat again 
with his brother-in-law Weiss, and his cousin Honoré Fou- 
chard, the quartermaster. The tattoo party, coming from 
afar off with its numbers gradually strengthened, passed near 
them, drumming and trumpeting in the melancholy twilight 
peacefulness ; and yet they did not seem to hear it even. 
Grandson of a hero of the First Napoleon’s armies, Maurice 
was born at Le Chéne Populeux, in the Argonne. His father, 
being turned away from the paths of glory, had sunk down to 
a meagre tax-collectorship ; and his mother, a peasant woman, 
had expired in bringing him and his twin sister, Henriette, 
into the world. If Maurice had enlisted in the army, it was 
because of grave offences, the outcome of a course of dissipa- 
tion in which his weak, excitable nature had embarked at the 
time when he had repaired to Paris to read for the bar, and 
when his relatives had pinched and stinted themselves to 
makea gentleman of him. But he had squandered their money 
in gaming, on women, and on the thousand and one follies of 
the all-devouring city, and his conduct had hastened his 


1 Weissenburg was stormed by the army of the Crown Prince of 
Prussia on August 4, when General Abel Douay was killed, and 800 of 
his troops were taken prigoners,—Trans, 
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father’s death. His sister, after parting with her all to pay 
his debts, had been lucky enough to secure a husband, that 
honest fellow Weiss, an Alsatian of Mulhausen,-who had long 
been an accountant at the refinery of Le Chéne Populeux, and 
was now an overseer in the employ of M. Delaherche, owner of 
one of the principal cloth-weaving establishments of Sedan. 
Maurice, who with his nervous nature was seized as promptly 
with hope as with despair, who was both generous and enthu- 
siastic, but utterly devoid of stability—the slave indeed of 
each shifting, passing breeze—imagined that he was now quite 
cured of his follies. Fair and short, with an unusually large 
forehead, a small nose and chin, and generally refined features, 
he had grey, caressing eyes, in which there gleamed at times 
a spark of madness. 

Weiss had hastened to Mulhausen on the eve of hostilities, 
having suddenly become desirous of settling some family affair ; 
and if he had availed himself of Colonel de Vineuil’s kindness, 
in order to shake hands with his brother-in-law, Maurice, it 
was because the colonel happened to be the uncle of young 
Madame Delaherche, a pretty widow, whom the cloth mer- 
chant of Sedan had married the year before, and whom both 
Maurice and Henriette had known when she was a child, her 
parents then being neighbours of their own. Besides the 
colonel, Maurice had come across another of Madame Dela- 
herche’s connections in the person of Captain Beaudoin, who 
commanded his company, and who had been this lady’s most 
intimate friend, it was insinuated, at the time when she was 
Madame Maginot of Mézicres, wife of M. Maginot, inspector 
of the State forest. 

‘Mind you kiss Henriette for me,’ said Maurice, again and 
again—he was, indeed, passionately fond of his sister—‘ tell 
her she will have every reason to be pleased, and that I want 
to make ber proud of me.’ 

Tears filled his eyes as he thought of his foolish conduct 
in Paris; but his brother-in-law, touched in his turn, 
changed the conversation by saying to Honoré Fouchard, 
the artilleryman : ‘The first time I pass by Remilly I shall 
run up and tell uncle Fouchard that I saw you and found 
you well.’ 

Uncle Fouchard, a peasant with a little land of his own, 
who plied the calling of itinerant village butcher, was a brother 
of Maurice’s mother. He lived at Remilly, right at the top 
of the hill, at four miles or so from Sedan, 
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‘All right,’ said Honoré, quietly ; ‘the old man doesn’t 

ei a yap about me, but, if it pleases you, you can go to see 
im. 

Just at that moment there was a stir in front of the farm- 
house, and they saw the prowler—the man accused of being 
a Prussian spy—come out, accompanied by an officer. He 
had no doubt produced some papers, related some plausible 
tale or other, for he was no longer under arrest—the officer 
was simply turning him out of the camp. At that distance, 
in the impending darkness, one could only vaguely distinguish 
his huge, square-built figure and tawny head. Maurice, how- 
ever, 1mpetuously exclaimed: ‘Look there, Honoré. Isn’t 
that fellow like the Prussian—you know the man I mean— 
Goliath 2’ 

The quartermaster started on hearing this name, and fixed 
his ardent eyes upon the supposed spy. This mention of 
Gohath Steinberg, the slaughterman, the rascal who had made 
bad blood between himself and his father, who had robbed 
him of his sweetheart Silvine, had revived all the horrible 
story—the filthy abomination that still caused him so much 
suffering—and he felt a sudden impulse to run after the man 
and strangle him. But the spy, if such he was, had already 
passed beyond the camp lines, and, walking rapidly away, 
soon vanished in the darkness of the night. ‘ 

‘Oh! Goliath,’ muttered Honoré ; ‘it isn’t possible. He 
must be over there with the others. Ah! if ever I meet him ; 
And with a threatening gesture he pointed to the darkening 
horizon, the violet-tinted eastern sky which to him meant 
Prussia. 

They all relapsed into silence, and the tattoo was again 
heard afar off, at the other end of the camp. ‘ Blazes !’ re- 
sumed Honoré, ‘I shall get into trouble if I’m not back for 
the roll call. Good night. Good-bye to all!’ Then having 
once more pressed Weiss’s hands he hastily strode away to- 
wards the hillock where the reserve artillery was massed ; he 
had not again mentioned his father, nor had he even sent any 
message to Silvine, whose name burnt his lips. 

A few minutes had elapsed, when a bugle call was heard 
on the left, near the quarters of the second brigade. Another 
bugle nearer at hand replied. Then a third rang out, afar off. 
They were all sounding, far and near, when Gaude, the bugler 
of Jean’s company, made up his mind to discharge a volley of 
sonorous notes, He was a big, skinny, sorrowful, taciturn 
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man, without a hair on 7 chin, and blew his instrument with 
es of a whirlwind. , 

cai Sapin, an affected little fellow, with big dreamy 
eyes, began to call the roll, shouting out the men’s names 1n 
a shrill voice, whilst they, baving drawn near to hin, made 
answer in a variety of tones, now akin to the sound of a 
violoncello and now to that of a flute. A break, however, 
suddenly occurred in the responses. ‘Lapoulle !’ repeated 
the sergeant, shouting as loudas he could. There was still no 
answer, and Jean had to rush to the pile of green logs, which ) 
Lapoulle, egged on by his comrades, was still obstinately try- 
ing to ignite. Stretched there on his stomach, with his face 
quite scorched, he continued blowing away the smoke of the 
blackening wood. 

‘Thunder !’ shouted Jean, ‘just leave that alone and answer 
to your name.’ 

Lapoulle sat up with a bewildered air, then appeared to 
understand, and finally bellowed ‘ Present !’ in a voice so like 
that of a savage that Loubet fell flop on the ground, so amaz- 
ingly funny did he consider the incident. Pache, who had 
finished his sewing, replied to his name in a scarcely audible 
voice as though he were mumbling a prayer. Chouteau, with- 
out even rising, let his answer drop disdainfully from his lips, 
and then stretched himself out more comfortably. Meanwhile, 
Rochas, the lieutenant on duty, stood waiting, motionless, a 
few yards off. When the roll had been called, and Sergeant 
Sapin came to tell him that there was no one missing, he pro- 
truded his chin in the direction of Weiss, who was still chat- 
- ting with Maurice, and growled from under his moustache, 
‘There’s even one man too many. Why on earth is that fel- 
low here ?’ 


‘He has the colonel’s permission, sir,’ explained Jean, who 
had overheard the question. 

Rochas shrugged his shoulders, and, without replying, 
began walking up and down in front of the tents pending the 
time to turn in, whilst Jean, worn out by the day’s march, 
sat down not far from Maurice, whose words reached him 
without any intentional listening on his part, occupied as he 
was with vague dim reflections that were germinating in the 
depths of his slow, dull brain. , a 
_ Maurice was a believer in war, which he considered to be 
inevitable—necessary, even, to the existence of nations. This 
doctrine had imposed itself upon him since he had adopted 
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the theory of evolution, which already at that time impas- 
sionated young men of culture. Is not life itself an incessant 
battle, which does not flag, even for a second? Continuous 
fighting, the victory of the fittest, the maintenance and re- 
newal of strength by action, and the resuscitation of juve- 
nescent life from death itself—are not these the very essence 
of the natural law? Maurice remembered the great transport 
that had buoyed him up when, with the view of atoning for 
his errors, he had thought of becoming a soldier and hurrying 
to the frontier. Possibly the voters of the Plebiscitum, though 
surrendering themselves to the Emperor, had not really de- 
sired war. Maurice himself, but a week previously, had de- 
clared that such a war as was being spoken of would be both 
culpable and idiotic. People were then discussing the candi- 
dature of a German prince to the Spanish throne, and in the 
confusion which gradually arose it seemed as if everybody 
were in the wrong. No one could say precisely from which 
side the provocation had come, and only the inevitable re- 
mained, the fatal law which at a given hour impels one people 
against another. Then a great thrill swept through Paris, 
and Maurice in his mind’s eye still beheld the scenes of that 
torrid night, the boulevards a human sea, the bands of men 
who waved their torches and shouted : ‘To Berlin! To Ber- 
lin! To Berlin!’ And he again saw a tall woman’ with a 
sculptural figure and a queenly profile mount on a carriage- 
box in front of the Hétel de Ville, and, swathed in the folds 
-of a tricolour flag, chant the ‘ Marseillaise.’ Was all that a 
lie? Had not the heart of Paris really beaten that night ? 

As was always the case with Maurice, however, after this 
nervous excitement there had come long hours of fearful 
wavering and disgust. His arrival at the barracks, the adju- 
tant to whom he had reported himself, the sergeant who had 
provided him with his uniform, the stinking and repulsively 
filthy dormitory, the rough familiarity of his new companions, 
the mechanical] exercises which had exhausted his limbs and 
rendered his brain so heavy—all these had been unpleasant 
experiences. In less than a week, however, he had become 
accustomed to his new life, and displayed no further repug- 
nance for it. And, indeed, when the regiment at last set out 
for Belfort, enthusiasm again seized hold of him. 

From the very outset he had felt confident of victory. The 
Emperor's plan was quite clear to him, Four hundred thou- 


1 This was Madame Marie Sass, the prima donna,—Trans, 
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sand men were to cross the Rhine before the Prussians were 
ready, and by a bold, vigorous dash to separate Northern from 
Southern Germany ; whilst, at the same time, thanks to some 
brilliant success, Austria and Italy would speedily be com- 
pelled to ally themselves with France. Had it not been 
rumoured, too, at one moment, that the Seventh Army Corps, 
to which Maurice’s regiment belonged, was to put to sea at 
Brest in view of landing in Denmark and creating a diversion 
which would compel Prussia to immobilise one of her armies ? 
She was to be surprised, overwhelmed on every side, crushed 
in a few weeks’ time. There was to be a mere military prome- 
nade—from Strasburg to Berlin. Since that period of waiting 
at Belfort, however, Maurice had been distracted by anxiety. 
The Seventh Corps, whose allotted task was to watch the out- 
lets of the Black Forest, had reached Belfort in fearful con- 
fusion, deficient in men, and lacking everything. It was 
necessary to wait for the third division to arrive from Italy.! 
The second cavalry brigade had to remain at Lyons, as some 
rioting was feared there ; and three batteries of artillery had 
actually gone astray, no one knew where. Moreover, the corps 
was in an extraordinary state of destitution. The magazines 
of Belfort, which were to have supplied all requisites, proved 
to be empty ; there were no tents, no pots or pans, no flannel 
waistbands, no pharmaceutical supplies, no field smithies, no 
horse-locks, not an ambulance attendant, nor an artificer. 
At the last moment, too, it was discovered that the indispen- 
sable spare mechanism for thirty thousand chassepots was 
wanting, and it became necessary to send an officer to Paris, 
whence he returned with barely sufficient for five thousand 
weapons, and he had had the utmost difficulty in obtaining 
even these. " 

On the other hand, Maurice was particularly worried by 
the inaction of the army. What! they had been there a fort- 
night—why did they not march forward? He fully realised 
that each day’s delay was an irreparable blunder, an oppor- 
tunity of victory irretrievably lost. And, confronting the 
plan he had dreamt of, there rose up the reality, the blun- 
dering fashion in which this plan had been executed. Of this 
he was as yet but anxiously and dimly conscious 3 1t was only 
at a later period that he knew the truth—the Seventh Army 


1 It was stationed at Rome and Givi chi 
ees and Civita Vecchia for the defence of 
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Corps écheloned or rather disseminated along the frontier from 
Metz to Bitche and from Bitche to Belfort—the regiments 
invariably below their assumed strength, there being at best 
but 230,000 men, when it was supposed that there were 
430,000 ; the generals jealous of one another, each bent on 
gaining his own marshal’s bdton without helping his neighbour ; 
the most fearful lack of foresight, mobilisation and concentra- 
tion being carried out simultaneously to gain time, but result- 
ing in inextricable confusion ; and above all else that creeping 
paralysis, originating in high quarters, with the ailing Em- 
peror, who was incapable of prompt decision, and which was 
to spread over the entire army, disorganise and annihilate it, 
and toss it to the most fearful disasters, without any possi- 
bility of its defending itself. And yet, above the secret dis- 
quietude of those days of waiting, there still lingered an 
instinctive confidence in victory. 

Suddenly, on August 3, the news of the victory of Saar- 
brucken, gained the day before, burst upon one. Nobody knew 
whether it was a great victory or not, but the newspapers were 
brimful of enthusiasm. So Germany was invaded at last. 
This was the first step in the glorious march ; and then began 
the legend of the Prince Imperial, who had calmly picked up 
a bullet on the battle field. Twodays later, when the surprise 
and crushing reverse of Weissenburg became known, a cry of 
rage arose from every breast. Five thousand Frenchmen, 
caught in an ambuscade, had for ten long hours gallantly 
resisted five-and-thirty thousand Prussians—this evidently 
demanded vengeance! The commanders had no doubt been 
guilty in not keeping a better look-out, and in not foreseeing 
what had happened ; but everything was about to be reme- 
died. MacMahon had summoned the first division of the 
Seventh Army Corps ; the First Corps was to be supported by 
the Fifth ;! and at the present time, no doubt, the Prussians 
had recrossed the Rhine with the bayonets of the French 
linesmen in their loins. And the thought that there must 
have been some furious fighting that very day, the increasing, 


1 Commanded by the notorious General de Failly who had slaughtered 
the Garibaldians at Mentana three years previously, and who, as aide- 
de-camp to Napoleon IEL., had rendered the latter certain services of an 
equivocal character. This was proved by the secret papers found at 
the Tuileries after the Revolution and published by the Government of 
National Defence. To reward M. de Failly, the Emperor appointed him - 
to the command of an army corps that he might have an opportunity 
of winning the baton of Marshal of France.—-Trans. 
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feverish longing for news, all the prevailing anxiety grew and 
spread under the broad pale heavens. 

Thus it was that Maurice discoursed to Weiss. 

‘Ah!’ he added, ‘they must certainly have received a good 
licking to-day.’ 

Instead of replying, Weiss nodded his head with a thought- 
ful air. He also was looking towards the Rhine—towards the 
east, where night had now completely fallen, and where the 
sky, darkened as with mystery, had the aspect of a great black 
wall. Since the last bugle calls of the mustering, a profound 
silence had been falling over the drowsy camp, disturbed only 
by the footsteps and converse of a few belated soldiers. A 
light, looking like a twinkling star, had just been placed in the 
room of the farmhouse where the staff officers sat keeping 
their vigil, waiting for the telegrams which arrived at inter- 
vals, bringing as yet only ambiguous tidings. The fire of 
green wood had been abandoned at last, but some dense, fune- 
real smoke still ascended from it, and was driven away by the 
breeze over the restless farm and towards the sky, where it 
dimmed the early stars. 

‘A licking !’ repeated Weiss, at last. ‘God grant it !’ 

Jean, who was still seated a few steps away, pricked up his 
ears ; and Lieutenant Rochas, noticing the accent of doubt 
that quivered in Weiss’s wish, stopped short to listen. 

‘What, do you lack confidence?’ Maurice resumed ; ‘do 
you think a defeat possible ?’ 

His brother-in-law stopped him with a gesture, his hands 
trembling, his good-natured face suddenly convulsed and quite 
pale. ‘A defeat! Heaven shield us from it! I belong to 
this part of the country, you know. My grandfather and 
grandmother were murdered by the Cossacks, in 1814, and 
whenever I think of invasion my hands clench instinctively, 
and I feel inclined to go and fight the enemy in my frock-coat, 
just as IT am! But a defeat—no, no, I won’t believe it 
possible !’ 

He became calmer, and his shoulders drooped as though he 
felt oppressed. ‘All the same,’ he resumed, ‘I am not at 
ease, I know Alsace well ; I have just travelled through the 
province on business, and have seen things which stared our 
generals in the face, but which they refused to see. We 
Alsatians certainly desired war with Prussia ; we have long 
been awaiting an opportunity to pay off old scores. But that 
did not interfere with our friendly intercourse with Baden and 
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Bavaria. We most of us have friends or relatives just across 
the Rhine. We thought that, like ourselves, they dreamed of 
curbing the unbearable pride of the Prussians. Calm and 
resolute as we usually are, we have, nevertheless, been seized 
with impatience and disquietude for a fortnight past, on seeing 
how everything has gone from bad to worse. Ever since the 
declaration of war the enemy’s cavalry scouts have been al- 
lowed to come and terrify our villages, reconnoitre the country, 
and cut the telegraph wires. Baden and Bavaria are rising, 
masses of troops are marching through the Palatinate, and the 
information that has come in from all sides, from the fairs and 
the markets, shows that the frontier is menaced. But when 
the frightened villagers and their mayors come and tell all this 
to the passing officers, the latter shrug their shoulders and 
think these peasants are mere poltroons troubled with halluci- 
nations. The enemyisfaraway! Ah! the truth is we ought 
not to have lost an hour, whereas days and days go by. What 
can we be waiting for? For the whole of Germany to fall 
upon us ?’ 

He spoke in a low, sorrowful voice, as though repeating 
things that he had long thought out :-‘ Ah ! Germany, I know 
it well, and the pity is that you others seem to know as little 
about it as you know of China. Do you remember my cousin 
Gunther, Maurice, the young fellow who came to shake hands 
with me last spring at Sedan? He is my cousin on the 
women’s side. My mother and hisare sisters ; she was married 
at Berlin, and he is a true Prussian ; he hates France. He is 
now serving as a captain in the Prussian Guards. On the 
evening when I saw him off at the railway station—I still 
seem to hear him—he said to me in that rasping voice of 
his: “If France ever declares war against us she will be 
beaten.”’ 

Lieutenant Rochas had, so far, restrained himself, but on 
hearing this he stepped forward with a furious air. He was a 
tall, thin fellow, nearly fifty years old, with a long, battered, 
tanned, smoked face. His huge, hooked nose fell over a large 
mouth—expressive both of violence and kindliness—above 
which bristled his coarse grey moustache. ‘What the -—— 
are you about,’ he thundered, ‘discouraging our men like 
that ?’ 

Without taking part in the dispute, Jean considered the 
lieutenant to be in the right. Though astonished by the long 
delays and the prevailing confusion, he had never doubted 
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that they would give the Prussians a fearful thrashing. It 
was sure and certain, indeed, since he and his comrades had 
been sent there for no other purpose. 

‘But I don’t want to discourage anyone,’ replied Weiss, 


somewhat taken aback. ‘On the contrary, I wish everyone 
knew what I know, for forewarned is forearmed. But listen, 
Germany : 


Then, with that sober-minded air of his, he explained his 
fears: the victory of Sadowa had brought Prussia increased 
power, a national movement was placing her at the head of 
the other German States, a vast empire was in progress of 
formation, men were seized with an enthusiastic, irresistible 
impulse to secure the unification of the Fatherland. Thanks 
to the system of compulsory military service the whole nation 
was up in arms, fully instructed, well disciplined, provided 
with a powerful war material, trained also to European war- 
fare, and still flushed with the glory of its triumph over 
Austria. The intelligence and moral strength of this army 
were also to be noted ; nearly all the commanders were young 
men, and took their orders from a generalissimo who seemed 
destined to revolutionise the entire art of war, whose prudence 
and foresight were perfect, and whose perspicuity was mar- 
vellous. ‘Then, confronting Germany, Weiss boldly depicted 
France: the Empire greatly aged, still acclaimed, as witness 
the Plebiscitum,' but rotten at the basis, having weakened 
love of country by destroying liberty, and having reverted to 
liberal courses when these could be of no avail but could only 
accelerate its fall; and exposed, moreover, to crumble away 
as soon as it ceased to encourage the appetite for enjoyment 
which itself had fostered. The army, still laden with the 
laurels of the Crimea and Italy, was certainly splendidly 
brave ; but the system of allowing men to escape service by a 
pecuniary payment had tampered with its efficiency ; and it 
had been abandoned to the routine of the Algerian school, and 
was far too confident of victory to make any real effort for 
proficiency in the new science of war. Finally, the generals, 
for the most part of indifferent merit, were consumed by 
rival whist Some ware casey ignorant and a the hen of 
Resid and poten ae ailing and hesitating, deceived 
UNG Beanie ing himself as to the outcome of this 

g e, into which they all plunged like blind 


} The Plebiscitum of May 1870, when the 


a4 as Li 
was ratified by 7,350,000 votes against 1,500,00 pone Ot Rane eae 


0.—Trans, 
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men, without any attempt at serious preparation, and amid 
universal bewilderment and confusion, like that of a scared 
flock driven to the slaughter-house. 

Rochas stood there listening, agape, with his eyes wide 
open and his terrible nose contracted. Suddenly, however, he 
made up his mind to laugh, with a huge laugh that distended 
his jaws from ear to ear. ‘What are you cackling there ? 
What does all this humbug mean?’ he shouted. ‘There’s no 
sense in it; it is too stupid for anyone to trouble his head 
about. Go and tell it to the marines if you like, but not to 
me; no, not tome. I’ve seen twenty-seven years’ service !’ 

So saying, he struck his chest with his clenched hand. 
The son of a journeyman mason from the Limousin country, 
Rochas had been born in Paris, and not caring for his father’s 
calling had enlisted when he was only eighteen. A true sol- 
dier of fortune, he started off with his knapsack, gaining a 
corporal’s stripes in Algeria, rising to the rank of a sergeant 
at Sebastopol, and promoted to a lieutenancy after Solferino. 
Fifteen years of hardship and heroic bravery was the price he 
had paid to become an officer, but he was so painfully ignorant 
that it was certain he would never be made a captain. 

‘Come, sir,’ said he to Weiss, ‘although you know every- 
thing, here’s something you don’t know. At Mazagran—I 
was barely nineteen at the time—we were only one hundred 
and twenty-three men, neither more nor less, yet we held out 
during four days against twelve thousand Arabs. Yes, indeed, 
for years and years out-there in Africa, at Mascara, Biskra, 
and Dellys, then too in Khabylia, and later on at Laghouat, 
if you had only been with us, sir, you would have seen how 
all those dirty blackamoors skedaddled as soon as ever we 
appeared. And at Sebastopol, sir—ah! dash it, it can’t be 
said that we had an easy time of it out there. Gales strong 
enough to tear the very hair out of your head, such bitter 
cold and ceaseless alerts, and then, at the very end, everything 
blown into the air by those savages! But all the same we 
made them dance—dance to our tune in our own frying pan. 
And then Solferino—you were not there, sir, so why do you 
speak of it? Ah! it was warm at Solferino—though there 
fell more water from the sky that day than you have seen fall 
in all your life—and a nice dressing we gave the Austrians. 
You should have seen how they ran away from our bayonets, 
how they galloped and pushed one another aside to run the 


faster, as if they were on fire !’ 
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He was brimming over with delight, and all the old mili- 
tary gaiety of France rang out in his triumphant laugh. This 
was the legend—the French trooper marching victoriously all 
over the world with his sweetheart on one hand and a glass of 
good wine in the other ; the universe conquered whilst singing 
a drinking refrain. A French corporal and four men, and lo! 
immense armies of foreigners bit the dust. 

But he suddenly thundered out : ‘ Beaten, France beaten ! 
Those Prussian pigs beat such men as we!’ Then stepping 
up to Weiss he caught hold of a lapel of his coat. His tall, 
slim, knight-errant style of figure expressed profound. con- 
tempt for any enemy, no matter who that enemy might be, 
and supreme indifference as to conditions of time and place. 
‘Listen to me, sir, he said; ‘if the Prussians dare to come 
here we will escort them home again—we'll kick them all the 
way back—all the way back to Berlin. You hear me!’ 

Then he waved his hand superbly, with the serenity of a 
child, the candid conviction of the innocent babe that knows 
nothing and fears nothing. ‘ Parblew!’ he added. ‘That’s 
how it is, because it can’t be otherwise.’ 

Dazed and almost convinced, Weiss hastily declared that 
he asked for nothing better. As for Maurice, who held his 
tongue, not daring to speak out before his superior, he ended 
by laughing in unison with him. That devil of a lieutenant, 
stupid though he was, had warmed his heart. Jean, too, with 
a nod of the head, had approved each of the lieutenant’s 
words. He also had fought at Solferino, when it rained so 
heavily. Moreover, that was the proper way to speak. If 
all the officers had spoken like that, the men would not have 
cared a fig about there being no pots or pans, or flannel waist- 
bands. 

For some time past the night had completely fallen, and 
in the darkness Rochas continued waving his long arms. He 
had never spelt through more than one book—a volume on 
the victories of Napoleon I. that had found its way from a 
pedlar’s box into his knapsack—and unable to calm himself 
he vented all his science in this impetuous outburst: ‘At 
Castiglione, Marengo, Austerlitz and Wagram we thrashed 
the Austrians! At Eylau, Jena, and Lutzen we thrashed 
Prussia! At Friedland, Smolensko, and the Moskowa we 
thrashed the Russians! We thrashed Spain and England 
everywhere! We thrashed the whole world, right and left, 
from top to bottom. Yet to-day you say we are to be thrashed 
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ourselves! Why? How? Has the world suddenly been 
changed ?’ 

He drew himself still more erect, raising his arm like a 
flagstaff. ‘Listen, there has been fighting to-day, and the 
staff are waiting for news. Well, I'll tell you what news will 
come! The Prussians have been thrashed—thrashed to such 
a point that they have neither arms nor legs left them, thrashed 
to such a degree that only crumbs of them remain for us to 
sweep away !’ 

At that moment a loud, dolorous cry resounded under the 
sombre heavens. Was it the plaintive note of some night 
bird? Was it the sobbing voice of Mystery coming from afar ? 
The whole camp, shrouded in darkness, shuddered at the 
sound, and the disquietude fostered by the delay in the arrival 
of the expected despatches became more intense, feverish, and 
widespread. The flame of the candle that illuminated the 
anxious vigil of the staff had shot up higher, and now it was 
shining erect, without a flicker, like the flame of a taper beside 
a death-bed. 

But it was ten o'clock; and Gaude, springing from the 
dark ground where he had been lost to view, was the first to 
sound the signal for the men to retire for the night. Far and 
near, the other bugles replied, till the sound gradually died 
away in a faint flourish, as though the very instruments were 
drowsy. Then Weiss, who had lingered there so long, affec- 
tionately pressed Maurice to his heart, and bade him be brave 
and hopeful. He would kiss Henriette for him, and say all 
manner of kind things to uncle Fouchard. 

Just as he was going off a rumour sped through the camp 
causing a feverish agitation : Marshal MacMahon had gained 
a great victory, it was said ; the Crown Prince of Prussia and 
25,000 men had been taken prisoners ; the enemy had been 
driven back, annihilated, leaving his guns and baggage in the 
hands of the French. 

‘Of course!’ exclaimed Rochas in his thundering voice ; 
and running after Weiss, who, quite delighted, was hastening 
away towards Mulhausen, he added : ‘ We'll kick them all the 
way back, sir, all the way back !’ 

A quarter of an hour later, however, a despatch announced 
that the army had been obliged to abandon Woerth,' and was 


1 August 6, 1870. The French, under MacMahon, defeated at Woerth 
by the Crown Prince of Prussia with the loss of two eagles, six mitrail- 
Cc 
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in full retreat. Ah! Whatanight! Rochas, overcome by 
sleep, had wrapped himself in his cloak, and as often happened 
was slumbering on the ground, disdaining any shelter. Mau- 
rice and Jean had slipped into the tent, where, with their 
heads resting on their knapsacks, Loubet, Chouteau, Pache, 
and Lapoulle had already settled themselves. There was just 
room for six men, provided they curled up their legs. At the 
outset Loubet enlivened all these hungry fellows by convincing 
Lapoulle that some fowls would be given out at ration time, 
next day; they felt so tired, however, that they were soon 
snoring, careless whether the Prussians came or not. Jean 
remained for a moment quite motionless, pressed close against 
Maurice. Despite his great fatigue he could not get to sleep, 
for everything that Weiss had said of the innumerable, all- 
devouring German nation, that was up in arms against France, 
was revolving in his brain; and he realised that his companion 
also was awake, thinking of the self-same things. Suddenly 
Maurice drew back impatiently, and Jean divined that he 
inconvenienced him. The instinctive enmity and repugnance, 
due to difference of class and education, that separated the 
peasant from the young man of culture, assumed a form of 
physical dislike. It filled Jean with a feeling of shame and 
secret sadness, and he tried to make himself small, as it were, 
to escape the hostile contempt that he divined in Maurice. 
The night was freshening, but inside the tent, with all these 
closely packed bodies, the atmosphere became so stifling that 
Maurice, seized with feverish exasperation, at length bounded 
outside, and stretched himself on the ground a few paces off. 
Jean, feeling quite wretched, sank into a kind of semi-somno- 
Jence, full of unpleasant dreams, in which his sorrow that 
nobody cared for him was mingled with the apprehension of 
a terrible misfortune, which he fancied he could hear galloping 
along, afar off, in the depths of the Unknown. 

Several hours must have elapsed, and the whole black, 
motionless camp seemed to be annihilated beneath the oppres- 
sive weight of that dense, evil night, heavy with something 
fearful which was as yet without a name. Every now and 
again there was an upheaval of that sea of darkness, a sudden 
groan resounded from some invisible tent, the gasp of some 


soldier in a fitful dream. Then there came noises that were 


leuses, thirty cannon, and 6,000 prisoners. The French also defeated 
pee driven back at Speichern by General Steinmetz on the same ae 3 
rans. 
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not easily recognised, the snorting of a horse, the clash of a 
sabre, the hasty footsteps of some belated prowler—all those 
commonplace sounds which acquire at times a menacing 
sonority. Suddenly a great glow blazed forth near the can- 
teen. The front was brilliantly illuminated, and the piles of 
arms could be seen with ruddy reflections streaking the bur- 
nished barrels of the guns, as if with trickling runnels of 
freshly shed blood. The sentinels stood out dark and erect 
amid this sudden conflagration. Was this the enemy, whose 
appearance the officers had been predicting for two days past, 
and to meet whom they had marched expressly from Belfort 
to Mulhausen? Then, amid a great crackling and sparkling, 
the flame suddenly went out. After smouldering for hours, 
the pile of green wood, with which Lapoulle and Loubet had 
busied themselves so long, had all at once blazed up and burnt 
away as though it had been so much straw. 

Alarmed by the bright glow, Jean in his turn had precipi- 
tately bounded out of the tent, and in doing so he narrowly 
missed stumbling over Maurice, who lay there, looking on, 
with his head resting upon his elbow. The night had already 
fallen again, more dense than ever, and the two men re- 
mained there stretched on the bare ground, at a few paces 
from one another. In front of them, in the depths of the 
gloom, there still shone the window of the farmhouse, 
Jlumined by that solitary candle that looked like a funeral 
saper. What could be the time? Two o’clock, three o’clock 
serhaps. ‘The staff had certainly not gone to bed. One could 
1ear the brawling voice of General Bourgain-Desfeuilles, who 
was quite exasperated by this long vigil, which he had only 
een able to endure thanks to multitudinous cigars and glasses 
f grog. Fresh telegrams were arriving, and matters must be 
setting worse, for the shadowy estafettes could be indistinctly 
een galloping hither and thither like men deranged. Stamp- 
ng and swearing could be heard ; then came a stifled gasp 
ike that of a dying man, followed by a fearful silence. Had 
he end come at last? An icy chill had swept over the camp, 
veighed down by sleep and anguish. 

_ Just then, as a slim, tall, shadowy figure walked past 
hem rapidly, both Jean and Maurice recognised Colonel de 
Tineuil. He was with Surgeon-Major Bouroche, a stout man 
vith the head of a lion. They were exchanging disconnected 
yords in an undertone, words but imperfectly articulated, like 


hose one sometimes hears in dreams : ‘It came from Basle— 
o 2 
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our first division is destroyed—twelve hours’ fighting, the 
entire army in retreat.’ The colonel stopped short, and called 
to another shadowy figure, slight, nimble, and dapper, that 
was hastily approaching, ‘Is that you, Beaudoin 1’ 

‘Yes, colonel.’ 

‘Ah! my poor friend. MacMahon has been beaten at 
Freschweiler, Frossard is beaten at Speichern, De Failly 
hemmed in between them, gave neither any support. At 
Freschweiler we had but a single corps engaged against an 
entire army. Prodigies of valour, but everything was swept 
away—rout and panic, and France open to the invader.’ 

His sobs were choking him, and the words he added died 
away as he and his shadowy companions disappeared, melting 
as it were in the surrounding darkness. 

Maurice had sprung from the ground, shuddering from 
head to foot. ‘My God !’ he stammered. 

And he found nothing else to say, whilst Jean, with an icy 
chill at his heart, muttered : ‘Ah! What cursed luck! That 
gentleman, your relative, was right, after all, when he said 
they were stronger than we are.’ 

Maurice, quite beside himself, felt inclined to strangle 
Jean. The Prussians stronger than the French ! The thought 
made his pride revolt. But the sober-minded, stubborn pea- 
sant was already adding—‘ Still it doesn’t much matter. A 
man doesn’t give in just for one blow. We shall have to hit 
them back.’ 

A tall figure had just sprung up in front of them, and they 
recognised Rochas, still draped in his cloak. The fugitive 
NOISES, perhaps even the passing breath of defeat, had roused 
him from his heavy slumber. He questioned them, determined 
to know the truth, and when, with great difficulty, he under- 
stood what had happened, an expression of profound stupe- 
faction appeared in his empty childlike eyes. Again and again 
he repeated: ‘Beaten! beaten! How’s that? Beaten— 
why 2’ 

_ The night had been pregnant with the anguish of this 
disaster. And now in the east appeared the dawn, an ambi- 
guous dawn, infinitely sad, that whitened the tents full of 
sleepers, among whom one could now dimly descry the cada- 
verous-looking faces of Loubet and Lapoulle, Chouteau and 
Pache, who were still snoring with their mouths wide open. 
The aurora of a day of mourning was rising amid the soot- 
tinted mists that had ascended from the distant river. 

Fr. 
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CHAPTER IT 
THE PANIC—FROM BELFORT TO RHEIMS 


Towarps eight o'clock the heavy clouds were dissipated by 
the sun, and the bright, hot August Sunday shone upon 
Mulhausen, nestling amid the broad fertile plain. From the 
camp, now wide awake and buzzing with life, one could hear 
the bells of all the parish churches ringing out in full peal 
through the limpid atmosphere. Fraught though it was with 
a terrible disaster, this beautiful Sunday was a gay one, and 
the sky had a festive brilliancy. 

When Gaude suddenly sounded the call to rations, Loubet 
affected great astonishment. What would there be? Some 
of that fowl which he had promised to Lapoulle the night 
before ? Born amid the Paris Halles, in the Rue de la Cos- 
sonnerie, Loubet was the chance offspring of a market woman, 
and had enlisted, so he expressed it, for money’s sake, after 
trying in turn a variety of callings. Fond of his stomach, he 
had a keen scent for dainty morsels, so he went off to see the 
rations distributed, whilst Chouteau, the artist—in reality a 
house painter of Montmartre—a handsome man and a revo- 
lutionist, who was furious at having been kept in the army 
after completing his time, began chatting Pache, whom he had 
caught saying his prayers, on his knees, behind the tent. 
Pache, a sorry-looking little fellow with a pointed head, coming 
from some far-away village in Picardy, submitted to the 
chaffing with the patient gentleness of a martyr. He, and 
that colossus Lapoulle—a brutish peasant reared amid the 
Sologne marshes, and so stupendously ignorant that on joining 
the regiment he had asked to be shown the King—were the 
butts of the squad. 

Although the news of the disaster of Freschweiler had 
been current since the reveille, the four men laughed together, 
and set about their accustomed tasks with the indifference of 
machines. A bantering growl of surprise was heard when 
Corporal Jean, accompanied by Maurice, came back from the 
rationing with some firewood. So the supply which the men 
had vainly awaited the evening before in order to cook their 
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soupe had arrived at last. There had merely been twelve 
hours’ delay. 

‘A good mark for the commissariat ! ’ exclaimed Chouteau. 

‘Never mind, we've got it now!” said Loubet. ‘You 
shall see what a capital pot-auw-few 11] make you.’ 

He willingly took charge of the cooking as a rule ; and 
the others thanked him for doing so, for he was a capital cook. 
But on these occasions he would overwhelm Lapoulle with 
extraordinary fatigue-duties. ‘Go and fetch the champagne,’ 
he would say to him, ‘go and fetch the truffles.’ That morn- 
ing a comical idea, worthy of a Parisian gamin poking fun at 


a fool, came into his head : ‘ Make haste !’ he cried ; ‘give me © 


the fowl.’ 

‘The fowl—why, where is it 2?’ 

‘Why, there, on the ground. The fowl I promised you, 
the fowl the corporal brought.’ So saying he pointed to a 
large white stone Jying at their feet. 

Lapoulle, quite amazed, ended by picking up the stone and 
turning it over in his hands. 

‘Now then, wash it! Wash the feet and the neck,’ called 
Loubet, ‘and use plenty of water, Jazybones.’ Then, by way 
of a joke and because the idea that they were going to have 
some soupe made’ him quite gay and facetious, he flung the 
stone into the pot full of water : ‘That will flavour the broth 
nicely. What, didn’t you know it? Don’t you know any- 
thing, pighead? You shall have the parson’s nose ; you will 
see how tender it is.’ 

All the other men of the squad were splitting at sight of 
the expression on the face of Lapoulle, who, convinced at last, 


was already licking his lips. Ah! that rascal Loubet, there | 


was no chance of catching the blues in his company. When 


the fire crackled in the sunlight and the pot began to sing, the 


whole squad, ranged around it like worshippers, visibly bright- 
ened as they watched the meat dancing on the water, and 
sniffed the nice smell that began to spread. They had felt 
fearfully hungry since the night before, and the idea of feeding 
took precedence of everything else, The army had been 
beaten, but all the same they must fill their stomachs. From 
one end to the other of the camp the fires were flaming and 
fe pots boiling, and a voracious delight displayed itself while 
: ie continued clearly pealing from every steeple in Mul- 


J . ? . 
ust gg nineo clock was about to strike, however, a sudden 
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stir spread through the camp; officers hurried hither and 
thither, and Lieutenant Rochas, on receiving instructions 
from Captain Beaudoin, passed in front of the tents of his 
section. 

‘Now then, fold up everything, pack up everything ; we 
are starting.’ 

‘But the sowpe ?’ 

‘You'll have it another day. We start at once.’ 

Gaude’s bugle now rang out imperiously. Consternation 
and covert rage were general. What! must they start off 
without a bite, without waiting even an hour, by which time 
the sowpe might be eatable? All the same the squad wished 
to drink the broth, but as yet it was merely so much water, 
whilst the uncooked meat was like tough leather between the 
men’s teeth. Chouteau growled angry words, and Jean had 
to intervene to hasten the preparations for departure. What 
could there be such a tremendous hurry about that they should 
have to rush off in that style, without an opportunity even to 
recruit their strength? Some said they were about to march 
against the Prussians, to revenge the previous day’s defeat ; 
but Maurice, on hearing this, incredulously shrugged his 
shoulders. In a quarter of an hour the camp was raised, the 
tents were folded and strapped to the knapsacks, the guns 
were shouldered, and nothing remained on the bare ground 
save the expiring breakfast fires. 

General Douay had determined on an immediate retreat, 
for some serious reasons. The Sub-Prefect of Schelestadt’s 
despatch, already three days old, had been confirmed. Tele- 
grams stated that Prussian camp-fires had again been seen 
threatening Markolsheim, and that an army corps of the enemy 
was crossing the Rhine at Huningen. Full and precise de- 
tails were at hand ; cavalry and artillery had been observed, 
with infantry marching from all directions to their rallying 
point. An hour’s delay, and the line of retreat on Belfort 
would assuredly be intercepted. As a result of the defeats 
of Weissenburg and Freeschweiler, the general, isolated, adrift 
in his advanced position, now had no alternative but to fall 
back in all haste, especially as the morning’s tidings were 
worse even than those of the night before. 

The staff set out ahead at a rapid trot, spurring their 
horses onward and in dread lest they should be outstripped 
and find the Prussians already at Altkirch. General Bour- 
gain-Desfeuilles, foreseeing a hard march, took es Dake 
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to pass through Mulhausen, where he breakfasted copiously, 
cursing the scramble all the while. And Mulhausen, as the 
officers rode through it, wore a sorrowful aspect. At news of 
the retreat the townsfolk poured into the streets, lamenting 
the sudden departure of the troops whose protection they had 
so pressingly implored. So they were to be abandoned, and 
all the valuable supplies accumulated at the railway station 
were to be left for the enemy ; even the town itself would 
perhaps be merely a captured town before the evening. Along 
the country roads, the villagers and the peasants dwelling in 
wayside homesteads also hurried to their doors in astonish- 
ment and dismay. So the regiments they had seen marching 
to battle only the day before were already retreating, flying 
from the enemy without even having fought! The com- 
manders were gloomy, and without answering any questions 
urged on their horses, as though the very fiend were at their 
heels. Was it true then that the Prussians had crushed the 
army, and were pouring forth from all sides into France lke 
the waters of a swollen river? And, infected with the grow- 
ing panic, the peasants fancied they could hear the distant 
roll of the invasion travelling through the atmosphere and 
roaring louder and louder every moment. Then carts were 
filled with furniture, houses were swiftly emptied, and families 
fled one after another by the roads along which fear was gal- 
loping. 

In the confusion of the retreat, whilst skirting the cunal 
from the Rhone to the Rhine, the 106th was brought toa 
halt near the bridge, after covering only the first thousand 
yards of the march. The marching orders, given badly enough, 
had been even worse executed, and had resulted in the whole 
of the Second Division crowding together at this spot. The 
passage was so narrow—barely sixteen feet—that the defiling 
seemed likely to last for ever. 

Two hours elapsed and the 106th was still waiting there, 
facing the interminable stream of troops that flowed past it. 
Standing under the fiery sunrays with their knapsacks on 
their shoulders and their arms grounded, the men at last 
waxed indignant in their impatience. 


6 . . 
It seems we belong to the rear-guard,’ said Loubet in that 
waggish voice of his. 
; : : : 
‘ They are having a fine game with us, letting us roast 
ere,’ cried Chouteau in a rage ; ‘we were the first to arrive, 
we ought to have gone on ahead.’ 


« 
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At sight of the broad fertile plain and the level roads in- 
tersecting the hop grounds and fields of ripe corn, on the other 
side of the canal, it was now quite apparent that they were 
retreating, returning indeed along the same route they had 
come by the day before, and as this was realised jeers and 
furious scofting sped through the ranks. 

‘So we are taking to our heels,’ resumed Chouteau. ‘Well, 
this march to meet the enemy, which they have been dinning 
into our ears since the other morning, is a precious funny one. 
Really now, this is too much bluster! We arrive, and then 
back we bolt without even having time to eat anything.’ 

At this, the men began to laugh again in their bitter rage, 
and Maurice, who stood near Chouteau, admitted he was in 
the right. As they had been kept standing there like posts 
for a couple of hours why hadn’t they been allowed to cook 
their sowpe quietly and eat it? They were getting hungry 
again, and felt the more rancorous that their pots should have 
been upset before the sowpe was ready, as they could not 
understand the need of all this haste, which seemed to them 
both cowardly and stupid. Well, they were fine hares and 
no mistake, 

However, Lieutenant Rochas began to trounce Sergeant 
Sapin for the disorderly bearing of his men ; and hearing the 
noise, Captain Beaudoin, as dapper as ever, drew near: 
‘Silence in the ranks !’ 

Jean, who like a well-disciplined veteran soldier held 
his peace, was looking at Maurice, who seemed amused by 
Chouteau’s malignant, passionate raillery : and he was asto- 
nished that a gentleman who had received so much schooling 
should approve of things which, however true they might be, 
were certainly not things to be said. If each soldier began 
blaming the generals and giving his opinion, they would cer- 
tainly not get on together. 

At last, after waiting another hour, the 106th was ordered 
to advance. The bridge, however, was still so crowded with 
the fag end of the division that the most deplorable disorder 
was created. Several regiments became intermingled ; some 
companies were carried along and got across, whilst others, 
driven to the edge of the roadway, had to stay there marking 
time. And to make matters worse, a squadron of cavalry 
insisted on passing, driving the laggards who were already 
falling out of the ranks of the infantry into the neighbouring 
fields. After an hour’s marching, quite a large party of 
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stragglers stretched along the road, crawling and dawdling at 
their ease. 

It was thus that Jean found himself in the rear, adrift with 
his squad, which he had not cared to leave, in the depths of a 
hollow road. The 106th had disappeared, not another man 
nor an officer of the company was to be seen—only solitary 
soldiers, a medley of strange men exhausted at the very out- 
get of the march, and who were walking along leisurely 
wheresoever the paths might lead them. The sunrays were 
overpowering, it was extremely hot, and the knapsacks, ren- 
dered the heavier by the tents and-all the complicated para- 
phernalia that swelled them out, weighed terribly on the 
men’s shoulders. Many of these stragglers were not habi- 
tuated to carrying them, and were inconvenienced too by their 
thick, campaigning great-coats, which seemed to them like 
leaden vestments. All at once a pale little linesman, whose 
eyes were full of tears, stopped short and flung his knapsack 
into a ditch with a deep sigh of relief, the long breath which 
the man who has been agonising draws as he feels himself 
coming back to life. 

‘He’s in the right,’ muttered Chouteau, though he him- 
self continued marching along with his shoulders bending 
under the knapsack’s weight. Two other men, however, 
having disburdened themselves, he could no longer hold out. 
‘Ah: curse it!’ he cried, and with a jerk of his shoulders 
he tossed his knapsack on to the bank. Half a hundred- 
weight on his shoulders—no, thanks. He had had enough of it. 
They were not beasts of burden that they should have to drag 
such things about. 

Immediately afterwards Loubet imitated him, and com- 
pelled Lapoulle to do the same. Pache, who crossed himself 
each time they came upon a wayside cross, unfastened the 
straps of his knapsack, and carefully deposited it at the foot 
of alow wall, as if intending to come back and fetch it. And 
Maurice alone was still laden when Jean, on turning round, 
saw what his men had done. 


‘Take up your knapsacks. I shall have to pay for it if 
you don’t.’ 

The men, however, without as yet openly revolting, trudged 
on silently, with an evil expression on their faces, as they 
pushed the corporal before them along the narrow road. 

‘Take them up or I shall report you !’ 


These words stung Maurice as though he had been lashed 


a 
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with a whip across the face. Report them! What! that 
brute of a peasant report them, because the poor fellows, feel- 
ing their muscles quite crushed, had eased themselves ?. And 
in a fit of feverish irritation he also unbuckled his straps, 
and with a defiant look at Jean, let his knapsack fall by the 
roadside. 

‘All right,’ calmly said the corporal, realising the futility 
of a struggle ; ‘we will settle all that this evening.’ 

Maurice’s feet caused him intense suffering. They were 
swelling in his coarse hard shoes, to which he was not habi- 
tuated. He was far from robust, and though he had rid him- 
self of his knapsack he could still feel a smarting sore on his 
spine, the unbearable hurt occasioned by his burden. Now, 
too, the mere weight of his gun, no matter how he carried it, 
made his breath come short and fast. But he was yet more 
distressed by the moral agony he experienced, for he was in 
one of those crises of despair to which he was subject. All 
at once, without possible resistance on his part, he would see 
his will-power collapse, and give way to evil instincts and 
self-abandonment, that subsequently made him sob with very 
shame. His errors in Paris had never been aught but the 
madness of ‘his other self’ as he expressed it, of the weak- 
minded fellow, capable of any degraded action, that he be- 
came in moments of low-spiritedness. And since he had been 
dragging himself along, under the overpowering sun, in this 
retreat which resembled a rout, he had become but a unit of 
the dawdling, disbanded flock spread over the roads. It was 
the countershock of the defeat, of the thunderbolt that had 
fallen leagues away, and the echo of which was following 
close at the heels of these panic-stricken men who fled with- 
out having seen an enemy. What could be hoped for now ? 
Was it not all over? They were beaten, and there was 
nothing to do but to lie down and die. 

‘All the same,’ shouted Loubet with that market boy’s 
laugh of his ; ‘all the same we are not going to Berlin,’ 

‘To Berlin! to Berlin!’ Maurice again heard the cry 
bellowed forth by the swarming crowd on the Boulevards 
during that night of mad enthusiasm that had determined 
him to enlist. But the wind had changed into a tempes- 
tuous squall, there had been a terrible veering, and the very 
temperament of the French race was symbolised by the 
heated confidence which at the first reverse had suddenly 
collapsed into the despair now galloping among these 
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vagrant, dispersed soldiers who were vanquished without having 
fought. 

‘This popgun of mine jolly well hurts my arms,’ resumed 
Loubet, as he again changed his chassepot from one shoulder 
to the other. ‘A nice toy, indeed, to carry about with one.’ 
And then alluding to the money he had received as a substi- 
tute! he added: ‘ All thesame, only fifteen hundred francs for 
such a trade as this—it’s a regular swindle. That rich bloke 
whose place I’ve took must be smoking some nice pipes by his 
fireside, while I’m off to get my head cracked.’ 

‘I had finished my time,’ growled Chouteau, ‘and I was 
just about to slope, but on account of this war they made me 
stay. Ah! what cursed bad luck to stumble into such a 
swinish business as this.’ 

He was balancing his rifle with a feverish hand, and 
suddenly he threw it, with all his strength, over a hedge. 
‘There,’ said he, ‘ that’s the place for the dirty thing.’ 

The gun spun round twice, and then fell in a furrow, where 
it lay motionless, stretched out like a dead body. Other guns 
were already flying through the air to join it, and the field 
was soon strewn with prostrate weapons looking sadly stiff in 
their abandonment under the oppressive sun. What with 
hunger torturing their stomachs, their shoes which injured their 
feet, this march which filled them with suffering, and the un- 
foreseen defeat threateningly pursuing them, the men were 
seized as it were with epidemic madness. They could not 
hope for anything now ; the generals bolted, the commissariat 
did not even feed them ; and what with weariness and worry 
they experienced a desire to have done with the whole busi- 
ness before even beginning it. And that being so, the chasse- 
pot might as well join the knapsack. So with imbecile rage, 
and with the jeers of madmen amusing themselves, the lag- 
gards, scattered in endless file far away into the country, sent 
their guns flying into the fields. 

Before ridding himself of his weapon, Loubet twirled it 
round and round like a drum-major’s cane. Lapoulle, seeing 
his comrades fling their guns away, fancied no doubt it was a 
new drill exercise, and imitated them. Pache, however, with 
a confused consciousness of his duty, which he owed to his 
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religious education, refused to do so, and was bespattered with 
insults by Chouteau, who called him a parson’s drudge. 
‘ There's a black-beetle for you,’ said the house painter. ‘ Well, 
go and serve mass, as you're afraid to do like your comrades.’ 

Maurice, who was very gloomy, marched on in silence, his 
head bent under the fiery sun. Amid a kind of nightmare, 
brought on by his atrocious weariness, and peopled with phan- 
toms, he advanced as if bound for some abyss lying ahead ; and 
he, the man of education, experienced a subsidence of all his 
culture, an abasement that lowered him to the bestial level of 
the wretches surrounding him. ‘Ah! you are right,’ he sud- 
denly said to Chouteau. 

He had already deposited his gun on a pile of stones, when 
Jean, who had vainly been trying to prevent the arms being 
thrown away in this abominable fashion, perceived him, and 
darted towards him. 

‘Take up your gun at once ; at once, you hear me!’ cried 
the corporal, his face suffused by a rush of terrible anger. 
Usually so calm and conciliatory, he now had flaming eyes, 
and his voice thundered. His men, who had never seen him 
like this before, stopped short in surprise. ‘Take up your 
gun at once, or you'll have to deal with me.’ 

Maurice, quivering with excitement, let but one word fall 
which he sought to render insulting : ‘Clodhopper !’ 

‘Yes, that’s it; I’m a clodhopper, and you are a gentle- 
man, you are! And for that very reason you're a pig, 
a dirty pig. I tell you so to your face. At this some 
hooting was heard, but the corporal continued vehemently : 
‘When a man’s educated, he shows it. If we are peasants 
and brutes you ought to set us a good example, you who know 
more than we do. Take up your gun, I say, or I'll have you 
shot when we halt.’ 

Maurice, already conquered, had picked up his gun. Tears 
of rage obscured his eyes. He resumed his march, staggering 
like a drunken man amid his comrades, who now jeered at him 
for having given in. Ah! that Jean, Maurice hated him 
with an inextinguishable hatred, struck as he was in the heart 
by this severe lesson which he felt to be deserved. And when 
Chouteau growled out that when men had a corporal like that 
they waited for a day of battle to lodge a stray bullet in 
his head, Maurice, quite maddened, distinctly saw himself 
smashing Jean’s skull behind a wall. ; 

A diversion occurred, however. Loubet noticed that during 
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the quarrel Pache also had ended by getting rid of his gun, 
gently depositing it at the foot of a bank. Why had he done 
this? He did not try to explain, but laughed slyly, in the 
somewhat shame-faced style of a good little boy detected in 
his first fault. Then, very gay and quite revived, he marched 
on with his arms swinging; and along the endless roads, 
between the fields of ripe corn and the hop grounds that 
followed one another, ever the same, the straggling .march 
continued, and the laggards without knapsacks or guns 
were now but a tramping crowd, a medley of scamps and 
beggars, at whose approach the frightened villagers closed 
their doors. 

Just then an unforeseen meeting put the finishing touch to 
Maurice’s rage. A dull, continuous rumbling was heard from 
afar ; it was the reserve artillery, which had been the last to 
start, and the first detachment of which suddenly debouched 
round a turn of the road, the laggard linesmen having barely 
time to throw themselves into the fields. There was an entire 
artillery regiment of six squadrons marching in column, the 
colonel in the centre and each officer in his place, and they all 
passed by at a superb trot and in beautiful order. The guns 
clattered along at equal, carefully observed distances, each 
accompanied by its caisson, horses, and men. And in the fifth 
squadron Maurice recognised his cousin Honoré’s gun. The 
quartermaster was there, proudly erect on his horse, to the 
left of the front driver, Adolphe, a stalwart, fair-complexioned 
man, who bestrode a sturdy chestnut, which admirably matched 
the off-horse trotting beside it ; whilst Adolphe’s chum, Louis, 
the gunner, a dark little fellow, would be seen among the six 
men seated in pairs on the ammunition boxes. They all 
seemed to have grown taller to Maurice, who had become 
acquainted with them at the camp, and the gun, drawn by its 
four horses and followed by its caisson, to which six other 
horses were harnessed, appeared to him as dazzling as a sun, 
well groomed and furbished, idolised by all its people, man and 
beast, who clung to it asit were with the discipline and attach- 
ment of a gallant family ; and fearfully was Maurice’s suffering 
increased when he saw his cousin Honoré dart a contemptuous 
glance at all the laggards, and then look quite stupefied on per- 
ceiving him among this flock of unarmed men. The defiling 
was nearly over already. The train of the batteries, the am- 
munition and forage waggons, the field smithies passed by ; 
and then in a last cloud of dust came the spare men and 
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horses, who vanished from sight at another bend of the road, 
amid the gradually subsiding clatter of wheels and hoofs. 

‘Pooh !’ said Loubet, ‘it’s easy enough to swagger when 
you travel about in a carriage.’ ‘ 

The staff had found Altkirch unoccupied. There were no 
Prussians there as yet. Still fearing, however, that he was 
being pursued, and that the enemy might appear at any mo- 
ment, General Douay had determined upon pushing on to 
Dannemarie, where the first detachments only arrived at five 
in the evening. Eight o'clock had struck, and night was 
gathering in, when the regiments, in frightful confusion and 
reduced to half their strength, commenced preparations for 
bivouacking. The men were quite exhausted, sinking both with 
hunger and fatigue. The laggards, the lamentable and inter- 
minable tag-rag and bobtail of the army, the cripples and 
mutineers scattered along the roads, continued arriving, now 
one by one, now in little bands, until ten o’clock, and had to 
search in the darkness for their companies which they could 
not find. 

As soon as Jean had joined his regiment he went to look 
for Lieutenant Rochas to report to him all that had happened, 
and found him and Captain Beaudoin conferring with the 
colonel at the door of a little inn, all three of them visibly 
preoccupied about the roll call, and anxious as to what had 
become of their men. At the first words the corporal ad- 
dressed to the lieutenant, Colonel de Vineuil, overhearing 
him, made him approach and relate everything. There was 
an expression of deep despondency on the colonel’s yellow face, 
lighted by eyes that seemed all the blacker on account of the 
whiteness of his thick snowy hair and long drooping mous- 
taches. 

‘Half a dozen of these scamps must be shot, sir,’ exclaimed 
Captain Beaudoin, without waiting for M. de Vineuil to give 
his opinion. 

-» Lieutenant Rochas nodded assent, but the colonel made a 
gesture of helplessness : ‘There are too many of them. Nearly 
seven hundred. How could you manage—whom could you 
select? Besides, to tell the truth, the general won’t have it. 
He’s quite paternal], and says he never punished a single man 
in Algeria. No, no; I can do nothing. It’s terrible.’ 

‘It ds terrible,’ boldly rejoined the captain, ‘it’s the end of 
everything.’ 

Jean was retiring, when he heard Surgeon-Major Bouroche, 
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whom he had not seen, growl in an undertone on the threshold 
of the inn that without discipline and punishments the army 
was done for. Before a week was over the men would be 
kicking their officers, whereas if a few of these fine fellows had 
been shot at once, the others, perhaps, would have profited by 
the lesson. 

Nobody was punished. With commendable forethought 
some officers of the rearguard escorting the army train had 
caused the knapsacks and guns bestrewing either side of the 
roads to be picked up. Only a small number was missing, 
and the men were re-armed at daybreak, furtively as it were, 
so as to hush up the affair. Orders had been given to raise 
the camp at five o’clock, but the men were roused at four, and 
the retreat on Belfort was hastened, the commanders being 
convinced that the Prussians were now only two or three 
leagues away. The men had to content themselves with bis- 
cuit, and with nothing to warm their stomachs they remained 
quite foundered after that brief, feverish night. And again that 
morning anything like an orderly march was prevented by the 
precipitate departure. 

The day was an infinitely sad one, far worse than the day 
before. The character of the scenery had changed ; they had 
entered a mountainous country, the roads climbed and de- 
scended slopes planted with fir trees ; and the narrow valleys, 
bushy with furze, were spangled with golden flowers. But 
across that stretch of country so bright in the August sunrays, 
panic, growing more and more frenzied, had been sweeping 
since the previous day. A fresh despatch, instructing the 
mayors to warn the inhabitants to place their valuables in 
safety, had brought the general terror to a climax. Was the 
enemy at hand then? Would they even have time enough to 
escape? And they all fancied they could hear the roar of the 
invasion coming nearer and nearer ; that sound like the dull 
roll of an overflowing river which had been swelling in volume 
ever since their departure from Mulhausen, and which now, at 
each village they came to, was increased by some fresh scene of 
terror, fraught with wailing and uproar. 

_ Maurice marched along like a somnambulist, with his feet 
tingling, and his shoulders crushed by his gun and knapsack 
He no longer thought of anything ; at the sights that met ee 
gaze he fancied himself in a nightmare ; and he was no lon 
conscious of his comrades’ tramp, realising merely that J ae 
was at his side, worn out with the same weariness and the 
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same grief as himself. The villages they passed through pre- 
sented a lamentable, pitiful aspect, such as to fill the heart 
with poignant anguish. As soon as the retreating troops, the 
worn-out, footsore, straggling soldiers appeared, the inhabitants 
began to bestir themselves, and hasten their flight. They had 
felt so easy in mind only a fortnight previously ; all Alsace, 
indeed, had awaited the war with a smile, convinced that the 
fighting would take place in Germany. But now France was 
invaded, and the tempest was falling upon their heads, around 
their houses, and over their fields like one of those terrible 
hail and thunder storms which ruin an entire province in a 
couple of hours. 

Before the doors of the houses, amid a scene of fearful 
confusion, men were loading carts and piling up articles of 
furniture, careless whether they broke them or not; and 
from the upper windows women flung out a last mattress or 
lowered a baby’s cradle which had been well-nigh forgotten. 
And the baby having been strapped inside it, the cradle was 
perched atop of the load, among the upturned legs of the 
chairs and tables. In another vehicle, standing behind, the 
poor, infirm, old grandfather was being bound to a wardrobe 
that he might be carted away like some household utensil. 
Then there were those who had no cart, and who piled a few 
goods and chattels into a wheelbarrow, and others who went 
off with simply a bundle of clothes under their arm, and others 
too who had only thought of saving their parlour clock, which 
they pressed to their hearts as though it had been an infant. 
It was impossible to remove everything, and many articles of 
furniture and heavy bundles of linen lay abandoned in the 
ditches. Some folks before leaving fastened up their homes, 
and the houses with their doors and shutters securely closed 
looked quite dead ; but the majority of the people, in their 
haste and the despairing conviction that everything would be 
destroyed, left their old homesteads open, with doors and 
windows gaping widely ; and these poor empty houses, through 
which the wind could blow as it listed, and whence the very 
cats had fled, shuddering at what was about to happen, were 
the saddest of all, sad like the houses of a captured town de- 
populated by fright. At each succeeding village the spectacle 
became more and more pitiable, the number of those who were 
moving and hastening away became larger and larger, and 
there was shaking of fists, swearing of oaths, and shedding of 


tears amid all the growing scramble and confusion. 
: D 
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But it was especially whilst he followed the high road 
through the open country that Maurice felt his anguish stifling 
him. As they drew nearer to Belfort the train of runaways 
closed up and became a continuous procession. Ah! the poor 
people who imagined they would find a shelter-place under the 
walls of the stronghold. The man belaboured the horse, and 
the woman followed, dragging the children with her. Entire 
families, bending beneath their burdens, and with the little 
ones, who were unable to keep up, lagging behind, were hasten- 
ing over the blinding white roads which the fiery sun was 
heating. Many of the fugitives had taken off their shoes that 
they might cover the ground more rapidly, and were walking 
along barefooted ; and mothers with their dress-bodies un- 
fastened were giving the breast to crying infants, without 
pausing for a moment in their march. 

In the panic-fraught breeze which dishevelled their hair 
and lashed their hastily donned garments, many of the run- 
aways looked round with scared faces, and made gestures with 
trembling hands as though to shut out all view of the horizon. 
Others, farmers, accompanied by all their servants, were has- 
tening across the fields, driving before them their herds and 
flocks—their sheep, cows, oxen and horses, which they had 
turned out with blows from their sheds and stables. They 
were making for the mountain gorges, the high table-lands, 
the deserted forests, and the sight of them recalled the 
memory of those great migrations of ancient times, when in- 
vaded nations made way for the conquering barbarians. They 
intended to live under canvas in some lonely rock-girt spot, so 
far from the roads that not one of the enemy’s soldiers would 
dare to approach it. And the flying clouds that enveloped 
them were soon wafted away behind the clumps of fir trees, 
whilst the lowing of the cattle and the thnds of their hoofs 
grew more and more indistinct. Meantime, the flood of 
vehicles and wayfarers pressed along the road, hampering the 
march of the troops and becoming, as one approached Belfort, 
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this man had been unwilling to leave his fields, feeling that if 
he did so he must needs tear his flesh to shreds. So he re- 
mained there, and could be seen crouching on a bench ina 
low room, whence with empty eyes he watched the passing 
soldiers, whose retreat was about to place his ripe corn at the 
mercy of the invader. Beside him stood a young woman, his 
wife, with a child in her arms, whilst another child was pulling 
at her skirts ; and all three, mother and children, were sobbing 
and moaning. Suddenly, however, the door was roughly flung 
open, and on the threshold appeared the grandmother, a tall, 
thin, aged woman, who was furiously flourishing her bare 
arms which looked like knotted cords. Her grey hair, escap- 
ing from under her cap, was waving round her gaunt head, 
and so intense was her rage that the words she shouted were 
half-stifled in her throat, whence they escaped but indistinctly 
in an agonising hiccough. At first the soldiers began to laugh. 
The old lunatic had a fine phiz! But some of her words 
reached them, and they heard that she was shouting: ‘ Black- 
guards! brigands! cowards! cowards !’ 

In a more and more piercing voice she spat forth, as it 
were, that insulting epithet—coward. And then the laughter 
ceased, and a great chill sped through the ranks. The men 
lowered their heads and looked elsewhere. 

‘Cowards ! cowards! cowards !’ 

Suddenly the old woman appeared to increase in stature. 
She raised her spare, tragic figure, draped in a shred of a 
dress, to its full height ; and waving her long arm from west 
to east with so comprehensive a gesture that it seemed to em- 
brace the entire heavens, she shouted: ‘The Rhine is not 
there, you cowards—the Rhine is over there. Cowards! 
cowards !’” 

At last they were resuming their march, and Maurice, 
whose glance at this moment fell upon Jean’s face, saw 
that the corporal’s eyes were full of tears. He was thun- 
derstruck, and his own suffering was increased at the 
thought that even this brutish peasant had felt the insult — 
an unmerited one, but to which they must needs submit. 
Everything then seemed to crumble away in Maurice’s poor, 
aching head, and, overcome both by physical and moral 
suffering, he could never remember how he had finished the 
march. 

The Seventh Army Corps had required an entire day to 


cover the fourteen or fifteen miles separating Dannemarie 
D2 
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from Belfort; and night was again falling and it was very 
late when the troops were able to prepare their bivouacs under 
the walls of the fortress, on the very spot whence they had 
started four days previously to march against the enemy. 
Despite the lateness of the hour and their great weariness, the 
men insisted on lighting their fires and cooking their sowpe. 
Tt was the first time, for four days, that they had something 
warm to swallow. And squatting around the fires in the 
freshening night air, they were all dipping their noses into 
their basins, and grunts of content were rising on all sides, 
when a rumour circulated, burst upon, spread through, and 
stupefied the camp. Two fresh telegrams had arrived at brief 
intervals. The Prussians had not crossed the Rhine at Mar- 
kolsheim, and there was no longer a single Prussian at Hunin- 
gen. The passage of the Rhine at Markolsheim, the pontoon 
bridge thrown across the river at night, thanks to powerful 
electric lights—all those alarming stories were mere dreams, 
the unaccountable hallucinations of the sub-prefect of Schele- 
stadt. As for the army corps that threatened Huningen, the 
famous army corps of the Black Forest, which had made all 
Alsace tremble, this was composed of a petty detachment of 
Wurtembergers—two battalions of foot and a squadron of 
horse—who by skilful tactics, repeated marching and counter- 
marching, sudden and unforeseen apparitions, had created a be- 
lief in the presence of thirty or forty thousand men. To think 
the Dannemarie Viaduct had narrowly escaped being blown 
up that morning! Twenty leagues of prosperous country had 
been ravaged through an idiotic panic, for no reason whatever ; 
and at thought of all they had seen that dreadful day—the 
inhabitants flying in terror, driving their cattle into the moun- 
tains, and the stream of furniture-laden vehicles flowing 
towards the town amid a troop of women and children—the 
soldiers felt thoroughly enraged, and vented their anger in 
exasperated jeers. a 


‘It’s altogether too funny,’ stam i i 
mouth full, as he anaieneies ah a pe rae ae 
enemy we were taken to fight? There was nobody at all 
Twelve ee ee and twelve back, and not even a 
mouse anywhere. A 1 P 
ie 4 i ere that for nothing—for the mere pleasure 

Then Chouteau, who was noisily cleaning 
rated the generals without naming them : c 
idiots they are! As timid as hares, 


his basin, soundly 
‘The hogs! What 
As they bolted like that 
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when there was nobody, what would they have done had they 
found a real army in front of them 2’ 

Another armful of wood had been flung on the fire that 
they might enjoy themselves around the tall leaping flame, 
and Lapoulle, whilst warming his legs, with an air of ecstasy, 
burst into an idiotic laugh at Chouteau’s remarks, though he 
could not understand them; whereupon Jean, who had hitherto 
turned a deaf ear to the chatter, ventured to say paternally : 
‘Can’t you be quiet? If you were overheard there might be 
some unpleasantness.’ He, himself, with his simple common 
sense, was disgusted with the stupidity of the commanders. 
Still, he must enforce respect, and as Chouteau continued 
growling, he stopped him by saying, ‘Silence! Here’s the 
heutenant. Address yourself to him if you have any remark 
to make.’ 

Maurice, who sat apart from the others in silence, had 
lowered his head. This was the end of everything! They 
were only at the beginning of the war, but it was all over. 
The indiscipline and mutinous behaviour of the men at the 
very first reverse had already turned the army into a mere 
mob without a tie to bind it together, but thoroughly demo- 
ralised and ripe for every catastrophe. They, beneath Belfort, 
had not seen a single Prussian, yet they were already beaten. 

The monotonous days that followed were fraught with 
uneasiness and the tedium of waiting. To occupy the time of 
his men General Douay made them toil at the defensive works 
of the fortress, which were still far from completed. They 
turned up the soil and split the rocks. Meanwhile, no news 
came. Where was MacMahon? What was taking place 
under Metz? The most extravagant rumours circulated ; 
only a few Paris newspapers reached the troops, and these, by 
their contradictory statements, increased the black anxiety 
amid which they were struggling. Twice had the general 
written asking for orders, and without even receiving an 
answer. However, on August 12, the Seventh Corps was at 
last completed by the arrival of its third division from Italy." 
Still even now the general only had two divisions with him, 
for the first one, beaten at Freeschweiler, had been carried oft 
in the rout, and it was not known where the current had cast 
it. At last, after a week of abandonment, of complete sepa- 
ration from the rest of France, a telegram brought orders for 


1 See note, ante, p. 10. 
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departure. The men were delighted, anything was preferable 
to the blank life they were leading. And whilst they were 
getting ready speculations were indulged in. No one knew 
where they were going. Some said they were to be sent 
to Strasburg to defend it, while others talked of a bold 
dash into the Black Forest to intercept the Prussian line of 
retreat. 

Next morning the 106th was among the first regiments to 
start, packed in cattle trucks. The one in which Jean’s squad 
found itself installed was so full that Loubet pretended there 
wasn’t even room to sneeze. Rations, as usual, had been dis- 
tributed amid great disorder, and the men, having received in 
brandy what they ought to have received in food, were nearly 
all drunk—drunk with a violent, brawling intoxication which 
vented itself in obscene songs. As the train travelled on 
they could no longer see one another, owing to the smoke of 
their pipes, which filled the truck as with fog. It was also 
unbearably hot there, owing to the fermentation of all these 
closely packed bodies, and as they sped along vociferous cries 
poured out of the black flying vehicle, drowning the sound of 
the wheels, and dying away afar off in the mournful country. 
It was only on reaching Langres that the men realised they 
were being taken back to Paris. 

‘Ah! Thunder !’ repeated Chouteau, who, by the might 
of his glib tongue, already reigned undisputed master of his 
little corner, ‘sure enough, we shall be drawn up at Charen- 
tonneau to prevent Bismarck from taking a nap at the 
Tuileries.’ 

The others roared, thinking this very droll, though they 
could not say why. However, the slightest incidents of the 
journey—the sight of some peasants posted beside the line, 
of the groups of anxious people who, in the hope of obtaining 
news, were waiting at the smaller stations for the trains to 
pass, the view, too, of all that region of France scared and 
quivering In presence of the invasion—sufliced to provoke hoot- 
ing, shouting, and deafening laughter. And in the gust of 
wind that swept by as the engine forged onward, amid the 
rapid view they obtained of the train enveloped in smoke and 
noise, those that had hastened to the stations received full in 
the face the howls of these men, all food for powder, who 
were being carried along at express speed. At one station, 
a Nia ey stopped, three well-dressed ladies, rich 

geowses of the town, who distributed bowls of broth to the 
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soldiers, met with great success. The men cried as they 
thanked them, and kissed their hands. 

But farther on, the filthy songs and the savage yells burst 
forth again. Shortly after passing Chaumont the train met 
another one full of some artillerymen who were no doubt 
being taken to Metz. Speed had just been slackened, and the 
soldiers of the two trains fraternised amid a fearful clamour. 
It was, however, the artillerymen, doubtless more intoxicated 
than the others, who carried off the palm by shaking their 
fists out of the trucks and raising this cry with such despairing 
violence that it drowned everything else : ‘To the slaughter ! 
slaughter ! slaughter !’ 

It seemed as if a great chill, an icy wind from a charnel- 
house were passing by, There was a sudden brief. silence, 
amid which one heard Loubet jeering : ‘The comrades are not 
gay.’ 
~ "But they are in the right,’ rejoined Chouteau, in his 
tavern-orator’s voice ; ‘it’s disgusting to send a lot of brave 
chaps to get their heads cracked on account of some dirty 
business they don’t know a word about.’ And he continued 
talking in the same strain. This incapable workman of Mont- 
martre, this lounging, dissipated house-painter, who had badly 
digested some scraps of speeches heard at public meetings, 
and who mingled revolutionary clap-trap with the great prin- 
ciples of equality and liberty, played the part of the perverter. 
He knew everything, and indoctrinated his comrades, especi- 
ally Lapoulle, whom he had promised to make a man of : ‘Eh, 
old fellow? It’s simple enough. If Badinguet and Bismarck 
have a row together let them settle it between them with their 
fists, instead of troubling hundreds of thousands of men who 
don’t even know one another, and have no wish to fight.’ 

The whole truck-load laughed, feeling amused and subju- 
gated, and Lapoulle, who did not even know who Badinguet : 
was, and who could not even have said whether he was fight- 
ing for an Emperor or a King, repeated, with that over- 
grown-baby air of his: ‘Of course, with their fists—and a 
glass of wine together afterwards.’ ; j 

But Chouteau had turned towards Pache, in view of taking 
him in hand. ‘And you—yov’e religious—Well, your re- 
ligion forbids fighting. So why are you here, you idiot ?’ 

1 A nickname given to Napoleon III.; properly the name of the 
workman whose clothes he wore in escaping from the fort of Ham in 
1846,— Trans. 
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‘Well,’ replied Pache, taken aback, ‘I’m not here to 
please myself. Only the gendarmes . 

‘The gendarmes ! Humbug ! Who cares a rap for the 
gendarmes? Do you know, you others, what we ought to 
do if we were the right sort? Why, by-and-by, when we 
get out, we ought to slope—yes, quietly slope and leave that 
fat hog Badinguet and his clique of twopenny-halfpenny 
generals to settle matters as they please with their dirty 
Prussians.’ : 

Bravos resounded, the work of perversion was proceeding, 
and then Chouteau triumphed, parading his theories, in which 
were confusedly mingled the Republic, the rights of man, the 
rottenness of the Empire, which must be overthrown, and the 
treachery of all the generals who commanded them, and each 
of whem, as it had been proved, had sold himself for a 
million! He, Chouteau, proclaimed himself a revolutionist : 
Loubet also knew what his opinions were, he was in favour of 
grub and nothing else ; but the others did not know whether 
they were Republicans or not, or even in what fashion a 
man might be a Republican. Nevertheless, carried away by 
Chouteau’s oratory, they all railed at the Emperor, the officers, 
the whole cursed show, which they were bent on abandoning 
at the double-quick the first time they felt worried. While 
fanning their increasing intoxication, Chouteau stealthily 
watched Maurice, the gentleman, whom he was enlivening, 
and whom he felt so proud indeed to have on his side that at 
last, to impassion him the more, he fell upon Jean, who with 
his eyes half closed had until now stood there amid all the 
noise, motionless and as if asleep. If Maurice harboured any 
spite against the corporal for the bitter lesson the latter had 
given him in forcing him to pick up his gun, now was the 
time to urge the one against the other. 

‘And there are folks I know, who talked of having us 
shot,’ resumed Chouteau, threateningly. ‘Dirty curs ‘who 
treat us worse than brute beasts, and who can’t understand 
that when a man has had enough of his sack and his popgun 
he pitches the whole lot into the fields. Well, comrades, what 
: et those curs say if we pitched them on to the line now 

vat we have them comfortably in a corner? Is it agreed 
eh? We must make an example if we don’t want es ie 
plagued any more with this beastly war. To death with 


Badinguet’s vermin! To death with the dirty curs who want 
us to fight !’ 
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Jean had become very red—red with the rush of blood 
which rose to his cheeks in his rare moments of anger ; and 
close pressed though he was by his companions, he managed 
to draw himself up, hold out his clenched fists, and protrude 
his flaming face with so terrible an air that Chouteau turned 
quite pale. 

‘Thunder ! just you shut up !’ cried the corporal. ‘ I’ve said 
nothing for hours past, for there are no commanders left, and 
I can’t even send you to the lock-up. I know well enough I 
should have rendered a big service tothe regiment by ridding 
it of a filthy blackguard like you. But never mind, as punish- 
ment is mere humbug, you'll have to deal with me. I’m not 
a corporal now, but simply a chap you pester, and who'll shut 
your jaw for you. You filthy coward, you won’t fight, and you 
try to prevent others from fighting! Just say all that again, 
and you'll feel my fists.’ All the men in the truck had already 
turned round, stirred by Jean’s gallant defiance, and deserting 
Chouteau, who stammered and drew back at sight of his ad- 
versary’s big fists. ‘And I don’t care a rap for Badinguet 
any more than you do,’ resumed Jean; ‘I’ve never cared a 
rap for politics, for either Republic or Empire, and when I 
tilled my field I never wished but one thing, everybody’s 
happiness, good order, and prosperity everywhere, the same as 
I wish now. No doubt it does plague one to have to fight, 
but all the same the rascals as try to discourage one when it’s 
already so hard to behave properly ought to be stuck against 
a wall and shot. Dash it all, friends ! doesn’t your blood boil 
when you're told that the Prussians are here in France, and 
that we’ve got to bundle them out !’ 

In that easy way in which crowds change sides, the sol- 
diers now began to acclaim Jean as he repeated his oath to 
break the skull of the first man in his squad who talked of not 
fighting. Bravo, corporal! That was the style! Bismarck’s 
hash would soon be settled! In the midst of the savage ova- 
tion, Jean, who had calmed down, said to Maurice politely, as 
though he were not addressing one of his men, ‘ You can’t be 
on the side of the cowards, sir—we haven’t fought yet, but 
we'll end by licking them some day, those Prussians.’ 

At these words Maurice felt a sunray glide into his heart. 
He was disturbed, humiliated. So this Jean was not a mere 
rustic. Maurice remembered the fearful hatred that had con- 
sumed him when he picked up his gun after throwing it down 
in a moment of self-abandonment. But he also remembered 
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how startled he had been at seeing the two large tears that 
stood in the corporal’s eyes when the old grandmother, with 
streaming grey hair, was insulting them and pointing to the 
Rhine afar off beyond the horizon. Was it the fraternity born 
of fatigue and pain, endured in common, that was carrying his 
rancour away? Belonging as he did to a Bonapartist family, 
Maurice had never dreamt of the Republic otherwise than in 
theory ; his inclinations were rather in favour of the Emperor 
personally, and he was a partisan of the war, war being in his 
mind an essential condition of the life of nations. Now, all of 
a sudden, hope was coming back to him in one of those veer- 
ings of the mind to which he was so subject ; whilst the en- 
thusiasm which one evening had impelled him to enlist again 
beat within him, filling his heart with confidence in victory. 

‘Certainly, corporal,’ he answered gaily, ‘ we'll lick them!’ 

With its load of men, enveloped in the dense smoke of 
their pipes, and the stifling heat of their closely packed bodies, 
the cattle truck rolled and rolled along, greeting the anxious 
crowds at the stations and the haggard peasants posted along 
the hedges with obscene songs and drunken clamour. On 
August 20 they reached the Pantin station, just outside Paris, 
and the same night they started off again, quitting the train on 
the morrow at Rheims, en route for the camp of Chalons. 


CHAPTER III 


TALES OF TWO BATTLES—THE EMPEROR 


MAuRICcE was greatly surprised when, on detraining at Rheims 
the 106th received orders to encamp there. Were they not 
going to join the army at Chalons then? And a couple of 
hours later, when his regiment had piled arms at a league from 
the city, over towards Courcelles, amid the vast plain skirting 
the canal from the Aisne to the Marne, his astonishment 
increased on learning that the entire army of Chalons had 
been falling back since the morning and would bivouac on this 
very spot. And, indeed, tents were being pitched from one 
end of the horizon to the other, as far away as St. Thierry and 
La Meuvillette, and even beyond the high road to Laon i and 
the fires of all four army corps would be blazing there that 
same evening. Evidently enough, the plan of taking up a 
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position under Paris, there to await the Prussians, had pre- 
vailed, and Maurice was delighted, for was not this plan the 
wisest ? 

He spent most of the afternoon of August 21 in strolling 
through the camp in search of news. Great latitude was 
allowed, there seemed less discipline than ever, and the men 
went off and came back just as they pleased. Maurice him- 
self was able to return to Rheims to cash a post-office order 
for a hundred franes which he had received from his sister. 
Whilst there he entered a café, where he heard a sergeant 
talking of the factious disposition of the eighteen battalions 
of the Garde Mobile of the Seine, which had been sent back to 
Paris. The sixth battalion had almost murdered its officers. 
At Chalons the generals had constantly been insulted, and 
since the Freeschweiler defeat the men no longer saluted 
MacMahon. The café was filling with chatterers, and a vio- 
lent discussion arose between two peaceful civilians respecting 
the number of men that the marshal might have under his 
orders. One of the disputants talked of 300,000 men, which 
was absurd. The other, more sensible, passed the four corps 
in review : the Twelfth, completed with difficulty at the camp 
by means of marching regiments and a division of Marine 
Infantry ; the First, the disbanded remnants of which had 
been arriving since August 14, and were now being more or 
less successfully reorganised ; then the Fifth, defeated without 
having fought, carried away and broken up in the rout ; and 
the Seventh, just arriving, which was likewise in a demora- 
lised state, and lacked its first division, mere shreds of which 
it had now found at Rheims. Altogether there were at the 
utmost 120,000 men, including the Bonnemain and Margueritte 
divisions of the reserve cavalry. However, the sergeant having 
mixed himself up in the dispute, alluding to the army with 
furious contempt as a mere jumble of men, a flock of innocents 
led by idiots to the slaughter, the two civilians became alarmed 
and took themselves off, fearing lest they might be compro- 
mised. : 

Maurice followed their example, and endeavoured to obtain 
some newspapers. He filled his pockets with every number he 
could buy, and read them as he walked along under the spread- 
ing trees of the magnificent promenades that engirdle the town. 
Where could the German armies be? It seemed as if they 
had been lost. ‘Two of them, no doubt, were near Metz—the 
first, under General Steinmetz, watching the fortress ; the 
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second, under Prince Frederick Charles, trying to make its 
way up the right bank of the Moselle so as to cut off Bazaine’s 
communications with Paris. But where—so confused and con- 
tradictory were the newspaper statements—could the third 
army really be—the army of the Crown Prince of Prussia, 
victorious at Weissenburg and Freeschweiler, and launched in 
yursuit of the First and Fifth French corps ? Was it still 
camping at Nancy, or was it on the point of reaching Chalons 
that the camp should have been so hastily abandoned, and the 
magazines, accoutrements, forage, quite an incalculable wealth 
of supplies, fired and destroyed? There was the same con- 
fusion, and the same contradictory suppositions were indulged 
in with respect to the plans of the French generals. Hitherto 
separated from the rest of the world, it was only now that 
Maurice learnt what had been occurring in Paris--the thunder- 
bolt of defeat falling on a people confident of victory, the 
terrible emotion in the streets, the convocation of the Chambers, 
the fall of the Liberal ministry! that had organised the Ple- 
biscitum, and the Emperor’s deposition from the post of com- 
mander-in-chief, which he had been obliged to surrender to 
Marshal Bazaine. The Emperor had been at the camp of 
Chalons since August 16, and all the papers spoke of a great 
council held there on the 17th, and attended by Prince Napo- 
leon and several generals. None of the accounts agreed, how- 
ever, as to the decisions that had been arrived at, apart from 
the incidents that had immediately followed, such as the 
appointment of General Trochu as governor of Paris and of 
Marshal MacMahon as commander of the army of Chalons, 
which implied the complete effacement of the Sovereign. A 
general scare, prodigious irresolution, conflicting plans follow- 
ing swiftly one upon the other—all these could be divined. 
But ever the same question arose in Maurice’s mind : Where 
were the German armies? Who were right—those who pre- 
tended that Bazaine’s movements were free, and that he was 
effecting his retreat by way of the northern fortresses, or those 
who asserted that he was already blockaded under Metz ? 
There were persistent rumours of gigantic battles, heroic 
struggles sustained during an entire week, from the 14th to 
the 20th, but from these there was evolved only a formidable 
echo of conflict, waged far away. 

His legs sinking from fatigue, Maurice seated himself at 


1 Presided over by the renegade Emile Ollivi 
with ‘a light heart.—7Z7ans, = BIN or gor se 
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last ona bench. The town around him seemed to be living its 
daily life. Nurses were minding children under the beautiful 
trees, and petty cits were slowly taking their usual walk. 
Maurice scanned his papers again, and in doing so came upon 
an article he had not previously noticed in one of the most 
fiery of the Republican opposition journals. This threw a 
vivid light on the situation. At the council held at the camp 
of Chalons on August 17, so this newspaper asserted, the re- 
treat of the army upon Paris had been decided on, and General 
Trochu’s appointment as governor of the capital had been made 
solely with the view of preparing the Emperor’s return. But 
the newspaper added that these decisions had been frustrated 
by the attitude which the Empress-Regent and the new 
ministry! had taken up. According to the Empress Eugénie 
a revolution was certain if the Emperor returned to Paris. 
‘He would not reach the Tuileries alive,’ she was asserted to 
have said. And she obstinately insisted on a forward march, 
on MacMahon effecting a junction, despite every obstacle, 
with the army of Metz ; in which views she was supported by 
the minister of war, General de Palikao, who had planned a 
victorious, lightning march for MacMahon, so that the latter 
might join hands with Bazaine. Gazing dreamily in front of 
him, with his paper lying on his knees, Maurice now fancied 
that he could understand everything: The two conflicting 
plans ; MacMahon’s hesitation to undertake this dangerous 
flank march with such indifferent troops ; and the impatient, 
increasingly fretful orders which reached him from Paris, 
urging him into this madly rash adventure. Whilst picturing 
the tragical struggle, Maurice had a clear vision of the 
Emperor, deprived of his imperial authority which he had 
confided to the Empress-Regent, and divested of the supreme 
command of the army which he had entrusted to Marshal 
Bazaine, so that he had now become a mere nothing—a vague, 
undefined shadow of an Emperor, a nameless and cumbersome 
inutility, whom no one knew what to do with, whom Paris re- 
jected, and who no longer had any place in the army since he 
had undertaken not to give it a single order. 

On the following morning, when Maurice awoke after a 
stormy night, which he had spent rolled up in his blanket out- 
side his tent, he was relieved to hear that the plan of re- 
treating upon Paris had gained the upper hand. There was 
some talk of a fresh council held the previous evening, which 


1 Formed by the mendacious Count de Palikao.— Trans. 
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had been attended by the ex-vice-Emperor,! M. ee oe 
the Empress had despatched to head quarters In ae : 7c ea 
ing the march upon Verdun, but whom Marshal MacMa e 
seemed to have convinced of the danger that would a 
such a movement. Had any bad news of Bazaine come to 
hand? No one dared to assert this. However, the absence 
of news was sufficiently significant. All the officers with any 
common sense pronounced themselves in favour of waiting 
for the enemy under Paris; and, feeling convinced that he 
and his comrades would begin falling back the very next day, 
since it was said that orders to that effect had been issued, 
Maurice in his delight determined to satisfy a childish craving. 
He wished, once in a way, to escape the mess-platter and to 
breakfast somewhere at a cloth-spread table, with a bottle of 
wine, a decanter of water, and a plate before him—all the 
things which it seemed to him he had been deprived of for 
many months. He had some money in his pocket, so he 
slipped away with a beating heart, as if bent on some spree, 
and began to search about him for an inn. 

Tt was on the outskirts of the village of Courcelles, beyond 
the canal, that he found the breakfast he had dreamt of. He 
had been told the day before that the Emperor had taken up 
his quarters at a private house in this village, and having 
strolled there out of curiosity, he remembered having noticed 
at the corner of a couple of roads a tavern with an arbour, 
where dangled some beautiful bunches of grapes already ripe 
and golden. There were some green-painted tables under the 
creeping vine, and through the open doorway of the spacious 
kitchen one could espy the loud-ticking clock, the cheap 
coloured prints pasted on the walls, and the fat hostess attend- 
ing to the roasting-jack. A bowling alley stretched in the 
rear of the house, and the whole place had the gay, attractive, 
free-and-easy aspect of an old-fashioned guinguette. 

A well-built, full-breasted girl, who showed her white 
teeth, came to ask Maurice if he wished to breakfast. 

‘Of course Ido. Give me some eggs, a chop, and some 
cheese—and some white wine.’ Then calling her back he 
asked, ‘Isn’t the Emperor quartered in one of those houses 2” 

“Yes, in the one in front of us; but you can’t see it—it is 
behind the trees that rise above that high wall.’ 

Maurice then installed himself in the arbour, took off his 


1 A nickname given to Rouher on accou 
authority he exercised during many years of 


nt of the large share of 
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belt that he might be more at his ease, and selected a table on 
which the sunrays, filtering through the vine leaves, were 
casting golden spots. His eyes kept on returning to that high 
yellow wall which screened the Emperor from view. The 
house was indeed a hidden and mysterious one ; not even the 
tiles of the roof could be seen. The entrance was on the other 
side, facing the village street—a narrow street, where neither 
shop nor even window was to be seen, for it wound along be- 
tween monotonous blank walls. The grounds in the rear of 
the house looked like an ait of dense verdure amid the neigh- 
bouring buildings. Among these, on the other side of the 
highway, Maurice noticed a large courtyard surrounded by 
stables and coach-houses, and filled with vans and carriages, 
amid which men and horses were continually coming and 
going. 
‘And are all those traps for the Emperor?’ Maurice 
jokingly asked the servant, as she spread a clean white cloth 
on his table. 

‘Yes, for the Emperor and no one else,’ she answered, 
with a gay sprightly air, pleased to have an opportunity of 
showing her fresh white teeth. Then she began to enumerate 
all there was ; having learnt this, no doubt, from the grooms 
who had been coming to drink at the tavern since the day 
before. To begin with, there was the staff of twenty-five 
officers, the sixty Cent-Gardes, the escort-detachment of 
Guides,! the six Gendarmes of the provostship service ; then 
the household, comprising seventy-three persons, chamberlains, 
valets and footmen, cooks and scullions; next four saddle- 
horses and two carriages for the Emperor, ten horses for the 
equerries, and eight for the outriders and grooms, without 
counting forty-seven posting horses ; then a char & bancs and 
twelve baggage vans, two of which, reserved to the cooks, had 
excited the girl’s admiration by the large quantity of kitchen 
utensils, plates, and bottles that could be seen inside them, all 
in beautiful order. ‘Ah! sir,’ she said to Maurice, ‘I never 
saw such saucepans before! They shine like the sun! And 
there are all sorts of dishes and vessels, and things I can’t even 
tell the use of ! And wine, too—bordeaux, and burgundy, 
and champagne enough to give a splendid wedding feast.’ 


1 The Guides were a regiment of light cavalry wearing a hussar style 
of uniform, but armed with carbines as well assabres. The Cent- 
Gardes were the imperial bodyguard, picked men of the heavy cavalry, 
100 strong as their name implied.—T7rans. 
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Well pleased at sight of the clean white cloth and the light 
golden wine sparkling in his glass, Maurice ate a couple of 
boiled eggs with a gluttonous enjoyment he had never before 
experienced. Whenever he turned his head to the left he 
obtained, through one of the entrances to the arbour, a view 
of the vast tent-covered plain, the swarming city that had 
just sprung up amid the stubble between Rheims and the 
canal. Only a few meagre clumps of trees dotted the grey 
expanse, where three mills upreared their slender arms. Above 
the confused roofs of Rheims, intermingled with the crests of 
chestnut trees, the colossal pile of the cathedral stood out in 
the blue atmosphere, looking, though far away, quite gigantic 
by the side of the low houses. And, on seeing it, recollections 
of schoolboy days came back to Maurice. Lessons that he 
had learnt and hemmed and hawed over returned to his mind : 
the coronations of the French Kings in Rheims Cathedral, the 
holy oil, Clovis, Joan of Arc—all the departed glories of 
ancient France. 

Then, again thinking of the Emperor hidden away in that 
modest private house so discreetly closed, Maurice turned 
his eyes once more on the high yellow wall, and was surprised 
to read on it the inscription, ‘ Vive Napoléon !’ traced in huge 
letters with a bit of charcoal, beside some clumsy obscene 
drawings. The rain had washed away the yellow distemper 
that had previously concealed the writing, and the inscription 
was evidently an old one. How singular to find upon that 
wall this acclamation, born of the warlike enthusiasm of long 
ago, and intended, undoubtedly, for the uncle, the conquering 
Napoleon, not hisnephew! At sight of it, all Maurice’s child- 
hood arose before him, carolling in his mind, and again he 
listened to the tales of his grandfather, a soldier of the Grand 
Army. His mother was dead, and his father had been obliged 
to accept a post of tax collector, no opportunities for winning 
glory being vouchsafed to the sons of the heroes of France 
after the fall of the First Empire. And the grandfather lived 
with them on a most meagre pension, fallen to the level of 
this modest home, and having but one consolation, that of 
recounting his campaigns to his grandchildren, the twins, boy 
and girl, each with the same fair hair, and whose mother he, 
in some measure, was. He would seat Henriette on his left 
knee, and Maurice on his right, and then, during long hours, 


te) 


there followed Homeric tales of battle, 
These tales did not seem to belong to history ; different 
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periods were blended, and all the nations of the earth met 
together in one great, fearful collision. The English, the 
Austrians, the Prussians, the Russians passed by—now in 
turn, now all at the same time—just as alliances willed it 
and without it being possible to say why some were beaten 
rather than others. But beaten they were, inevitably beaten 
in advance by a great dash of heroism and genius which swept 
armies away as if they had been merely chaff. There was 
Marengo, the classical engagement on level ground, with the 
long lines of troops skilfully deployed, and the faultless retreat 
in échelon order of the battalions so silent and impassive 
under fire. This was the legendary battle lost at three o’clock, 
won at six; the battle when eight hundred grenadiers of the 
Consular Guard arrested the onslaught of the entire Austrian 
cavalry ; when Desaix came up to meet his death and to 
change an impending rout into an immortal victory. Then 
there was Austerlitz, with its beautiful sun of glory shining 
through the wintry mist ; Austerlitz, commencing with the 
capture of the plateau of Pritzen and ending with the terrify- 
ing disruption of the ice on the frozen lakes, when an entire 
Russian army corps, men and horses, sank into the water 
amid a frightful crash ; whilst the god-like Napoleon, who 
had naturally foreseen everything, completed the disaster with 
his round shot. Next there was Jena, where Prussia’s power 
was entombed ; at first, the skirmishers firing through the 
October fog, and Ney, by his impatience, almost compromising 
everything ; then Augereau’s advance that extricated Ney, 
the great onslaught, so violent that it swept away the enemy’s 
entire centre ; and finally the panic, the sawve-qui-peut of an 
over-vaunted cavalry, whom the French Hussars mowed down 
like ripe oats, strewing the romantic valley with men and 
horses. Then there was Eylau—Eylau, the abominable—the 
most bloody of battles, when such was the slaughter that the 
hideously disfigured bodies lay on the ground in heaps ; Eylau, 
blood red under its snow storm, with its mournful cemetery of 
heroes ; Eylau still loudly re-echoing the thunderous charge 
of Murat’s eighty squadrons, which cut right through the 
Russian army and strewed the field with such a depth of 
corpses that even Napoleon himself wept at the sight. 

Then there was Friedland, the fearful trap into which the 
Russians, like a flight of careless sparrows, again fell ; Fried- 
land, the strategical masterpiece of that Emperor who knew 


everything and could do everything. At first the French 
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left wing remained motionless and imperturbable, whilst Ney, 
having captured the town, was destroying the bridges ; then 
the French left wing rushed upon the enemy’s right, throwing 
it into the river, overwhelming it in the inextricable position 
into which it had been forced ; and so much slaughter had to 
be accomplished that the French were still killing the foe at 
ten o'clock at night. Next there was Wagram—the Austrians 
wishing to cut the French off from the Danube, and repeatedly 
reinforcing their left wing so that they might overcome Mas- 
séna, who, being wounded, reclined in a carriage whilst 
commanding his troops; and meantime the artful, Titanic 
Napoleon allowed the Austrians to pursue this course till all 
at once the terrible fire of a hundred guns rained upon their 
weakened centre, sweeping it more than a league away ; 
whereupon their left wing, terrified at its isolation, and 
already, falling back before Masséna, who had retrieved his 
earlier reverses, carried off with it the remainder of the Aus- 
trian army with devastation akin to that caused by a breaking 
dyke. And at last there was the Moskowa, when the bright 
sun of Austerlitz shone out again for the last time, a terrible 
mélée of men, with all the confusion born of vast numbers of 
antagonists and of stubborn courage, hillocks carried under 
an incessant fusillade, redoubts captured by assault at the 
bayonet’s point, repeated offensive returns of the enemy, who 
disputed the ground inch by inch, and such desperate bravery 
on the part of the Russian Guards that the furious charges of 
Murat, the simultaneous thunder of three hundred guns, and 
all the valour of Ney, the triumphant prince of the day, were 
needed to secure victory. But whatever the battle was, the 
flags were stirred by the same glorious fluttering in the even- 
ing air; the same shouts of ‘ Vive Napoléon !’ resounded 
when the bivouac fires were being lighted on the conquered 
positions ; France was everywhere at home—a conqueress 
ype pe eked her invincible eagles from one end of Europe to 
ee no needed but to set her foot on the soil of 

g g umbled nations to sink into the 
ground ! 

Less intoxicated by the white wine that sparkled in his 
glass than by the glorious memories carolling in his mind 
Maurice was finishing his chop when his glance fell upon ira 
ragged, mud-stained soldiers, who looked li 


I ke bandits wear 
of roaming the highways ; and on hearing them question the 


servant girl respecting the precise positions of the regiments 
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encamped alongside the canal, he called out to them, ‘Eh, 
ony here! You belong to the Seventh Corps, don’t 
you 

‘Of course—to the first division,’ replied one of the men ; 
‘there’s no mistake about it I warrant you. The best proof 
is, I was at Freeschweiler, where it wasn’t cold by any means. 
And the comrade here belongs to the First Corps—he was at 
Weissenburg, another filthy hole !’ 

Then they told their tale, how both being slightly wounded 
they had fallen in the panic and the rout, lying half dead 
with fatigue in a ditch, and then dragging themselves along 
in the rear of the army, forced by exhausting attacks of fever 
to linger behind in the towns, and so belated at last that they 
were now only just arriving, somewhat restored to health, and 
bent upon joining their squads. Maurice, who was about to 
tackle a piece of Gruyére cheese, noticed, with his heart op- 
pressed, the envious glances which they darted at his plate. 
‘Some more cheese, and some bread and some wine!’ he 
called. ‘You'll join me, comrades, eh? I stand treat! Here’s 
to your health !’ 

They sat down delighted ; and Maurice, with an increasing 
chill at his heart, noted to what a lamentable condition they 
had fallen, with no weapons, and with their overcoats and 
red trousers fastened with so many bits of string, and patched 
with so many different shreds of cloth that they looked like 
pillagers—gipsies who had donned some old garments stolen 
from corpses on the battle-field. 

‘Ah! curse it, yes!’ resumed the bigger of the two, with 
his mouth full, ‘1t wasn’t all fun over there. You should 
have seen it. Just tell your tale, Coutard.’ 

Then the little one, gesticulating with a hunk of bread in 
his hand, began his story: ‘I was washing my shirt while 
the soupe was being got ready—we were in a beastly hole, a 
regular funnel with big woods all round it which enabled 
those swinish Prussians to creep up on all fours without our 
knowing it—then, just at seven o'clock, their shells began 
falling in our pots. We rushed to arms in a jiffy, curse it ! 
and up to eleven o’clock we fancied we were giving them a 
downright licking—but there weren’t more than five thousand 
of us, you must know, and fresh detachments of those pigs 
kept constantly coming up. I was on a little hill, lying down 
behind a bush, and in front of me and right and left of me I 


could see them marching up, swarming like ants, like we of 
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black ants that never came to an end. Well, you know, we 
couldn’t help thinking that the commanders were regular 
duffers to have shoved us into such a wasp’s nest, far away 
from our comrades, and to leave us there too, to be crushed 
without any help coming. Then, in the midst of it all, our 
general, that poor devil General Douay,! who was neither a 
fool nor a capon, was hit by a ball and toppled over with his 
legs in the air. His account was settled ! All the same, we 
still held out, but there were too many of them, and we had 
to slope. Next we fought in an inclosure, and defended the 
station with such a thundering row going on that one was 
quite deafened. Then, I hardly know, but the town must 
have been captured, and we found ourselves on a mountain— 
the Geissberg they call it, I think—and there, having en- 
trenched ourselves in a kind of chateau, we kept on potting 
those pigs. They jumped into the air as we hit them, and 
it was a sight to see how they came down again on their 
snouts. But it was all no good ; they kept on coming up till 
they were quite ten to one, and with as many guns as they 
wanted.? It is all very well to be brave, but bravery in an 
affair like that simply means leaving one’s carcase on the 
field. Well, we were quite in a jelly at last, and we had to 
take ourselves off. All the same, our officers showed them- 
selves regular duffers—didn’t they, Picot ?’ 

There was a pause. Picot, the taller of the two men, 
drained a glass of white wine, and then, wiping his mouth 
with the back of his hand, rejoined : ‘Of course. It was the 
same at Froschweiler. Only idiots would have thought of 
giving battle with affairs in such a state. My captain, an 
artful little beggar, said so. The truth is, the commanders 
can have known nothing. An entire army of those beasts 
fell on us when we were barely forty thousand. No fighting 
was expected that day, it seems ; but the battle began little 
by little, without the officers wanting it. Of course, I didn’t 
see everything, but I know well enough that the dancing 
went on all day, and that just when one thought it had ended 
the music began afresh. First at Weerth, a pretty little vil- 
lage with a comical steeple, covered with earthenware tiles, 
which make it look like a stove. The devil, too, if I know 
why we were ordered out of Werth in the morning, for after- 


? Abel, not Felix Douay.— Tans. 


* The Germans brought about 40,000 men j i 
these 5,000 Frenchmen.—7?ans. Toe onan 
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wards we had to fight, tooth and nail, to try and recapture it. 
But we didn’t succeed. Ah! my boys, we did have a job 
there. You should have seen all the bellies ripped open and the 
brains scattered about. It was incredible. Then we had a 
set-to round another village—Elsasshausen, a beastly name to 
remember. We were being mowed down by a lot of guns 
which were firing at their ease from another cursed hill, which 
we had also given up in the morning. And then it was that 
I saw, yes, I myself saw the charge of the Cuirassiers. Ah! 
how the poor devils did get themselves killed! It was pitiful 
to send men and horses charging over such ground as that, a 
slope covered with scrub and full of ditches. And, besides, 
worse luck, it could be of no earthly use. All the same, how- 
ever, it was brave, it was a grand sight to see. And after 
that? Well, after that it seemed as if we had no other course 
but to try and take ourselves off. The village was burning 
like tinder, the Badeners, the Wurtembergers, and the Prus- 
sians—the whole band, in fact—one hundred and twenty 
thousand of those beasts, had ended by surrounding us. But 
we didn’t go off. The music began again round Freschweiler. 
The plain truth is, MacMahon may be a duffer, but he’s 
plucky. You should have seen him on his big horse in the 
midst of the shells! Any other man would have bolted at 
the outset, thinking it no shame to refuse battle when one 
isn’t in force. But he, as the fighting had begun, determined 
to let the skull-cracking go on to the bitter end. And he 
managed it, too! In Freschweiler we weren't like men 
fighting ; we were like animals, eating one another. For a 
couple of hours the gutters ran with blood—. And then? 
Well, we had to skedaddle at last! And to think we learned 
just then that we had overthrown the Bavarians on our left ! 
Ah ! curse it, if we, too, had only had a hundred and twenty 
thousand men, if we had only had enough guns and not quite 
such dufling officers !’ eae 
Still exasperated and violently inclined, Coutard and Picot, 
in their ragged uniforms grey with dust, were cutting them- 
selves hunks of bread and bolting big bits of cheese, whilst 
venting their nightmare-like souvenirs under the beautiful 
vine with its ripe grapes spangled with golden darts by the 
sun. They had now come to the fearful rout that had. fol- 
lowed the battle ; the disbanded, demoralised, hungry reg}- 
ments fleeing through the fields ; the high roads one stream 
of men, horses, carts, and guns in frightful confusion ; all the 
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wreckage of an annihilated army, lashed onward in its retreat 
by the mad blast of panic. Since they had not been able to 
fall back in good order and defend the passages of the Vosges, 
where ten thousand men might have stopped a hundred thou- 
sand, at least they might have blown up the bridges and filled 
up the tunnels. But the generals bolted in the universal 
scare, and such a tempest of stupefaction swept along, carrying 
off both vanquishers and vanquished, that for a moment the 
two conflicting armies lost one another—MacMahon hurrying 
in the direction of Lunéville, whilst the Crown Prince of Prussia 
was looking for him in the direction of the Vosges. On 
August 7 the remnants of the First French Army Corps swept 
through Saverne like a muddy, overflowing stream laden with 
wreckage. On the 8th, the Fifth Corps fell in with the First 
at Saarburg, like one torrent flowing into another. The Fifth 
Corps was also in full flight, beaten without having fought, 
and carrying along with it its commander, that sorry General 
de Failly, who was distracted to find that the responsibility of 
the defeat was ascribed to his inaction. On the 9th and 10th 
the flying gallop continued, a mad sawve-qui-peut, in which no 
one halted even to look round. On the 11th, in the pouring 
rain, they descended towards Bayon, so as to avoid Nancy, 
which was falsely rumoured to be in the enemy’s hands. On 
the 12th they encamped at Harouéd ; on the 13th at Vicherey ; 
and next day they reached Neufchateau, where the railway at 
last gathered together this drifting mass of men, who, during 
three entire days, were shovelled into the trains, so that they 
might be conveyed to Chalons. Four-and-twenty hours after 
the last train had started the Prussians came up. 

‘Ah! cursed luck!’ concluded Picot. ‘We had to use 
our legs, and no mistake. And we two had been left at the 
infirmary.’ 

Coutard was just emptying the bottle into his comrade’s 
glass and his own : ‘Yes,’ said he, ‘we took ourselves off, and 
we've been on the road ever since. All the same, however, 
one feels better now that one can drink to the health of those 
that haven’t had their skulls cracked.’ 

Maurice now understood everything. After so stupidly 
allowing themselves to be surprised at Weissenburg, the crush- 
ing, lightning stroke of Freeschweiler had fallen on the French, 
its sinister glare casting a vivid light upon the terrible truth, 
France was not ready, she had neither cannon, nor men, nor 
generals ; and the enemy, treated with such contempt, proved 
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to be strong and solid, innumerable, perfect alike in discipline 
and tactics. Through the weak screen formed of the seven 
French Army Corps, disseminated between Metz and Stras- 
burg, the foe had literally punched his way. Of a certainty 
France would now be left to her own resources ; neither Aus- 
tria nor Italy would join her ; the Emperor’s plan had crumbled 
away through the delay in the operations and the incapacity 
of the commanders. And even fatality was working against 
the French, accumulating mishaps and deplorable coincidences, 
and enabling the Prussians to carry out their secret plan, 
which was to cut the French armies in two and throw one 
portion of them under Metz, that it might be isolated from 
the rest of France, whilst they—the invaders—marched upon 
Paris, after destroying the other portion. Already, at this 
stage, everything was mathematically clear. France was 
bound to be beaten, through causes the inevitable effects of 
which were already apparent ; and this war was but a contlict 
between unintelligent bravery on the one hand, and superiority 
of numbers and calm methodical strategy on the other. Dis- 
pute about it as one might later on, in any and every case, no 
matter what might have been done, defeat was a fatal cer- 
tainty, predetermined by the laws that rule the world. 

Suddenly, as Maurice’s dreamy eyes wandered away, they 
espied those words, ‘ Vive Napoléon !’ traced in charcoal on 
the high yellow wall in front of him. He experienced an un- 
bearable feeling of uneasiness at the sight ; a sudden burning 
pang shot through his heart. So it was true that France, the 
France of the legendary victories, that had marched with 
beating drums through Europe, had now been thrown to the 
ground by a petty nation which it had despised. Fifty years 
had sufficed to change the world, and defeat was falling heavy 
and fearful on those who had once been conquerors. Maurice 
remembered all that his brother-in-law Weiss had told him on 
that night of anguish before Mulhausen. Yes, Weiss alone 
had shown any prescience, guessing the slow, hidden causes of 
the decline of France, perceiving what a breeze of youth and 
strength was blowing from Germany. One warlike age was 
ending ; another was beginning. Woe to those who halt in 
the continuous effort which nations must make ; victory be- 
longs to those who march in the van, to the most accomplished, 
the healthiest, and the strongest ! 

Just then a girl’s screams were heard. Lieutenant Rochas, 
like a conquering trooper, was kissing the pretty servant in 
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the smoky old kitchen, brightened by cheap coloured prints. 
He stepped into the arbour and ordered coffee, and, having 
overheard the last words of Coutard and Picot, he gaily re- 
marked, ‘Pooh! my lads, all that’s nothing. It’s only the 
beginning of the dance ; youre going to see the revenge we'll 
have now. So far, they’ve been five to one. But it’s all 
going to change, take my word for it. There are three hun- 
dred thousand of us here. All the movements we are making, 
and which you don’t understand, are to draw the Prussians 
down on us, whilst Bazaine, who’s watching them, takes them 
in flank. Then we'll just squash them—like this fly.’ 

As he spoke he crushed a passing fly with a loud clap of 
his hands ; and he talked on gaily, believing, in his childish 
simplicity, in the success of this easy plan, and having recovered 
all his pristine faith in the invincibility of bravery. He oblig- 
ingly acquainted the two soldiers with the exact positions of 
their regiments, and then, feeling quite happy, he sat himself 
down with a cigar between his teeth, in front of his cup of 
coffee. 

‘The pleasure has been mine, comrades,’ replied Maurice 
to Coutard and Picot, as, in taking themselves off, they thanked 
him for the cheese and the bottle of wine. He also had ordered 
some coffee, and he sat there looking at Rochas, and sharing 
his good humour, though he was surprised that an officer 
should talk of three hundred thousand men when they were 
barely more than one hundred thousand, and that he should 
consider the crushing of the Prussians between the army of 
Chalons and the army of Metz such a remarkably easy affair. 
But, on the other hand, Maurice felt such a need of illusions ! 


Might he not continue hoping in victory, when the glorious 
past was carolling so loudly in his memory? The old guin- 
guette had such a joyous aspect too, with its creeping vine 
whence dangled the clear sun-gilt grapes of France! Once 
more did Maurice experience an hour’s confidence rising above 
all the secret sadness that had slowly gathered in his heart, 
__As he sat there he noticed an officer of Chasseurs d’ Afrique 
ride past at a rapid trot, followed by his orderly, and disappear 
round the corner of the silent house occupied by the Emperor 
Then, as the orderly returned alone, and halted with both 
horses at the door of the tavern, Maurice gave a cry of sur- 
ae i ‘What, Prosper! Why, I thought you were at Metz!’ 
e€ newcomer was a si arm- i 
Maurice had known eee hee ee ee 
} ad Known wl wuld, ¢ 1e time when he went 
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to spend his holidays at uncle Fouchard’s. Having been 
taken at the conscription, Prosper had already spent three 
years in Algeria when the war broke out, and, with his long 
thin face and his supple sturdy limbs, with which he was 
wonderfully adroit, he looked to great advantage in his sky- 
blue jacket, his full red trousers with blue stripes, and his 
ample red woollen sash. ‘What! Monsieur Maurice,’ he said, 
‘ Here’s an unexpected meeting !’ 

He did not hurry to join his friend, however, but forthwith 
took the steaming horses to the stable, eyeing his own mount 
with quite a paternal air. It was love of horseflesh, dating 
from childhood, from the time when he had taken the teams 
to the fields, that had induced him to enter the cavalry service. 
‘We've just come from Monthois, ten leagues at a stretch,’ he 
said to Maurice, when he returned, ‘and Zephyr needs a feed.’ 
Zephyr was his horse. For his own part he refused to eat 
anything, and would only accept some coffee. He had to wait 
for his officer, who, on his side, had to wait for the Emperor. 
They might be five minutes there, or two hours, there was no 
telling, so his officer had told him to bait the horses. Then as 
Maurice, whose curiosity was roused, questioned him as to 
why the officer wanted to see the Emperor, he replied; ‘I 
don’t know—some commission of course—some papers to 
hand in.’ 

Rochas was eyeing Prosper with a softened glance, the 
sight of the chasseur uniform having revived his own recol- 
lections of Algeria. ‘And where were you, out there, my 
lad ?’ he asked. 

‘ At Medeah, sir.’ 

Medeah! Thereupon they began talking together like 
comrades, all regulatious notwithstanding. Prosper had grown 
accustomed to that Algerian life of constant alerts, a life spent 
on horseback, the men setting out to fight as they might have 
set out on some hunting excursion, some great battue of Arabs. 
There was but one platter for each ‘ tribe’! of six men ; and 
each ‘tribe’ was a family, one member of which did the cook- 
ing, whilst another did the washing, and the others pitched the 
tents, groomed the horses, and furbished the arms. They rode 
on through the morning and afternoon, laden with weighty 
burdens, in a heat as heavy as lead. Then in the evening they 
lighted large fires to drive away the mosquitoes, and gathered 


1 The Chasseurs d’Afrique thus designate their squads, in imitation 
of the Arabs.—Trans, : 
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around to sing songs of France. During the clear, star- 
spangled nights it was often necessary to get up to quiet the 
horses, who, incommoded by the warm breeze, would suddenly 
begin to bite one another and tear up their pickets, neighing 
furiously. Then, too, there was the coffee, a great affair, the 
delicious coffee which they crushed in a pan and strained 
through one of their red regulation sashes. But there were 
also the black days, spent far from all human habitations, face 
to face with the enemy. Then there were no more camp-fires, 
no more songs, no more sprees. They suffered fearfully at 
times from thirst, hunger, and lack of sleep. Yetall the same 
they were fond of that adventurous life full of unexpected 
incidents, that skirmishing warfare so well adapted to deeds of 
personal bravery, and as amusing as the conquest of some 
island of savages, enlivened by razzias or wholesale pillaging 
expeditions, and by the petty thefts of the marauders, many 
of whose cunning exploits had become quite legendary, and 
made even the generals laugh. 

‘Ah!’ said Prosper, suddenly becoming grave ; ‘it’s not 
the same here ; we fight differently.’ 

In reply to further questions from Maurice, he then related 
their landing at Toulon, and their long and wearisome journey 
to Lunéville. It was there they had heard of Weissenburg 
and Freeschweiler. He hardly recollected their line of route 
after that ; they had gone, he thought, from Nancy to St. 
Mihiel, and then on to Metz. <A great battle must have been 
fought on the 14th, for the horizon was aglow with fire ; for 
his own part, however, he had only seen four Uhlans behind a 
hedge. On the 16th there had been more fighting, the guns had 
begun thundering at six in the morning, and he had heard say 
that the dance had begun again on the 18th, more terrible than 
ever.'_ The Chasseurs d’Afrique, however, were then no longer 
with the army, for on the 16th, whilst they were drawn up 
along a road near Gravelotte, waiting for orders, the Emperor, 
who was driving off in a carriage, took them along with him 
to escort him to Verdun. A nice ride that was, more than 
twenty-six miles at a gallop, with the fear that the Prussians 
might intercept them at every turn of the road. 

: 1 On August 14 the Emperor left Metz, Bazaine’s army commenced 
its retreat, and an indecisive action took place at Courcelles and Pange; 
on the 16th Prince Frederick Charles attacked Bazaine at Mars-la-Tour, 


and stopped his retreat ; and on the 18th the French were again attacked 


at Gravelotte, and, after nine hours’ fighting, driven back towards 
Metz.— Trans. 
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‘ And Bazaine ?’ asked Rochas. 

‘Bazaine? It’s said he was devilish pleased that the Em- 
peror had taken himself off.’ 

The lieutenant wished to know, however, if Bazaine were 
approaching, and Prosper could only reply by a gesture. Who 
could tell? He and his comrades had spent long days march- 
ing and counter-marching in the rain, in reconnoitring, and 
on outpost duty—and without once seeing an enemy. They 
now belonged to the army of Chilons. His regiment, with 
two others of Chasseurs and one of Hussars, formed the first 
division of the reserve cavalry, and were commanded by 
General Margueritte, of whom Prosper spoke with enthusi- 
astic affection. ‘Ah! the devil,’ said he, ‘there’s a lion for 
you! But what good is it !—so far they’ve never known what 
to do with us except to send us floundering through the mud.’ 

A pause followed, and then Maurice talked about Remilly 
and uncle Fouchard, and Prosper expressed his regret at not 
being able to go and shake hands with Honoré, the quarter- 
master, whose battery must be stationed more than a league 
away, on the other side of the road to Laon. Hearing a horse 
snort, however, he rose and hurried off to satisfy himself 
that Zephyr wanted nothing. It was the time for coffee and 
for something short to help it down, and soldiers of all arms 
and all ranks were now invading the tavern. There was not 
an unoccupied table, and bright was the display of uniforms 
amid the green vine-leaves flecked with sunshine. Surgeon- 
Major Bouroche had just seated himself beside Rochas, when 
Jean appeared and addressed himself to the lieutenant : ‘The 
captain will expect you at three o'clock, for orders, sir.’ 

Rochas nodded, as much as to say that he would be punc- 
tual, and Jean, instead of immediately retiring, turned to 
smile at Maurice, who was lighting a cigarette. Since the 
scene in the train, there was a tacit truce between the two 
men, as though they were studying one another in a more and 
more kindly way. ; , 

Prosper, who had just returned, now exclaimed im- 
patiently : ‘I shall have something to eat if my officer doesn’t 
come out of that shanty. It’s disgusting ; the Emperor may 
not be back before to-night.’ wh: , 

‘I say,’ exclaimed Maurice, whose curiosity was again 
aroused, ‘it’s perhaps some news of Bazaine that you've 


brought ?’ ait 
‘Perhaps so. They were talking about him at Monthois. 
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Just then there was a sudden stir, and Jean, who had been 
standing at one of the entrances of the arbour, turned round 
and said : ‘The Emperor !’ wy 

They all sprang to their feet. Between the poplars lining 
the white high road there appeared a platoon of Cent-Gardes 
still correctly dressed in their luxurious, resplendent uniforms, 
with large golden suns glittering upon their breastplates. In 
the open space behind them came the Emperor on horseback, 
escorted by his staff, which was followed by a second detach- 
ment of Cent-Gardes. Everyone uncovered, and a few ac- 
clamations were heard ; and the Emperor raised his head as 
he passed by, so that one could clearly see his face, drawn and 
very pale, with dim wavering eyes which appeared full of 
water. He seemed as if he were waking out of a doze, smiled 
faintly at sight of the sunlit tavern, and then saluted. 

Meantime, Bouroche had darted at Napoleon the quick 
glance of an experienced practitioner, and Jean and Maurice, 
who were standing in front of the surgeon, distinctly heard 
him growl: ‘There’s a nasty stone there, and no mistake.’ 
And then he completed his diagnosis in two words, ‘Done for !’ 

Jean, with his narrow-minded common-sense, had shaken 
his head sorrowfully ; what fearful bad luck for an army to 
have such a chief as that ! Ten minutes later, when Maurice, 
after shaking hands with Prosper, went off delighted with his 
nicely served breakfast, to stroll about and smoke some more 
cigarettes, he carried away with him the recollection of that 
pale, dim-eyed Emperor, passing by on horseback at a jog-trot. 
So that was the conspirator, the dreamer deficient in energy 
at the decisive moment. He was said to be kind-hearted, to 
be quite capable of great and generous ideas, and, silent man 
that he was, to have a very tenacious will ; and he was also 
undoubtedly very brave, disdainful of danger, like a fatalist 
always ready to accept his destiny. But in great crises he 
seemed struck with stupor, paralysed as it were in presence 
of accomplished facts ; and thenceforward he was unable to 
contend against evil fortune. Maurice wondered if this were 
not some special physiological condition which agony had 
aggravated ; if the disease from which the Emperor was evi- 
dently suffering were not the cause of the growing indecision 
and incapacity that he had displayed since the outset of the 


Sse n In that way, everything would have been ex- 


and fall ! grain of sand in a man’s flesh, and empires totter 
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Quite a stir suddenly arose in camp that evening after the 
roll call, the officers running hither and thither, transmitting 
orders, and arranging everything for the men’s departure next 
morning at five o’clock. With mingled surprise and dis- 
quietude, Maurice learnt that everything was again changed, 
and that instead of falling back on Paris they were about to 
march on Verdun, in view of joining Bazaine. A rumour 
circulated that a despatch had arrived from the latter during 
the day, announcing that he was effecting his retreat ; and 
Maurice then remembered Prosper and the officer he had come 
with from Monthois, perhaps to bring the Emperor a copy of 
this despatch. Thus the Empress-Regent and the Council of 
Ministers, so frightened at the thought of the Emperor’s re- 
turn to Paris, and so obstinately bent upon throwing the army 
forward at any cost in order that it might make a supreme 
attempt to save the dynasty, had triumphed at last over 
the perpetual hesitation of Marshal MacMahon. And that 
wretched Emperor, that poor devil who no longer had any 
place in his own empire, was to be carried off like a useless, 
cumbersome parcel among the baggage-train of his troops, 
condemned—oh ! the irony of it—to drag after him all] his 
Imperial household, his bodyguards, his carriages, his horses, 
his cooks, his vans full of silver saucepans and sparkling wine 
of Champagne—in a word, all the pomp of his bee-spangled, 
imperial robes, which could now only serve to sweep up the 
blood and mire that covered the high-roads of defeat ! 

At midnight, Maurice had not yet got to sleep. Feverish 
insomnia, fraught with ugly dreams, made him turn over and 
over in the tent. At last he ended by coming outside, and 
felt relieved on standing up and inhaling the cold, wind-swept 
air. The sky was covered with huge clouds, the night was 
becoming very dense, with an infinitely mournful darkness, 
which the last expiring fires along the camp front faintly 
illumined with star-like lights. And amidst the black, silent 
peacefulness one could detect the slow breathing of the hun- 
dred thousand men who were lying there. Then Maurice’s 
anguish became quieted, and a feeling of fraternity came to 
him, of indulgent affection for all those living sleepers, thou- 
sands of whom would soon be sleeping the sleep of death. 
After all, they were good fellows. They were scarcely dis- 
ciplined ; they got drunk, and they robbed ; but what sufferings 
had they not already endured, and what excuses there were 
for them in the Downfall of the entire nation! Among them 
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there remained but a small number of the glorious veterans of 
Sebastopol and Solferino, mingled with men who were but 
lads, and incapable of any prolonged resistance. These four 
army corps, hastily assembled and reorganised, without any 
solid ties to bind them together, formed, so to say, the army 
of despair, the expiatory flock which was to be sent to the 
sacrifice in an endeavour to avert the anger of Destiny. And 
this army must climb its Calvary to the bitter end, paying, 
with the red flood of its blood, for the faults of everyone, and 
attaining to fame by the very horror of the disasters that 
awaited it. 

Meditating thus in the depths of the quivering darkness, 
Maurice became conscious of the great duty that lay before 
him. He no longer indulged the braggart hope of repeating 
the legendary victories. This march upon Verdun was a 
march to Death, and he accepted it with stout and cheerful 
resignation, since die he must. 


CHAPTER IV 


ON THE MARCH—THE SPY 


TuE camp was raised on Tuesday, August 23, at six o’clock 
in the morning, and the hundred thousand men of the army 
of Chalons set out on the march, flowing away in an immense 
stream, like some human river resuming its torrential course 
after expanding for a time into a lake. Despite the rumours 
current the evening before, it was a thorough surprise to 
many of the men to find that, instead of continuing their 
movement of retreat, they now had to turn their backs on 
Paris, and march towards the East—towards the Unknown. 
At five o’clock in the morning, the Seventh Army Corps 
had not received any cartridges. For two days past the artil- 
lerymen had been exhausting themselves in removing their 
horses and matériel from the railway station, which was en- 
cumbered with supplies sent back from Metz. And it was onl 
at the last moment that the vans laden with the diane 
were discovered among the fearful jumble of trains, and that 
a fatigue company, of which Jean formed part was able 
to remove some 240,000 cartridges in hastily requisitioned 
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vehicles. Jean distributed the regulation hundred cartridges 
to each of the men of his squad at the very moment when 
Gaude, the company’s bugler, began to sound the march, 

The 106th did not have to pass through Rheims. Its 
orders were to skirt the town and make for the Chalons high 
road. Once again, however, the commanders had neglected 
to regulate the men’s departure at proper intervals, and, ag 
the four army corps set out at the same time, extreme con- 
fusion arose when they debouched from the various bye-roads 
into the highways they were to follow in common. At every 
moment the artillery and cavalry intercepted the infantry, 
and compelled the latter to halt. Entire brigades had to wait 
for an hour in ploughed fields, and with arms grounded, until 
the roads should become clear. The worst was that a fright- 
ful storm burst some ten minutes after the start—a perfect 
deluge, which fell during more than an hour, soaking the men 
to the skin and rendering their heavy capotes and knapsacks 
still more oppressive. The 106th, however, was able to resume 
its march just as the rain was ceasing ; whilst some Zouaves, 
who were still obliged to wait in a field hard by, devised, by 
way of taking patience, alittle pastime to amuse themselves— 
that of assailing one another with balls of earth, huge lumps 
of mud, the splashing of which on the uniforms of those who 
were hit provoked uproarious laughter. Almost immediately 
afterwards the sun reappeared, the triumphant sun of a warm 
August morning. Then gaiety returned, the men steamed— 
much as washing steams before the fire—and they were soon 
dry, looking like so many dirty dogs pulled out of a pond, and 
joking with one another respecting the hard crusty mud that 
dangled from their red trousers. It was still necessary to stop 
and wait at each cross road, but at last there came a final halt 
at the end of one of the Rheims suburbs, just in front of a 
tavern, which never seemed to empty. 

It then occurred to Maurice to stand treat to the squad 
by way of wishing them all good luck—‘if you'll allow it, 
corporal,’ said he. 

After hesitating for a moment, Jean accepted a drop of 
something short. Loubet and Chouteau were there, the latter 
slyly respectful since he had seen Jean’s fists so near his 
face; and Pache and Lapoulle were there also, good 
fellows both of them, when others did not set them agog. 
‘To your health, corporal!’ said Chouteau, in an unctuous 


voice, 
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‘To yours, and may we all bring our heads and feet back,’ 
politely replied Jean, amid an approving titter. ¢ 

The others were starting, however, and Captain Beaudoin 
had already drawn near, apparently greatly shocked, and bent 
on reprimanding the tipplers, whereas Lieutenant Rochas, 
indulgent when his men were thirsty, affected to look in 
another direction. And now they sped along the road to 
Chalons, an endless ribbon, edged with trees and stretching in 
a straight line right across the vast plain, with stubble ex- 
tending far away on either side, and dotted here and there 
with lofty ricks and wooden mills, whose sails were turning. 
More to the north were rows of telegraph posts, indicating 
other roads on which the dark lines of other troops on the 
march could be discerned. Several regiments also cut across 
the fields in dense masses. In the van, on the left, a brigade 
of cavalry trotted along, quite dazzling in the sunlight. And 
the entire horizon, at other times so blank, so mournfully 
empty and limitless, became animated and populous with 
these streams of men gushing forth from all directions, these 
apparently inexhaustible myriads that poured, as it were, out 
of some gigantic ant-hill. 

At about nine o'clock the 106th wheeled to the left, quit- 
ting the road to Chalons for another straight, endless, ribbon- 
like highway, conducting to Suippe. The men were marching 
in two open files, leaving the centre of the road clear. The 
officers walked along there at their ease, and Maurice noticed 
how strongly their thoughtful air contrasted with the good 
humour and satisfied sprightliness of the men, who were as 
pleased as children to find themselves on the march again. 
The squad being almost at the head of the regiment, he also 
obtained a distant view of M. de Vineuil, and was greatly 
struck by the gloomy carriage of the colonel’s tall, stiff frame, 
which swayed with the motion of his horse. The band had 
been packed off to the rear among the sutlers’ carts. And 
accompanying the division came the ambulance vans and 
equipage train, followed by the convoy of the entire army 
corps, the forage waggons, the provision vans, the baggage 
waggons, a stream of vehicles of every description, res 
GUealrie aithe imbued oe a 
to obtain any view of it fey te road iS ae 
the extreme rear in the far ahaa Wet dence oe 
big oxen stamping along i ee babes: 

5 nping along in a cloud of dust; the live, 
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whip-driven meat, as it were, of some warlike migratory 
people. 

Meanwhile, Lapoulle from time to time hoisted up his 
knapsack by dint of shrugging his shoulders. Under pretence 
that he was stronger than his comrades, he was often laden 
with the utensils of the squad, such as the large stew-pot and 
the water-can. On this occasion he had also been entrusted 
with the company’s spade, which he had been told it was an 
honour to carry. He did not complain, however ; in fact, he 
was laughing at a song with which Loubet, the tenor of the 
squad, was enlivening the long tramp. Loubet’s knapsack, by 
the way, was celebrated for its contents, which comprised 
something of everything: linen, spare shoes, needles and 
thread, brushes, chocolate, a metal cup, a spoon and fork, 
without counting the regulation provisions, biscuits and coftee ; 
and, although he also had his cartridges inside it, and a rolled 
blanket, a shelter tent and pegs strapped to it outside, the 
whole seemed to be wonderfully light, so accomplished was he 
in the art of packing. 

‘ A beastly part !’ muttered Chouteau, from time to time, 
as he cast a disdainful glance at the mournful plains of ‘la 
Champagne pouilleuse.’ 

The vast expanses of chalky soil still stretched out on either 
side in endless monotony. Nota farm nor a human being 
was to be seen ; nothing but some flights of crows dotting the 
grey immensity. Afar off, on the left, some dark green pine 
woods crowned the gentle undulations that limited the horizcn ; 
whilst on the right a long line of trees indicated the course of 
the river Vesle ; and on that side, for the last league or so, 
some dense smoke had been seen rising from behind the hills, 
its mingled coils at last blotting out the horizon with the 
huge, frightful cloud of a conflagration. 

‘What’s burning over there?’ the men asked on every 
side. 

The explanation promptly sped from the van to the rear 
of the column. It was the camp of Chalons which had been 
blazing for two days past, set on fire, as it was said, by the 
Emperor’s orders, so that the wealth of supplies gathered 
together there might not fall into the enemy’s hands. The 
rear-guard cavalry had been instructed to fire both a huge 
wooden building called the Yellow Magazine, which was full 
of tents, pickets, and matting, and another large closed shed 


known as the New Magazine, in which shoes, blankets and 
- 
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mess utensils were stored in sufficient quantities to equip 
i The ricks of forage, which 

another hundred thousand men. l : ge, 
had also been fired, smoked like gigantic torches ; and the 
army, now marching across the vast, dreary plain, became 
sadly silent at sight of the livid, whirling smoke-clouds, which 
spread out from behind the distant hills, and slowly covered 
the sky with a veil of irreparable mourning. Under the 
glaring August sun no sound was to be heard save the regular 
tramp-tramp of the march, but the men’s faces were persis- 
tently turned towards the spreading smoke, which during 
another league or so seemed to be pursuing the column as 
though to enshroud it in the cloudy gloom of disaster. 

Gaiety returned at the midday halt, when the men, whilst 
eating a morsel, sat and rested on their knapsacks among some 
stubble. The large square biscuits were simply intended for 
steeping in the sowpe, but the little round ones were for eating 
dry, and, being light and crisp, were quite nice. Their only 
fault was that they made one terribly thirsty. At his com- 
rades’ request, Pache now sang a hymn, which the squad took 
up inchorus. Jean, smiling good-naturedly, let them do so, 
whilst Maurice grew more and more confident at sight of the 
general flow of spirits, the good order, and good humour that 
prevailed during this first day of the march. And the re- 
mainder of the allotted distance was accomplished in the same 
vigorous fashion, though the last five miles proved very trying. 
They had left the village of Prosnes on their right, and had 
quitted the high road to cut across some uncultivated ground, 
a sandy lande planted with copses of pine trees, between which 
wound the entire division, followed by the interminable con- 
voy, the men sinking in the sand up to their ankles. The 
solitude now seemed to have become more vast, and the only 
living creatures they encountered were some emaciated sheep, 
guarded by a big black dog. 

At last, at about four o’clock, the 106th halted at Dontrien, 
a village on the banks of the Suippe. The little river mean- 
ders between tufts of foliage, and the old church stands in a 
graveyard, which a gigantic horse-chestnut tree fairly covers 
with its spreading shade. The regiment pitched its tents in 
a sloping meadow on the left bank of the stream. According 
to the officers, the four army corps would bivouac that night 
along the line of the Suippe from Auberive to Heutrégiville, 
by way of Dontrien, Béthiniville and Pont-Faverger, with a 
front extending along a distance of nearly five leagues. 
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Gaude immediately sounded the call to rations, and Jean, 
the great purveyor in ordinary, ever on the alert, had to hurry 
off, taking Lapoulle with him. They returned in half an 
hour’s time with a rib of beef anda faggot of wood. Three 
oxen of the drove that followed in the rear of the army had 
already been slaughtered and cut up. Lapoulle then had to 
go off again to fetch the bread which had been baking since 
noon in the village ovens. Excepting wine and tobacco, which 
were never once distributed during the whole period, there 
was on this occasion an abundance of everything. 

Jean, on his return, had found Chouteau engaged in pitch- 
ing the tent with Pache’s assistance. He looked at them for 
a moment like an experienced old soldier who considered they 
were making a mess of the job, and finally remarked : ‘ Well, 
that'll do since it’s going to be fine to-night. But if it were 
windy we should all be blown into the river. I shall have to 
teach you how to pitch the tent properly.’ 

Then he thought of sending Maurice to fetch some water 
in the large can, but he saw that the young fellow had seated 
himself on the grass, and had taken off his shoe to examine 
his right foot. ‘Hallo! what’s up ?’ asked Jean. 

‘The counter has rubbed the skin off my heel. My other 
shoes were going to pieces, and at Rheims, stupidly enough, I 
chose these because they were just my size. I ought to have 
taken a larger pair.’ 

Kneeling down, Jean took hold of Maurice’s foot and 
turned it round as gently as though he were dealing with a 
child. ‘It isn’t a laughing matter,’ he said, shaking his head ; 
‘you must be careful. A soldier who can’t depend on his feet 
may just as well be chucked on a rubbish heap. My captain 
was always saying, out in Italy, that battles are won with 
men’s legs.’ i 

Thereupon, Jean sent Pache to fetch the water, which, 
after all, was an easy task, since the river was only some fifty 
yards away. Meantime, Loubet, having lighted the wood in a 
hole which he had dug in the ground, was able to set the 
large pot upon it, dropping the meat, which he had skilfully 
secured together with string, into the warm water. Then 
came the blissful enjoyment of watching the sowpe boil. 
Fatigue duties being over, all the men of the squad, full of 
tender solicitude for the cooking meat, had stretched them- 
selves on the grass around the fire. Like children and 


savages, brutified by this march towards the Uno ru 
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its uncertain morrow, they now seemed to care for nothing 
but eating and sleeping. 

Maurice, however, had found in his knapsack one of the 
newspapers he had bought at Rheims, and Chouteau on seeing 
it exclaimed : ‘Is there any news of the Prussians! You 
must read it to us.’ 

UnderJean’s steadily increasing authority the men were now 
getting on fairly well together ; and Maurice obligingly began 
to read all the interesting news, whilst Pache, the squad’s 
needlewoman, mended a tear in his overcoat for him, and 
Lapoulle cleaned his gun. First of aJl there was an account 
of a great victory gained by Bazaine, who was said to have 
thrown an entire Prussian army corps headlong into the stone 
quarries of Jaumont; and this imaginary narrative! was a 
dramatically circumstantial one ; the enemy’s men and horses 
were said to have been crushed to death among the rocks, an- 
nihilated in fact, to such a degree, that not one whole body 
was left for burial! Then came copious particulars respecting 
the pitiful condition of the German armies since they had 
entered France. Badly fed and badly equipped, the men had 
fallen into a state of complete destitution, and, stricken with 
fearful maladies, were dying en masse by the wayside. Another 
article related that the King of Prussia had the diarrhea, and 
that Bismarck had broken his leg in jumping out of the 
window of an inn where some Zouaves had almost caught him. 
That was capital! Lapoulle laughed from ear to ear, whilst 
Chouteau and the others, who did not for one moment. enter- 
tain the shadow of a doubt, felt wondrous bold at the idea 
that they would soon be picking up Prussians like sparrows in 
a field after a hailstorm. But it was especially Bismarck’s 
fall that amused them. The Zouaves and the Turcos were 
plucky devils, and no mistake. All sorts of legends were 
current concerning these fellows, who not merely made Ger- 
many tremble but angered her as well. It was disgraceful, so 
the German papers declared, that a civilised nation should 
employ such savages in her defence. And although these so- 
called savages had already been decimated at Freeschweiler it 
seemed to the French as if they were still intact and invincible. 

Six o'clock was striking from the little steeple of Dontrien 

} The mendacious War Mini i 
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when Loubet called : ‘The sowpe is ready!’ The squad seated 
itself devoutly round the pot. At the last moment Loubet 
had been able to procure some vegetables from a peasant living 
close by, so that the broth had a tine scent of carrots and leeks, 
and was as soft to the palate as velvet. Then Jean, the dis- 
tributor, had to divide the meat into strictly equal portions, 
for the men’s eyes were aglow, and there would certainly have 
been much growling had any one portion appeared to be in the 
smallest degree larger than the others. Everything was de- 
voured, the men gorging themselves to their very eyes. 

Even Maurice felt replete and happy, no longer thinking of 
his foot, the smarting of which was passing away. He now 
accepted this brutish comradeship, principles of equality being 
forced upon him by the physical needs of their common life. 
That night, too, he enjoyed the same sound slumber as his five 
companions, the whole lot of them being heaped together in 
the tent, well pleased at feeling themselves warm whilst the 
dew was falling so abundantly outside. It should be added 
that Lapoulle, egged on by Loubet, had removed some large 
armfuls of straw froma neighbouring rick, and on this the six 
men snored as comfortably as though they had been provided 
with feather beds. And in the clear night, along the pleasant 
banks of the Suippe, flowing slowly between the willows, the 
camp fires of those hundred thousand men illumined the five 
leagues of plain from Auberive to Heutrégiville, like trailing 
stars. 

Coffee was made at sunrise, the grains being pounded in a 
platter with the butt of a gun, and thrown into boiling water, 
to which a drop of cold water was added in order to precipi- 
tate the grounds. The sun rose that morning with regal 
magnificence, amid great clouds of gold and purple. Maurice, 
however, no longer looked at the horizon or the sky, and only 
Jean, like the thoughtful peasant he was, gazed with an ex- 
pression of uneasiness at this ruddy dawn which betokened rain. 
Indeed, before they started, when the bread baked the day be- 
fore had been given out, and Loubet and Pache had fastened 
the three long loaves which the squad received to their knap- 
sacks, he blamed them for having done so. The tents were 
already folded, however, and everything had been strapped to 
the knapsacks, so that he was not listened to. Six o’clock was 
striking from all the village steeples when the army set out 
again, gallantly resuming its forward march in the early hope- 


fulness of this new day. 
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To reach the road from Rheims to Vouziers the 106th 
almost immediately began cutting along by-ways and ascend- 
ing slopes of stubble. This lasted during more than an hour. 
Lower down, towards the north, Béthiniville, where the Em- 
peror was said to have slept, could be seen embowered in trees. 
Then, on reaching the Vouziers road, they again found them- 
selves among plains similar to those of the day before. The 
last sorry fields of ‘la Champagne pouilleuse’ were here spread 
out in alltheir dispiriting monotony, A meagre stream, the 
Arne, now flowed on the left, whilst the vast expanse of barren 
land stretched away on the right, so flat that the distance of 
the horizon was considerably increased. The soldiers passed 
through some villages, St. Clément, with its only street wind- 
ing along the road, and St. Pierre, a large place inhabited by 
well-to-do folks, who had barricaded their doors and windows. 
The men halted at about ten o’clock near another village, 
St. Etienne, where, to their great delight, they were able to 
procure some tobacco. The Seventh Corps had now become 
divided into several columns, and the 106th marched on with 
merely a battalion of foot Chasseurs and the reserve artillery 
behind it. Vainly did Maurice turn round at the bends of 
the road, in the hope of seeing the immense convoy which had 
so greatly interested him the day before ; the herds were no 
longer there, and he could only espy the cannon which—as 
they rolled over this low level plain—looked larger than they 
really were, seeming not unlike dark grasshoppers with un- 
usually long legs. 

_ After passing St. Etienne, however, the road became 
frightful ; it ascended by gentle winding slopes through large 
barren fields dotted with little woods of pine trees, ever the 
same, and which, with their foliage of a blackish green, looked 
infinitely mournful amid the expanse of white soil. The 
troops had not passed through such a desolate scene before. 
Badly metalled, moreover, and softened by the last rains, the 
road was a perfect bed of mud, of liquefied grey argil, to 
which the feet adhered as to pitch. The fatigue of marching 
consequently became extreme, and the exhausted men no 
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squad, flung it away at a moment when he thought himself 
unobserved. But Loubet had seen him, and remarked: 
‘That’s a dirty trick to play, for it means short commons for 
everyone.’ 

‘Humbug !’ replied Chouteau ; ‘there’s plenty of every- 
thing, so we can get some more when we halt.’ ; 

Influenced by this specious reasoning, Loubet, who was 
carrying the bacon, rid himself of his burden in his turn. 

Meantime, as his heel had again become inflamed, Maurice 
experienced increasing suffering, and he dragged his leg along 
so painfully that Jean, becoming more and more solicitous 
concerning him, ventured to ask : ‘ Aren’t you allright ? Has 
it begun again?’ Then, when a brief halt was ordered, just 
to give the men breathing time, he proffered some good 
advice : ‘Take your shoes off and walk barefooted. The fresh 
mud will take the smarting away.’ 

Indeed, in this fashion Maurice was able to keep up with 
the others without much difficulty ; and he felt profoundly 
grateful to Jean. It was real luck that the squad should 
have such a corporal as that, a man who had served before, 
and who was up to all the tricks of the trade: an uncultured 
peasant, no doubt, but all the same a thorough good fellow. 

It was late when, after crossing the road from Chalons to 
Vouziers, and diving by a rapid descent into the ravine of 
Semide, they reached Contreuve, where they were to bivouac. 
The country was now changing; they were already in the 
Ardennes, and from the far-stretching, barren hills above the 
village, which were selected as the camping ground of the 
Seventh Corps, one could discern the valley of the Aisne afar 
off, obscured by the pale shower-laden clouds. 

At six o’clock, as Gaude had not yet sounded the call 
to rations, Jean, by way of occupying his time, and anxious, 
too, on account of the strong wind which was rising, deter- 
mined to pitch the tent himself. He showed his men that 
they ought to select a somewhat sloping site, fix the pegs 
slantwise, and dig a little trench round the canvas for the 
rain-water to run into. On account of his foot Maurice was 
exempted from all fatigue duties, and he simply looked on, 
surprised at the intelligent skill which that sturdy, heavy- 
looking fellow Jean displayed. For his own part, he was 
physically overcome by fatigue, but his spirits were buoyed 
up by the hope that was now returning to every heart. They 
had done a terrible lot of marching since leaving Rheims, 
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thirty-eight miles in two days. If they maintained the same 
speed, going straight before them, they must certainly succeed 
in overthrowing the second German army and joining hands 
with Bazaine, before the third one, under the Crown Prince 
of Prussia, who was said to be at Vitry-le-Frangois, was able 
to reach Verdun. 

‘Hallo! Are they going to let us die of hunger ?’ asked 
Chouteau, when seven o’clock came, and no rations had yet 
been distributed. 

Jean had prudently told Loubet to light a fire and set the 
large pot, full of water, on it; and as they had no wood he 
discreetly shut his eyes whilst Loubet, by way of procuring 
some, tore down several palings inclosing a neighbouring 
garden. When Jean began to talk, however, of cooking some 
rice and bacon, it became necessary to confess that the rice 
and bacon had remained behind, on the muddy road near St. 
Etienne. Chouteau lied with effrontery, swearing that the 
packet of rice must have slipped off his knapsack without his 
noticing it, 

.* You pigs!’ exclaimed Jean, infuriated, ‘to throw food 
away when there are so many poor devils with their stomachs 
empty !’ 

Then, too, with regard to the bread, the men had not 
listened to him at starting ; and the three loaves fastened to 
the knapsacks had been thoroughly soaked by the showers, 
softened to such a degree that they were now like so much 
pap and quite uneatable. ‘A nice pickle we’re in !’ repeated 
Jean ; ‘we had everything we wanted, and now we hayen’t 
even a crust ! What hogs you fellows are !’ 

Just then a bugle call summoned the sergeants to orders, 
and the melancholy-looking Sapin came in to inform the men 
of his section that, as no distribution of rations could take 
place, they must content themselves with their field supplies. 
The convoy, it was said, had remained behind on the road on 
account of the bad weather, and the drove of cattle had gone 
astray owing to conflicting orders. It was learnt, later on 
that as the Fifth and Twelfth Corps had marched that day in 
the direction of Rethel, where head quarters were to be esta- 
peor earn the villages, as well as the inhabi- 
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more people. To make the destitution complete, the commis- 
sariat supplies had been sent to Le Chéne Populeux through 
a misunderstanding. Great throughout the campaign was 
the despair of the wretched commissaries, against whom the 
soldiers were for ever crying out, though, often enough, their 
only fault was that they punctually reached appointed places 
where the troops never arrived. 

‘Yes, you dirty pigs!’ repeated Jean, quite beside him- 
self, ‘it serves you right! You are not deserving of the 
trouble I’m going to take to try and find something for you ; 
because, after all, it’s my duty not to let you kick the bucket 
on the road.’ Thereupon he started on a journey of discovery, 
like every good corporal should do under the circumstances, 
taking with him Pache, whom he liked on account of his 
gentleness, though he considered him far too fond of priests. 

Meantime, Loubet had noticed a little farmhouse standing 
two or three hundred yards away, one of the last houses of 
Contreuve, where, it seemed to him, a good deal of business 
was being done. Calling Chouteau and Lapoulle, he said to 
them : ‘Let us havea try. I fancy we can get some grub over 
there.’ 

Maurice was left to mount guard over the pot of boiling 
water, with orders to keep the fire alight. He had seated 
himself on his blanket, with his shoe off so that the sore on 
his heel might dry. He was interested at the sight which the 
camp presented with all the squads at sixes and sevens since 
they had learnt that there would be no distribution of provi- 
sions. He became conscious that some of the troops were 
always short of everything, whilst others lived in abundance ; 
in fact, it all depended on the foresight and skill of the 
corporals and the men. Amid the stir and bustle around him, 
he noticed, on glancing between the tents and the piles of 
arms, that some fellows had not even been able to light a fire, 
and that others, resigning themselves to circumstances, had 
already retired for the night ; whilst others again, on the con- 
trary, were eating, he could not tell what, but doubtless some- 
thing nice, with keen appetite and relish. He was also struck 
by the beautiful order that prevailed among the reserve artil- 
lery encamped on a hill above him. As the sun set, it shone 
forth between two clouds, casting a glow over the guns, which 
the artillerymen had already carefully cleansed of all the mud 
that they had been splashed with during the march. ; 

Meantime the commander of the brigade, General Bourgain- 
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Desfeuilles, had installed himself comfortably at the little 
farmhouse whither Loubet and his comrades had betaken them- 
selves. The general had found a fairly good bed there, and 
was seated before an omelet and a roast fowl, which had put 
him in an excellent humour ; and Colonel de Vineuil having 
come to speak to him respecting some matter of detail, he had 
invited him to stay and dine with him. So they both sat 
there eating, waited upon by a big, fair fellow, who had only 
been three days in the farmer’s employ, and who declared 
himself to be an Alsatian refugee, carried away in the rout of 
Freeschweiler. The general talked openly in presence of this 
man, commented on the march of the troops, and then, for- 
getting that the fellow did not belong to the Ardennes, began 
questioning him respecting the roads and the distances. Pain- 
fully affected by the thorough ignorance which the general’s 
questions revealed, the colonel, who, for his part, had formerly 
resided at Mézitres, supplied some precise particulars, where- 
upon the general vented his feelings in the exclamation : ‘How 
idiotic it allis! How can one fight in a country one knows 
nothing whatever about ?’ 

The colonel made a vague, despairing gesture. He knew 
very well that maps of Germany had been distributed to all 
the officers as soon as ever war was declared, whereas not one 
of them had a map of France in his possession. All that the 
colonel had seen and heard during the past month, had con- 
tributed to overwhelm him. Somewhat weak, and of limite 
capacity, liked rather than feared by his men, he no longer 
felt able to exercise authority ; of all his powers, courage alone 
remained to him. 

‘Can’t one even dine quietly ?’ suddenly shouted the 
general, ‘What are they brawling about? Here, you, the 
Alsatian, go and see what it all means.’ 

The farmer, however, made his appearance, exasperated, 
gesticulating and sobbing. He was being plundered—some 
Chasseurs and Zouaves were pillaging his house. Being the 
only person in the village who had any eggs, potatoes, and 
rabbits to dispose of, he had been foolish enough to think of 
doing a bit of trade. Without cheating the men overmuch, 
he pocketed their money and handed over his goods ; so much 
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peasants, during the war, hid all they possessed and refused 
the soldiers at times even a drink of water, it was through 
fear of the slow, irresistible onslaught of some such human 
tide, which, once admitted, might sweep them out of doors 
and carry away their homes. 

‘Ah! my good fellow, just let me be !’ replied the general 
to the complaining farmer, with an air of displeasure. ‘We 
should have to shoot a dozen of those rascals every day, and 
we can’t do it.’ Thereupon he ordered the door to be shut, so 
that he might not be obliged to act rigorously, whilst the 
colonel explained that no rations having been distributed, the 
men were hungry. - 

Meantime, Loubet had found a field of potatoes near the 
house, and had rushed at it in company with Lapoulle, both of 
them tearing up the plants, grubbing up the potatoes with 
their hands, and filling their pockets with them. But on 
hearing Chouteau, who was looking over a low wall, whistle 
to them to approach, they ran up, and at the sight they beheld 
vented their feelings in exclamations. A flock of a dozen 
magnificent geese was promenading majestically in a narrow 
courtyard. The men at once held council, and Lapoulle was 
prevailed upon to jump over the wall. There was a terrible 
tight ; the goose he seized almost bit off his nose with its 
terrible shear-like bill, whereupon he caught it by the neck 
and tried to strangle it, whilst it dug its powerful webbed feet 
into his arms and stomach. At last he had to crush its head 
with a blow of his sturdy fist, but even then it continued 
struggling and he made all haste to decamp, followed by the 
other birds of the flock, who were tearing his legs. 

As the three men returned, with the goose and the potatoes 
stowed away in a sack, they met Jean and Pache coming back, 
well pleased, on their side, with the result of their expedition, 
for they were laden with four new loaves and a cheese, pur- 
chased of a worthy old peasant woman. ‘The water’s boiling, 
so we'll make some coffee,’ said the corporal. ‘We have some 
bread and some cheese—it’ll be a regular feast.’ : 

But he suddenly perceived the goose stretched out at his 
feet, and could not help laughing. He felt the bird in a 
knowing way, and was quite overcome with admiration. ‘The 
devil !’ said he, ‘she’s plump and no mistake. She must weigh 
about twenty pounds.’ 

‘We happened to meet her,’ explained Loubet with that 
waggish air of his, ‘and she desired to make our acquaintance. 
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Jean waved his hand, as much as to say that he did not 
wish to know any more. Men must live, and, besides, why 
shouldn’t these poor devils, who could hardly remember what 
poultry tasted like, have a bit of a treat once in a way q 
Loubet was already lighting a bright fire, whilst Pache and 
Lapoulle tore the feathers off the bird, and Chouteau ran up 
to the artillery camp to ask for a piece of string. When he 
returned he hung the goose from a couple of bayonets in front 
of the bright fire, and Maurice was appointed to give it a dig 
now and then, so as to make it turn. The fat fell into the 
squad’s platter placed underneath, and the entire regiment, 
attracted by the savoury smell, formed a circle around. And 
what a feast there was! Roast goose, boiled potatoes, bread 
and cheese! When Jean had cut up the bird, the squad began 
gorging. There was no question of portions, they one and all 
tucked away till they could eat no more; and a piece was 
even presented to the artillerymen who had provided the 
string. 

It happened that evening that the officers of the regiment 
had to fast. Owing to wrong directions, the sutler’s van had 
gone astray; it had no doubt followed the great convoy. 
Although the men suffered when no rations were given out, 
they generally ended by securing something to eat—they 
helped one another, the soldiers of each squad shared whatever 
they happened to have ; but the officer, isolated, left to his 
own resources, hac no alternative but to starve when the can- 
teen did not turn up. Accordingly, Chouteau, who had heard 
Captain Beaudoin complaining of the disappearance of the 
provision van, began to sneer and jeer when—whilst tackling 
some of the goose’s carcass—he saw the captain pass by with 
a proud, stiff air. ‘Look at him,’ he said, tipping the others a 
wink. ‘See how he’s sniffing. He'd give five francs for the 
parson’s nose.’ 

They all began to laugh at the captain’s hunger, for he was 
not popular among his men ; they considered him too young 
and too severe, too prone to reprimand them unnecessarily. 
It seemed for a moment as if he intended to reprove the squad 
for the scandal which that goose of theirs was causing ; but 
the fear no doubt of showing how hungry he was, induced him 
to walk off with his head erect as if he had seen nothing. As 
for Lieutenant Rochas, who was also feeling terribly hungry, 
he meandered round the fortunate squad, laughing in a good- 
natured way. He was greatly liked by his men, first because 
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he execrated that puppy, the captain, who owed his rank as 
an officer to his attendance at the military school of St. Cyr, 
and, secondly, because in time past he had carried the knap- 
sack like themselves. And yet he was not always a pleasant 
customer to deal with, being at times so coarse and insulting 
in his language that he positively deserved cuffing. After 
exchanging glances with his comrades, by way of consulting 
them, Jean rose up and induced Rochas to follow him behind 
the tent. ‘Beg pardon, sir,’ he said, ‘but without offending 
you, may we offer you some of this?’ And thereupon he 
passed him a large piece of bread with a platter on which was 
one of the goose’s legs, atop of half a dozen large potatoes. 

Again that night the squad needed no rocking to sleep. The 
six men digested that bird with their fists clenched. They 
owed thanks to the corporal for the firm manner in which he 
had pitched their tent, for they were not even aware of a 
violent squall which blew over the camp at about two o’clock 
in the morning, accompanied by driving rain. Some tents 
were carried away, and the men, starting from their sleep, 
were soaked through, and had to run hither and thither in the 
darkness ; but the squad’s tent resisted the onslaught of the 
wind, and the men were comfortably under cover with not a 
drop of water to inconvenience them, thanks to the little 
trenches into which the rain dribbled. 

Maurice awoke at daybreak, and, as the march was not to 
be resumed before eight o'clock, he decided to climb the hill 
where the reserve artillery was encamped, so as to shake hands 
with his cousin Honoré. After that good night’s rest his foot 
caused him less pain. He was struck with admiring astonish- 
ment on seeing how well the park was dressed, the six guns 
of each battery correctly aligned and followed by the caissons, 
ammunition, and forage vans, and field smithies. Farther off, 
the picketed horses were neighing with their heads turned 
towards the rising sun. And Maurice immediately found 
Honoré’s tent, thanks to the orderly system that allots one 
row of tents to the men of each gun; so that the number of 
guns is clearly indicated by the aspect of an artillery encamp- 
ment. 

The artillerymen were already up, and were taking their 
coffee, when Maurice arrived and found that a quarrel had 
broken out between Adolphe, the front driver, and his chum 
Louis, the gunner. They had got on very well together, ex- 
cept with regard to messing, during the three years that they 
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had chummed together—according to the system by which, in 
the French artillery, a driver and a gunner are coupled. Louis, 
who was very intelligent, and the better educated of the two, 
cheerfully accepted the state of dependence in which every 
mounted man keeps the footman his comrade, and he pitched 
the tent, performed the fatigue duties, and looked after the 
soupe, whilst Adolphe, with an air of superiority, simply 
attended to his two horses. At the same time, however, 
Louis, who was dark and thin and afflicted with an excessive 
appetite, revolted when his comrade, a tall fellow with bushy 
fair moustaches, presumed to help himself like a master. That 
morning, for instance, the quarrel had arisen through Louis 
accusing Adolphe of drinking all the coffee which he, Louis, 
had made. It became necessary to reconcile them. 

Every morning, immediately after the reveille, Honoré went 
to have a look at his gun, and saw that the night dew was 
carefully wiped from it in his presence, just as though it were 
a question of rubbing down some favourite horse, for fear lest 
it should catch cold. And he was standing there, like a 
father, watching the gun shine in the clear atmosphere of the 
dawn, when he recognised Maurice: ‘Hallo!’ he said ; ‘I 
knew that the 106th was near by. I received a letter from 
Remilly, yesterday, and I meant to have gone down to you. 
Let’s go and drink a cup of white wine.’ 

So that they might be alone together, he took him towards 
the little farmhouse plundered the day before, whose peasant 
owner, altogether incorrigible and still eager for gain, had now 
tapped a cask of white wine in view of playing the taverner. 
He served the liquor on a plank outside his door, at a charge 
of four sows the glass, being assisted in the work by the man 
whom he had engaged three days previously, the colossal, fair- 
haired Alsatian. Honoré and Maurice were already chinking 
glasses, when the eyes of the former fell upon the so-called 
refugee. For an instant he scanned his face with an air of 
stupefaction. Then he swore a terrible oath : ‘By the thun- 
der of God! Goliath !’ 

He sprang forward, wishing to seize the scamp by the 
throat, but the farmer, imagining that his house was about to 
be pillaged afresh, darted back and barricaded the door. 
There was a moment’s confusion, and all the soldiers present 
rushed forward, whilst the infuriated quartermaster almost 
choked himself with shouting: ‘Open! open! you cursed 
fool! The fellow’s a spy ; I tell you, he’s a spy ! 
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Maurice no longer doubted it. He had fully recognised 
the man who had been set at liberty at the camp of Mulhausen 
for lack of proof against him, and this man was Goliath, 
whom old Fouchard of Remilly had formerly employed. When 
the farmer, however, was at last prevailed upon to open his 
door, they searched the farm in vain, the so-called Alsatian 
had disappeared. That good-natured looking, fair-haired co- 
lossus, whom General Bourgain-Desfeuilles had questioned to 
no purpose whilst dining the day before, and in whose pre- 
sence he had carelessly confessed his own ignorance and be- 
wilderment, had gone off! The rascal had no doubt jumped 
out by a back window, which was found open, but it was in 
vain that they scoured the surrounding fields ; huge though 
he was, the fellow had vanished like smoke. 

Maurice was obliged to lead Honoré away, for in his 
despair the quartermaster was on the point of telling his 
comrades more than was advisable of certain sad family affairs 
which they had no need to know. ‘Thunder! I should have 
so liked to strangle him!’ said Honoré; ‘I was the more 
enraged against him on account of the letter I’ve received.’ 
Then, as they had both seated themselves against a rick at a 
few steps from the farmhouse, he handed the letter in question 
to Maurice. 

That love affair between Honoré Fouchard and Silvine 
Morange was but the old, old story. She, a dark-complexioned 
girl, with beautiful submissive eyes, had, when very young, 
lost her mother, a workwoman employed at a factory at Rau- 
court. She was a natural child, and Dr. Dalichamp, her god- 
father, a worthy man who was always ready to adopt the off- 
spring of the poor creatures he attended, had found her a 
situation as servant girl with Fouchard, the father. The old 
peasant, who in his eagerness for gain had turned butcher, 
hawking his meat through a score of surrounding villages, was 
certainly frightfully avaricious, and a pitiless hard master as 
well ; but the doctor reasoned that he would watch over the 
girl, and that she, providing she worked well, would at all 
events not lack her daily bread. In any case, she would 
escape the loose life of the factory. Then it naturally came to 
pass that young Fouchard and the little servant girl fell in 
love with one another. Honoré was sixteen when she was 
twelve, and when she was sixteen he was twenty. Then, when 
he drew his number at the conscription, he was delighted to 
find it a good one, and determined to marry her. There had 
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never been any impropriety between them ; Honoré was, in- 
deed, of a calm, thoughtful disposition, and at the most they 
had kissed each other in the barn. However, when Honoré 
broached the subject of the marriage to his father, the latter 
was exasperated, and stubbornly declared that it should not 
take place whilst he was living. Still, he kept the girl in his 
service, thinking, perhaps, that the young fellow’s fancy 
would pass off ; hoping, too, possibly, for things that did not 
happen. Two years went by, and Honoré and Silvine still 
loved each other, and longed to marry ; but at last there was 
a terrible scene between the father and the son, and the latter, 
unable to remain any longer in the house, enlisted, and was 
sent to Algeria, whilst the old man obstinately kept his ser- 
vant girl, with whom he was well satisfied. 

Then came to pass that frightful thing that wrecked poor 
Silvine’s life. She had sworn to wait for Honoré, but a fort- 
night after his departure she became the prey of Goliath 
Steinberg—the Prussian, as he was called—a tall, genial- 
looking chap, with short, fair hair, and a pink, smiling face, 
who had been in Fouchard’s employ as farm-hand for some 
months already, and had become Honoré’s comrade and con- 
fidant. Had old Fouchard stealthily brought this to pass ? 
Had there been seduction or violence?  Silvine herself no 
longer knew ; she was overwhelmed. Becoming enceinte, how- 
ever, sheaccepted the necessity of marrying Goliath, and he, with 
a smiling face, agreed to it ; but he repeatedly postponed the 
date of the ceremony, until at last, on the very eve of Silvine’s 
accouchement, he suddenly disappeared. It was reported later 
on that he had found a situation at another farm in the diree- 
tion of Beaumont. Since then three years had elapsed, and 
nobody at Remilly imagined that this worthy fellow, Goliath, 
so attentive to the girls, was simply one of the spies with 
whom Germany had peopled the Eastern provinces of France. 
When Honoré in Algeria heard of what had happened, it was 
as if the fierce tropical sun had stretched him prostrate by 
dealing him a burning blow on the nape of the neck. He re- 
mained for three months in the hospital, but would never 
apply for a furlough to go home, through fear lest he should 
again meet Silvine and see her child. 

The artilleryman’s hands trembled whilst Maurice was 
reading the letter. It was a letter from Silvine, the first and 
only one she had ever written to him. What feeling had 
prompted her to write it—she, so submissive and silent, but 
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whose beautiful black eyes acquired at times an expression of 
wondrous resolution, despite her perpetual servitude? She 
simply said that she knew he had gone to the war, and that as 
she might never see him again she felt too much sorrow at the 
thought that he might die fancying she no longer loved 
-him ; but she did love him, and had never loved anyone but 
him ; and she repeated this, over and over again, throughout 
four long pages, constantly making use of the same words, but 
not seeking to excuse herself or even to explain what had 
happened. And not a word did she say of the child ; her 
letter was but a farewell, full of infinite tenderness. 

Maurice, in whom his cousin had formerly contided, felt 
deeply touched on reading what Silvine had written. On 
raising his eyes, he saw that Honoré was in tears, and he 
embraced him like a brother. ‘My poor Honoré,’ he said. 

The quartermaster was already gulping down his emotion, 
however, and he carefully replaced the letter on his chest, and 
then again buttoned up his uniform. ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘it up- 
sets one. Ah! if I could only have strangled that bandit! 
Well, we shall see.’ 

The bugles were now sounding the signal for raising the 
camp, and they both had to run to their tents. The prepara- 
tions for departure dragged on, however, and the men had to 
wait till nearly nine o’clock before receiving orders to start. 
Hesitation seemed to have again seized hold of the commanders : 
there was no more of that fine resolution shown during the 
first two days, when the Seventh Corps had covered eight-and- 
thirty miles in a couple of marches. Singular and disquieting 
information had been circulating since daybreak ; the other 
three army corps, it appeared, had been marching northward, 
the First to Juniville, and the Fifth and the Twelfth to Rethel, 
an illogical march which could only be explained by a need of 
obtaining supplies. Were they not to continue their advance 
upon Verdun? Why wasa day lost? The worst was that 
the Prussians could not be far off, now, for the officers had 
warned their men not to straggle, as any laggards might 
be carried off by the reconnoitring parties of the enemy’s 
cavalry. 

It was now the 25th of August, and subsequently, on 
recollecting Goliath’s disappearance, Maurice felt convinced 
that this seamp was one of the men who supplied the enemy's 
staff with the precise information respecting the march of the 
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front carried out by the third German army. The Crown 
Prince left Revigny on the very next day, and the necessary 
evolutions at once began for that flank attack, that gigantic 
scheme of encircling the French troops by dint of forced 
marches, effected in admirable order through Champagne and 
the Ardennes. Whilst the French were hesitating and oscil- 
lating on the spot where they found themselves, as though 
suddenly struck with paralysis, the Germans, surrounded by 
an immense circle of light cavalry beating the country, 
marched as many as twenty-five miles a day, driving the 
flock of men whom they were hunting towards the forests on 
the frontier.! 

However, the Seventh Corps set out at last, on that morn- 
ing of the 25th of August, and, wheeling to the left, simply 
covered the two short leagues separating Contreuve from 
Vouziers ; whilst the Fifth and Twelfth Corps remained at 
Rethel, and the First halted at Attigny. Between Contreuve 
and the valley of the Aisne there were some more plains as 
barren as ever. As the men approached Vouziers, the road 
wound between stretches of grey soil and desolate hillocks, 
without a house or even a tree in sight, nothing but mournful 
desert-like scenery ; and the march, short as it was, was ac- 
complished in a weary, dispirited fashion, which lengthened 
it terribly. At noon the 106th halted on the left bank of the 
Aisne, the men forming their bivouacs on high barren ground, 
the last spurs of which overlooked the valley. Thence they 
kept watch over the Monthois road, which skirts the river, 
and by which they expected to see the enemy appear. 

Maurice was altogether stupefied when he suddenly 
noticed General Margueritte’s division—all the reserve 
cavalry, charged to support the Seventh Corps and to recon- 
noitre on the army’s left flank—approaching by way of this 
Monthois road. It was rumoured that it was proceeding up- 
country towards Le Chéne Populeux. But what could be the 
object in thus weakening the Seventh Corps, the only wing of 
the army that was threatened? Why were these two thou- 

* The marching powers of the German infantry are well known. 
Before a Pr ussian recruit is entered in a foot regiment he is carefully 
examined in order to see whether his feet will bear the strain of long 
marches, and the greatest attention is paid to the fit of the excellent 
boots with which he is provided. In war time, moreover, whenever 
practicable, the knapsacks are conveyed in a cart attached tu each com- 


pany, in order to facilitate rapid motion. Such care is sure to reap its 
reward.—77'ans, 


ON THE MARCH—THE SPY 83 


sand horsemen, who should have been sent to reconnoitre the 
country for leagues around, suddenly ordered to the very 
centre of the French forces, where they could be of no use 
whatever? The worst was that they came up in the midst of 
the maneuvres which the Seventh Corps was executing, and 
almost cut its columns in twain—men, guns, and horses being 
mingled in inextricable confusion. Some of the Chasseurs 
d'Afrique had to wait a couple of hours just outside Vouziers. 

Whilst they were there, Maurice chanced to recognise 
Prosper, who had halted his horse beside a pool, and they 
were able to have a short chat together. The Chasseur 
seemed dazed and stupefied ; he had understood nothing and 
seen nothing since Jeaving Rheims—yes, though, he had, he 
had seen another couple of Uhlans, beggars who appeared and 
disappeared without anyone knowing where they came from 
or whither they went. All manner of stories were already 
being told of them ; four Uhlans galloped into a town with 
revolvers in their hands, rode through it, and conquered it, 
twelve miles ahead of their army corps. They were every- 
where, preceding the columns like buzzing bees, forming, so 
to say, shifting curtains, behind which the infantry dissembled 
its movements and marched along in perfect security as in 
time of peace. And Maurice felt a pang at his heart as he 
glanced at the road covered with Chasseurs and Hussars, 
whose services were so indifferently utilised. 

‘Well, till we meet again,’ said he, shaking hands with 
Prosper ; ‘perhaps they need you up there all the same.’ 

But the Chasseur seemed disgusted with the sorry work 
he was ordered to do, and as he stroked Zephyr with a mourn- 
ful air, he answered : ‘Oh, humbug! they kill the horses and 
do nothing with the men. It’s disgusting.’ 

That evening, when Maurice took off his shoe to look at 
his heel, which was throbbing quite feverishly, he tore away 
a piece of skin. Some blood spurted from the wound, and he 
gave acry of pain. Jean, who was there, was affected with 
anxious compassion: ‘I say, it’s getting serious,’ he ex- 
claimed ; ‘you'll be laid up. It must be attended to. Let 
me see to it.’ - 

Kneeling down, he then washed the sore, and dressed it 
with a strip of clean linen, which he took out of his knap- 
sack. There was something motherly in his gestures ; he dis- 
played all the gentleness of an experienced man whose big 


fingers can acquire a delicate touch whenever pee re- 
G 


84 FROM THE RHINE TO THE MEUSE 


quires. An invincible feeling of affection stole over Maurice, 
and his eyes became dim. It was as if he had found a 
brother in this peasant, whom he had formerly execrated, and 
whom he had still despised only the day before. ‘You're a 
good fellow,’ he said. ‘Thanks, old man.’ : ; 

Then Jean, looking very happy, responded with his quiet 
smile ; ‘Now, youngster, I’ve still some tobacco left. Will 
you have a cigarette ?” 


CHAPTER V 


IN BATTLE ARRAY—THE NIGHT OF THE CRIME 


WueEn Maurice rose on the morrow, August 26, he was aching 
all over, and his shoulders were quite sore after that night 
spent in the tent. He was not yet accustomed to sleeping on 
the hard ground, and as orders had been issued the previous 
evening forbidding the men to take off their shoes, and the 
sergeants had gone round feeling in the darkness to make sure 
that everyone was properly shod and gaitered, his foot was 
scarcely any better, being still painful and feverishly hot. Be- 
sides, he must have caught cold in his legs when he had allowed 
them to project beyond the canvas in view of stretching him- 
self. Jean immediately said to him : ‘If we are marching to- 
day you would do well to see the major,! and get him to put 
you into one of the vans.’ 

Nothing certain was known, however ; the most contra- 
dictory rumours were current. At one moment it was thought 
they were about to resume their march, for the camp was 
raised and the army corps passed through Vouziers, leaving 
only a brigade of the Second Division on the left bank of the 
Aisne, to continue watching the road from Monthois. Then, 
on reaching the right bank, on the other side of the town, the 
men were suddenly halted, and arms were piled in the fields 
and meadows extending right and left of the road to Grand- 
Pré. At this moment the departure of the 4th Hussars, who 


set out along this Grand-Pré road at a fast trot, gave rise to 
all sorts of conjectures. 


‘ Meaning the Surgeon. French army surgeons are commonly desig- 
nated by their military rank, without reference to their medical quali- 
tications,— 77ans. 
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‘If the regiment remains here, I shall stay with you,’ de- 
clared Maurice, who did not at all care for that idea of the 
major and the ambulance van. 

They soon learned, indeed, that they were to encamp there 
until General Douay had obtained precise information respect- 
ing the enemy’s march. Since the day before—since he had seen 
Margueritte’s division proceed up-country towards Le Chéne 
Populeux—the general’s anxiety had been increasing, for he 
knew that he was no longer covered, that there was no longer 
a single man guarding the defiles of the Argonne, and that 
consequently he might be attacked at any moment. On this 
account he had just despatched the 4th Hussars to reconnoitre 
the country as far as the defiles of Grand-Pré and La Croix- 
aux-Bois, with orders to procure him some information at any 
cost. 

Bread, meat and forage had been given out the day before, 
thanks to the energy of the Mayor of Vouziers; and that 
morning, at about ten o’clock, orders had just been issued that 
the men might cook their sowpe—since they might not be able 
to do so later on—when a general flutter was occasioned by 
the departure of some more troops, General Bordas’s brigade, 
which took the same road as the Hussars. What was up ? 
Were they all going to start? Wouldn’t they be allowed to 
have a quiet meal now that the pots were on the fires! Some 
of the officers thereupon explained that Bordas’s brigade had 
simply received orders to occupy Buzancy, a few miles away, 
whilst others, it must be admitted, asserted that the Hussars 
had come in contact with a large force of the enemy’s cavalry, 
and that the brigade had been sent to the front to extricate 
them. 

Maurice now enjoyed a few delightful hours of repose. He 
had stretched himself out in a field, where the regiment was 
encamped halfway up the height, and, numbed as it were with 
fatigue, he lay there gazing over the verdant valley of the 
Aisne, with its meadows dotted with tufts of trees through 
which the river slowly coursed. In front of him Vouziers was 
reared, built in amphitheatral fashion, and closing the valley, 
its roofs rising one above the other, crowned by the dome- 
covered tower and the tapering steeple of the church. Down 
below, near the bridge, the tannery chimneys were smoking, 
whilst at the other end of the town the buildings of a large 
mill, white with flour, were to be seen among the foliage on 
the river bank, And this view of the little town, rising aboye 
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the tall rushes, was in Maurice’s eyes invested with a tender 
charm as though he had again become a Sensitive being, a 
dreamer. His youth seemed to be coming back to him, the 
days long past which he had spent at Vouziers at the time 
when his home was at Le Chéne, his native place. For an 
hour or so he forgot everything else. 

The sowpe had long since been eaten, and the men were 
still waiting, when at about half-past two o’cleck an increas- 
ing agitation spread through the camp. Orders sped right and 
left, the meadows were evacuated, and all the troops climbed 
and ranged themselves on the hills between a couple of villages, 
Chestres and Falaise, lying some two or three miles apart. 
The Engineers at once began digging trenches and raising 
breastworks, whilst the reserve artillery placed itself on the 
left, crowning a hillock there. A rumour spread that General 
Bordas had just sent an estafette to say that having en- 
countered superior forces at Grand-Pré he was forced to fall 
back on Buzancy, which made one fear that his line of retreat 
on Vouziers might soon be intercepted. The commander of 
the Seventh Corps, believing an attack imminent, had there- 
fore decided to place his men in position so that he might 
withstand the onslaught until the remainder of the army came 
up to support him ; and one of his aides-de-camp had already 
started off with a letter, informing Marshal MacMahon of the 
situation, and asking him for help. Then, fearing the em- 
barrassment which might be occasioned by that interminable 
convoy of supplies, which had again joined the corps during 
the night, the general set it in motion at once, ordering it, in 
haphazard fashion, to proceed in the direction of Chagny. 
All this meant fighting. 

‘So it’s serious, sir, this time ?’ Maurice ventured to ask 
Lieutenant Rochas. 

‘Oh, yes, it !’ replied the lieutenant waving his long 
arm ; ‘you'll see how hot it will be by-and-by,’ 

All the men were delighted. Since the line of battle had 
been formed from Chestres to Falaise the animation of the 
camp had become still greater, and feverish impatience was 
seizing hold of the men. At last, then, they were about to see 
those Prussians, whom the newspapers described as being worn 
out with marching and exhausted by disease, who were said to 
be famished and clad in rags ; and the hope of overthrowing 


them at the first brush raised everybody’s courage. 


‘So we’ve found one another at last, and a good job er 
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said Jean. ‘We've been playing at hide and seek quite long 
enough ; ever since we lost each other near the frontier, after 
that battle. But are these the ones who beat MacMahon ?’ 

Maurice hesitated, and was unable to answer. According 
to what he had read at Rheims, it seemed to him difficult that 
the third German army, commanded by the Crown Prince of 
Prussia, could be at Vouziers when a couple of days previously 
it appeared to have encamped in the vicinity of Vitry-le- 
Francois. There had certainly been some mention of a fourth 
army, under the orders of the Crown Prince of Saxony, which 
was to operate on the Meuse ; and probably it was this one 
that they were about to encounter, though the rapidity of the 
occupation of Grand-Pré astonished him, as the Meuse was so 
far away. Maurice’s ideas became altogether confused, how- 
ever, when, to his stupefaction, he heard General Bourgain- 
Desfeuilles asking a peasant of Falaise whether the Meuse did 
not pass by Buzancy, and whether there were not some strong 
bridges there. Moreover, in his serene ignorance, the general 
asserted that they were about to be attacked by a column of 
one hundred thousand men coming from Grand-Pré, whilst 
another of sixty thousand was advancing by way of Ste. 
Menehould. 

‘And your foot ?’ asked Jean, addressing Maurice. 

‘T no longer feel it,’ the latter replied, with a laugh. ‘If 
we fight, I shall be aJl right.’ 

This was true; such intense nervous excitement buoyed 
him up that he no longer seemed to tread the ground. To 
think that he had not burnt a cartridge since the campaign 
began! He had marched to the frontier, he had spent that 
terrible night of anguish before Mulhausen, without seeing a 
Prussian, without firing a shot ; and then he had been obliged 
to retreat, first to Belfort, and then to Rheims ; and now for 
five days past he had again been marching to meet the enemy, 
and his chassepot was still immaculate, unused. He ex- 
perienced an increasing need, a slowly gathering longing to 
level his gun and fire at anyone or anything, in order to ease 
his nerves. During the six weeks or so that had elapsed since 
he had enlisted in a spasm of enthusiasm, imagining that he 
would fight the very next day, he had only employed his poor 
delicate feet in running away and tramping along, afar from 
any field of battle. Thus it happened that amid the feverish 
expectancy of the entire corps, he was one of those who con- 
sulted with the most impatience that Grand-Pré road, which 
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stretched far away into the distance in a straight line between 
two rows of lovely trees. The valley where the Aisne coursed 
like a silver ribbon among the poplars and the willows, was 
spread out below him ; but his eyes returned perforce to the 
road lying yonder. 

There was an alert at about four o’clock. The 4th Hussars 
came back after a long round, and stories of some encounters 
they had had with Uhlans, repeated with increasing exaggera- 
tion by all who heard them, began to circulate ; confirming 
everyone in the impression that an attack was imminent. Hate 
couple of hours later a fresh estafette arrived with a scared 
look, and explained that General Bordas no longer dared to 
leave Grand-Pré, as he was convinced that the road to Vou- 
ziers was cut. This was not yet the case, since the estafette 
had been able to pass without hindrance ; still it might occur 
at any moment, and accordingly General Dumont, the com- 
mander of the division, set out with his remaining brigade to 
extricate the other. The sun was now setting behind Vouziers, 
whose roofs stood out blackly against a large red cloud. For 
a long time the men in camp were able to see the brigade as it 
marched along between the rows of trees, but at last it faded 
from sight in the growing darkness. 

When Colonel de Vineuil came to make sure that his men 
were in good positions for the night, he was astonished not to 
find Captain Beaudoin at his post. The captain arrived, how- 
ever, from Vouziers at that very moment, and when by way 
of excusing himself he explained that he had been lunching at 
Baroness de Ladicourt’s, in the town, he received a severe re- 
primand, which, it must be admitted, he listened to in silence, 
in the irreproachable attitude of a smart officer. 

‘My lads,’ the colonel repeated, as he passed among his 
men, ‘we shall no doubt be attacked to-night or certainly 
to-morrow morning at daybreak. Mind you are ready, and 
remember that the 106th has never retreated.’ 

_ They all acclaimed him ; and indeed, in the weariness and 
discouragement that had been growing upon them since their 
departure from Rheims they all longed to finish matters with 
a, tussle. The chassepots were examined and the needles 
changed ; and then, as they had eaten their sowpe in the morn- 
ing, the men contented themselves, that night, with some 
coffee and biscuit. They received orders not to ae in; and 
picket guards were stationed at some sixteen hundred yards 
from the camp, whilst sentinels were placed as far away as the 
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banks of the Aisne. The officers sat up watching around the 
camp fires ; by the leaping glow of one of which, near a low 
wall, it was possible to distinguish every now and then the 
embroidery on the garish uniforms worn by the commander- 
in-chief and his staff, together with shadows that moved 
rapidly and anxiously, hastening at times towards the road to 
listen there for the sound of horses’ hoofs—so intense was the 
disquietude concerning the fate of the Third Division. 

At about one in the morning Maurice was stationed as 
sentry at the edge of a field of plum trees, between the road 
and the river. The night was as black as ink, and as soon as 
he found hiinself alone in the overwhelming silence of the 
sleeping country he felt a sensation of fear take possession of 
him, a terrible fear which he had never before experienced, 
and which he was unable to conquer, despite a tremor of anger 
and shame. He turned round in the hope that the sight of 
the camp fires would tranquillise him, but they were hidden 
by a little wood, and only a sea of darkness stretched behind 
him, save that at a great distance away a few solitary lights 
shone out from the houses of Vouziers, whose inhabitants, 
warned, no doubt, of the state of affairs, and shuddering at 
the idea of the approaching battle, had not retired to rest. 
What completed Maurice’s fright was that on levelling his 
chassepot he found that he could not even distinguish its 
sight. Then began a cruel spell of waiting, with all the facul- 
ties of his being centred in the sense of hearing—his ears open 
to almost imperceptible sounds, and filling at last with a thun- 
derous uproar. The trickling of some distant water, the light 
stir of some leaves, the spring of an insect—all acquired a 
deafening sonority. Was not that the gallop of horses, the 
continuous rumble of artillery coming straight towards him 
from over yonder? What was that sound he heard on the 
left—was it not a cautious whisper, the stifled voices of some 
advanced guard creeping forward in the darkness and prepar- 
ing a surprise? On three occasions he was on the point of 
tiring to give the alarm. The fear of being mistaken, of ap- 
pearing ridiculous, increased his discomfort. He had knelt 
down, resting his left shoulder against a tree, and it seemed 
as if he had been there for hours, as if he had been forgotten 
and the army had gone away without him. Then suddenly he 
no longer felt frightened, but clearly distinguished the rhyth- 
mical tread of infantry marching along the road, which he 
knew to be some two hundred yards away, He immediately 
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felt convinced that this was General Dumont, bringing back 
Bordas’s brigade, the troops who had remained in distress at 
Grand-Pré, and whose return was so anxiously awaited. Just 
then he was relieved, his sentry duty having barely lasted the 
regulation hour. 

It was, indeed, the Third Division returning to the camp, 
and the relief was immense. But at the same time more 
minute precautions were taken, for the information brought 
back by the returning generals confirmed all that the com- 
mander thought he knew respecting the enemy’s approach. A 
few prisoners had been brought in, some dark Uhlans, draped 
in large cloaks, but these refused to answer the questions put 
to them. The morning twilight, the lurid dawn of a rainy 
day was now rising amid the unremitting expectancy, fraught 
with enervating impatience, that filled every breast. For 
nearly fourteen hours the men had not dared to close their 
eyes. At about seven o'clock Lieutenant Rochas related that 
MacMahon was approaching with the entire army. The truth, 
however, was that General Douay, in reply to his despatch of 
the previous day, announcing that a battle near Vouziers was 
inevitable, had received a letter from the marshal telling him 
to hold out until it was possible to support him. The army’s 
forward movement was now arrested, the First Corps advanced 
upon Terron, and the Fifth on Buzancy, whilst the Twelfth 
remained at Le Chéne, to form a second line there ; and now 
the general expectancy increased, no mere engagement was to 
be fought, but a great battle, in which the entire army would 
participate, for which purpose it was turning aside from the 
Meuse to march southwards through the valley of the Aisne. 
The men again. had to content themselves with coffee and 
biscuit, their commanders not daring to let them cook their 
soupe since the tussle was for noon at the latest—at least so 
everybody repeated, without knowing why. An aide-de-camp 
had just been despatched to the marshal with the view of 
hastening the arrival of the expected succour, since the ap- 
proach of the two hostile armies was becoming more and more 
certain. ; and three hours later another officer galloped off to 
Le Chéne, where head quarters were established, to ask for 
orders, so greatly had General Douay’s disquietude increased 

consequence of the information brought him by a village 
wor, who declared he had seen a hundred thousand men at 
Grand-Pré, whilst another hundred thousand we 


by way of Buzancy, tO ou eo 
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Noon came, but there was still not a Prussian to be seen. 
One o'clock, two o’clock passed, still nothing. Then lassitude 
came, and with it doubt. In bantering voices the men began 
to Jeer at their generals, who had taken fright, perhaps, at 
sight of their own shadows on some wall. It would be a 
charity to provide them with spectacles. Nice humbugs 
they were to have set everybody agog for nothing! And 
a wag called out: ‘Is it the same as it was at Mulhausen, 
then ?’ 

On hearing this, Maurice, in the anguish of his recollec- 
tions, felt a pang at his heart. He remembered that foolish 
flight, that panic which had carried the Seventh Corps ten 
leagues away, although not a single German had shown him- 
self! And the same affair was beginning again ; he was fully 
convinced of it. Ifthe enemy had not attacked them, now 
that four-and-twenty hours had elapsed since the skirmish of 
Grand-Pré, it could only be that the 4th Hussars had simply 
come into collision with some reconnoitring party of the enemy’s 
cavalry. The hostile columns must still be far off, perhaps 
a couple of days’ march away. This idea suddenly terrified 
Maurice, for he thought of all the time that the French had 
lost. In three days they had barely covered a distance of two 
leagues from Contreuve to Vouziers. On the 25th the other 
army corps had marched northward, under pretence of obtaining 
supplies, whilst now, on the 27th, they were descending south- 
wards to accept a battle that no one offered them. Following 
the 4th Hussars towards the abandoned defiles of the Argonne, 
Bordas’s brigade had fancied itself lost ; and this had entailed 
the immediate advance of the remainder of the division that it 
belonged to, the immobilisation of the entire Seventh Corps, and 
finally the southward march of the rest of the army—all to no 
purpose! And Maurice reflected that each hour was of in- 
calculable value, given that mad plan of joining Bazaine, a 
plan which only a general of genius could have executed with 
the help of veterans, and provided that he rushed straight 
before him and through every obstacle, like a blizzard. 

‘We are done for |’ Maurice exclaimed, seized with despair 
in a sudden brief flash of lucidity. 

Then, as Jean, to whom he addressed himself, opened his 
eyes wide, failing to understand him, he continued in 
undertone, so that his words might only reach the corpor 
ear ; ‘The commanders are stupid rather than malicious, that’s 
certain, and they have no luck! They know nothing, they 
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foresee nothing, they have no plan, no ideas, no lucky chances 
—Ah ! everything’s against us We : 7 

The discouragement which possessed Maurice, and which 
he analysed like an intelligent, well-educated man, was in- 
creasing and weighing more and more heavily upon all the 
troops who were immobilised there, consumed with waiting 
and expectation. Doubt and a presentiment of the truth were 
dimly penetrating their sluggish brains ; and there was not a 
man among them, however limited his mental powers, who did 
not experience an uneasy consciousness that he was badly 
commanded, and ought not to have been where he was ; though 
on the other hand he could not exactly tell why it was that 
he felt so exasperated. What were they doing there, good 
heavens ! since the Prussians did not appear ? Let them either 
fight at once or go off somewhere where they could sleep in 
peace. They had had quite enough of it. The anxiety went 
on increasing every minute after the departure of the last 
aide-de-camp despatched to Le Chéne for orders, and the men 
gathered together in groups and discussed matters openly. 
Their agitation even gained the officers, who did not know 
what to reply to those who were bold enough to question them. 
And thus it came to pass that every breast was lightened as of 
a grievous burden, and gave vent toa sigh of profound delight 
when, at five o’clock, a report spread that the aide-de-camp 
had returned, and that they were now about to fall back ! 

So prudence had at last gained the upper hand! The 
Emperor and MacMahon, who had never been in favour of 
that advance on Montmédy, and who felt uneasy at the news 
that they had again been outmarched by the foe, and were 
about to find both the army of the Crown Prince of Prussia 
and that of the Crown Prince of Saxony confronting them, 
renounced all idea of that improbable junction with Bazaine, 
and decided upon retreating by way of the northern strong- 
holds, in such a manner as to fall back eventually upon Paris. 
The Seventh Corps received orders to proceed to Chagny by 
way of Le Chéne Populeux, whilst the Fifth was to march on 
Poix, and the Fifth and Twelfth on Vendresse. But if they 
were to fall back, why had they thus advanced to the Aisne— 
why had so many days been lost —why had they been subjected 
to so much fatigue, when it would have been so easy and so 
Bey them, at the time they were at Rheims, to have 

p strong positions forthwith in the valley of the Marne? 
Had their commanders no managing capacity, no military 
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talent, no common-sense even ? However, the men no longer 
took the trouble to question one another ; they forgave the 
past in their delight at the sensible decision which had at last 
been arrived at—the only method by which they might extricate 
themselves from the wasp’s nest into which they had ventured. 
From the generals down to the rank and file, one and all felt 
that they could again recover strength—nay, prove invincible— 
under Paris, and that it was there that they would beat the 
Prussians. But it was necessary to evacuate Vouziers at day- 
break, so that they might be on their march to Le Chéne before 
being attacked, and the camp at once became the scene of 
extraordinary animation, the bugles sounded and orders 
crossed, whilst the baggage train and army-service convoy 
started in advance so as to lighten the rear-guard. 

Maurice was delighted, but while he was endeavouring to 
explain to Jean the movement of the retreat which they were 
about to execute, he suddenly gave vent to a cry of pain. 
His excitement had fallen, and he again felt his foot weighing 
his leg down like lead. ‘What’s up? Has it begun again 4’ 
asked the corporal, really grieved. Then, as an idea came 
into that practical head of his, he added : ‘ Listen, youngster ; 
you told me yesterday that you had some friends at Le Chéne, 
the town where we are going. Well, you ought to get the 
major’s permission to drive there. You would have a good 
night’s rest in a comfortable bed, and to-morrow, should you 
be able to walk better, we could take you up on our way. Eh ? 
Does that suit you ?’ 

It so happened that Maurice had found an old friend of 
his father’s at Falaise, the village near which they were 
encamped ; and this man, a petty farmer, was about to take 
his daughter to Le Chéne, to confide her to the care of an 
aunt there, and had a horse, harnessed to a light cart, already 
waiting to start. 

Matters nearly turned out badly, however, at the very first 
words that Maurice addressed to Major Bouroche : ‘I have in- 
jured my foot, Monsieur le docteur,’ he began. 

On hearing this, Bouroche, shaking his large lion-like head, 
roared out: ‘I’m not Monsieur le doctewr! Who on earth 
has sent me such a soldier as you!’ Andas Maurice, quite 
scared, began to stammer an apology, he resumed : ‘I’m the 
major ; do you hear me, you idiot?’ Then realising the kind 
of man he had to deal with, he, doubtless, felt somewhat 
ashamed of himself, for he flew into a yet more violent 
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tantrum : ‘Your foot ! a fine affair! Yes, yes, I allow you. 
Get into a cart, get into a balloon if you like. We've got 
quite enough dawdlers and pillagers already ! 

When Jean helped Maurice to hoist himself into the cart, 
the latter turned round to thank him; and the two men fell 
into each other’s arms as if they were not likely ever to see one 
another again. Indeed, who could tell—what with the com- 
motion of the retreat and those Prussians who were near by ? 
Maurice was surprised to feel how great was the affection that 
already attached him to Jean. He turned round twice to 
wave his hand to him; and then he set out from the camp, 
where preparations were now being made to light some large 
fires, for the purpose of deceiving the enemy as to the army’s 
presence, whilst in reality the troops marched off, in the 
strictest silence, before the dawn of day. 

Once on the road, the petty farmer who was driving 
Maurice did not cease to bewail the evil times. He had lacked 
the necessary courage to remain at Falaise,and yet he already 
regretted having left it, repeating that he would be utterly 
ruined if the enemy should burn his house. His daughter—a 
tall, pale creature—was crying. Maurice, however—drunk, 
as it were, with weariness—did not hear either of them, but 
slept on in a sitting posture, rocked by the rapid trot of the 
little horse, which in less than an hour and a half covered the 
four leagues lying between Vouziers and Le Chéne. It was 
not yet seven o’clock, and the twilight had scarcely fallen, 
when the young fellow, shivering and perplexed, alighted on 
the Place, near the bridge spanning the canal, and in front of 
the narrow yellow house where he had been born and had 
spent the first twenty years of his life. He was going there 
in a mechanical sort of way, oblivious of the fact that the 
house had been sold to a veterinary surgeon some eighteen 
months previously. When the farmer questioned him on the 
subject, he answered that he knew very well whither he was 
bound ; and then thanked him repeatedly for his kindness in 
giving him a lift. 

_ However, whilst approaching the well in the centre of the 
little triangular Place, he stopped short, dazed, and with his 
head quite empty. Where did he really intend to go? Sud- 


denly he remembered that he had previously decided to call 


at the notary’s house, which adjoined his former home, to ask 
hospitality of the notary’s mother, that venerable, good- 


hearted old lady, Madame Desroches, who in a neighbourly 
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way had spoilt him when he was a child. But he could 
scarcely recognise Le Chéne, usually such a dead-alive little 
place, amid the extraordinary agitation that now prevailed in 
it, owing to the presence of the army corps which was camp- 
ing in its outskirts and filling its streets with officers, army 
followers, prowlers, and laggards of all descriptions. He cer- 
tainly recognised the canal, crossing the town from end to 
end and cutting athwart the central Place, the two triangular 
sections of which were united by a narrow stone bridge. Over - 
there, too, on the other bank, the mossy-roofed market could 
readily be identified, together with the Rue Berond plunging 
down on the left, and the road to Sedan stretching away on 
the right. Only, from the spot where he stood, it was neces- 
sary that he should raise his eyes and search for the slated 
belfry crowning the notary’s house, to make sure that this was 
the once deserted corner where he had played at hopscotch ; 
to such a degree, indeed, did the Rue de Vouziers in front of 
him now swarm with people, flowing along in a compact 
crowd as far as the town-hall. It seemed to him that an open 
space was being kept on the Place, and that some men were 
making the inquisitive townsfolk retire ; and, in fact, behind 
the well he beheld to his astonishment quite an assemblage of 
vehicles, vans and waggons, a perfect baggage camp, which he 
had certainly seen somewhere before. 

It was still light, the sun had scarcely sunk in the un- 
rippled water of the canal, tinging it as with blood, and 
Maurice had just decided what course he would adopt, when 
a woman, standing near by, who had been looking at him for 
a few moments, exclaimed : ‘Good heavens ! but I’m surely 
not mistaken ; you are young Levasseur ?’ 

In his turn, he then recognised Madame Combette, wife of 
a chemist whose shop was on the Place, and he began to 
explain to her that he was going to ask worthy Madame Des- 
roches for a bed; but at this she became strangely agitated 
and dragged him away, saying : ‘No, no, just come indoors 
with me. I will explain matters to you.’ Then, when they 
were in the shop and she had carefully closed the door, she 
added : ‘What, don’t you know, my dear boy, that the Em- 
peror is stopping at the Desroches’ house? It was requisi- 
tioned for him, and the Desroches are by no means pleased 
with the honour, I can tell you! To think that the poor old 
Jady, 2 woman of over seventy, has been obliged to give up 
her room to go and sleep under the eayes in a servant's bed ! 
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Everything you see on the Place there belongs to the Em- 
peror ; it’s his luggage, you understand. 5 

Yes, indeed, Maurice now well remembered that he ha 
seen those vans and carts—all the superb train, in fact, of the 
imperial household—while he was at Rheims. 

‘Ah! my dear boy, if you only knew what a number of 
things have been taken out of those vans—silver plate, and 
bottles of wine, and baskets of provisions, and beautiful linen, 
and all manner of other things besides! It went on without 
stopping for a couple of hours. I wonder where they can 
have put so many things, for the house isn’t a large one. Just 
look! See what a fire they’ve lighted in the kitchen !’ 

Maurice then turned to glance at the little two-storeyed 
white house, which stood at the corner of the Place and the 
Rue de Vouziers, a house of quiet bowrgeoise aspect, the dis- 
position of which he pictured to himself as readily as though 
he had been inside it only the day before. Downstairs there 
was the central passage running right through the house, and 
then on each floor there were four rooms. The corner first- 
floor window, overlooking the Place, was already lighted up, 
and the chemist’s wife explained that this was the window of 
the Emperor’s room. However, as she had already indicated, 
by far the greater blaze was in the kitchen, which was on the 
ground floor, with a window facing the Rue de Vouziers. The 
inhabitants of Le Chéne had never previously seen such a 
sight as this kitchen now presented, and the street was blocked 
with an incessantly renewed stream of inquisitive people all 
agape in front of that fiery furnace, where an emperor’s dinner 
was roasting and boiling. So that they might have a little 
fresh air the cooks had set the window wide open. There 
were three of them, attired in dazzling white jackets, now 
fluttering about in front of the fowls impaled on a tremen- 
dously long spit, and now stirring the sauces which were sim- 
mering in huge copper pans that shone like gold. And the 
oldest inhabitants could not remember having ever seen* so 
much fire burning, and so much food cooking at the same 
time, even on the occasion of the grandest wedding feasts 
given at the White Lion Inn. 

Combette, the chemist, a restless, weazen, little man, re- 
turned home greatly excited by all he had seen and heard. 
He appeared to be in the secret of what was passing, owing 
to his position as assessor to the mayor. It was at about half. 
past three that MacMahon had telegraphed to Bazaine that 
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the arrival of the Crown Prince of Prussia at Chalons com- 
pelled him to fall back upon the northern fortresses ; and 
another despatch was about to be sent to the Minister of 
War, warning him of the retreat, and explaining to him that 
the army was in imminent peril of being cut in twain and 
annihilated. As for the despatch addressed to Bazaine, that 
might go and welcome, but it was doubtful whether it would 
ever get to him, for all communications with Metz appeared to 
have been intercepted for some days past. The other tele- 
gram, however, was a much more serious affair; and the 
chemist, lowering his voice, related that he had heard an 
officer of high rank remark : ‘If they should be warned in 
Paris we are dished!’ This was easily understood, for every- 
one was aware of the bitter fierceness with which the 
Empress-Regent and the Ministerial Council incited the army 
to a forward march. However, the confusion was increasing 
every hour, and the most extraordinary intelligence was arriv- 
ing respecting the approach of the German armies. Was it 
possible that the Crown Prince of Prussia could be at Chalons? 
In that case, to what army belonged the Uhlans with whom 
the Hussars of the Seventh Corps had come in conflict in the 
defiles of the Argonne 1! 

‘They know nothing at head quarters,’ continued the 
chemist, waving his arms in a despairing way. ‘Ah! what a 
fearful muddle! Still, everything will be allright if the army 
retreats to-morrow.’ Then, kind-hearted man that he was at 
bottom, he resumed : ‘ Listen to me, my young friend. I will 
dress your foot: you shall dine with us and sleep upstairs 
in my assistant’s little room, since he’s bolted.’ 

Tormented, however, by a desire to see and learn, Maurice 
determined that first of all he would follow out his original 
idea by paying old Madame Desroches a visit. He was sur- 


1 In point of fact the Royal Prussian head quarters were at Bar-le- 
Duc on August 25, and it was there that the Crown Prince heard that 
MacMahon had made at first for Rheims, and then had struck off ina 
northerly direction. Count Moltke immediately decided that the army 
of the Crown Prince of Saxony, which on August 22 had started on its 
westward march from before Metz by Verdun and St. Menehould, should 
advance to meet MacMahon, and hold him in the Argonne; whilst the 
Crown Prince of Prussia’s forces hastened northward by forced marches 
in view of sweeping round the right flank of the French, and hemming 
them in against the Belgian frontier. On August 26 the Saxons were 
marching for Stenay on the Meuse and the Prussians to Clermont-en- 


Argonne and Grand-Pré.—Z7ans. 
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prised that he was not stopped at the door of the house, which, 
amid all the tumult on the Place, remained wide open without 
even a sentry to guard it. Various people, officers and ser- 
vants, were continually going in and coming out, and it seemed 
as though the commotion prevailing in the kitchen had ex- 
tended to the entire premises. However, there was no light 
on the stairs up which Maurice had to grope his way. With 
beating heart, he paused for a few seconds on the first landing, 
in front of the door of the room which he knew to be occupied 
by the Emperor, but not a sound came from this room, a 
death-like silence prevailed there. And up above, when he 
reached the threshold of the servant’s chamber where Madame 
Desroches had been compelled to take refuge, the poor old 
lady was at first quite frightened at sight of him. Having 
recognised him, however, she exclaimed: ‘Ah! my child, in 
what a dreadful moment do we meet! I would willingly have 
given the Emperor my house, but he has such frightfully ill- 
bred people with him! If you only knew how they have laid 
hands on everything, and they certainly must mean to burn 
all the fuel, for they are keeping up such monstrous fires ! 
The poor man is as pale as though he had just stepped out of 
the grave, and he looks so sad.’ Then, as the young fellow 
went off, after trying to tranquillise her, she crossed the land- 
ing and leant over the banisters. ‘There!’ she muttered, 
‘you can see him from here—Ah! we are certainly all lost ! 
Farewell, my child !’ 

Maurice had remained standing on the stairs in the dark- 
ness. On craning his neck forward he beheld, through a fan- 
light, so remarkable a scene that it dwelt for ever afterwards 
in his memory. At one end of the cold, plainly furnished 
room, the Emperor sat at a small table, laid for dinner and 
lighted on either side by a candle. In the background were 
two silent aides-de-camp, whilst a mattre dhétel stood beside 
the table, waiting. The glass had not been used, the bread 
had not been touched, some fowl’s breast lying on the plate 
was getting cold. The Emperor sat there stock-still, looking 
at the table-cloth with those dim, wavering, watery eyes that 
Hilich norway ave och 

a : when, apparently with a great 
mee. had made up his mind and hed eal a att of 
Aaa u - Ay) a lips, oa pushed all the rest aside. He had 
cha en or intense suffering, endured in secret, 

pale face look even whiter than before, 
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Downstairs, the door of the dining-room was opened just 
as Maurice passed out, and, amid the flare of the candles and 
the smoke of the dishes, he perceived a tableful of equerries, 
aides-de-camp, and chamberlains, who were emptying the 
bottles from the vans, devouring the fowls, and polishing off 
the sauces between loud bursts of conversation. Since the 
marshal’s despatch had gone off, the conviction that they were 
about to retreat had been filling all these folks with delight. 
In another week or so they would be in Paris, and have clean 
beds again. _ 

Then Mauriéesuddenly realised how terribly he was over- 
come with fatigue.” I, was, indeed, certain—the whole army 
was about to retreat, and that being so, there was nothing for 
him to do but to sleep pending the arrival of the Seventh 
Corps. He crossed the Placesagain, and once more found 
himself at the chemist’s, whére he‘dined as though ina dream. 
Then it certainly seemed to him that/his foot was dressed and 
that he was carried into a room upstairs-,_ Black night, anni- 
hilation followed. He slept on, overwhelined, and scarcely 
breathing. After an uncertain lapse of timé;however—hours 
or centuries, he could not tell—a shudder disttrbed his slum- 
bers, and he sat up in bed in the profound darkness. Where 
was he? What was that continuous roar of thunder that had 
awakened him? All at once his memory returned, and he 
hastened to the window to look out. In the obscurity down 
below a regiment of artillery was crossing the Place, usually 
so quiet at night time; the men, horses, and guns following 
each other in endless succession, at a trot which made the 
little lifeless houses fairly shake. Unreasoning disquietude 
took possession of Maurice as he beheld this sudden departure. 
What time could it be? The town-hall clock struck four. 
He was endeavouring to tranquillise himself, reflecting that 
the scene he witnessed must simply be the outcome of the 
orders issued the previous afternoon, when on turning his 
head he perceived something which gave the finishing stroke 
to his anguish. The corner first-floor window at the notary’s 
house was still lighted up, and at regular intervals the dark 
shadow of the Emperor was profiled upon the curtains. 

Maurice quickly slipped on his trousers, intending to go 
downstairs, but at this moment Combette appeared on the 
threshold carrying a candlestick and gesticulating. ‘I saw 
you from below just as I came back from the town-hall,’ he 
said, ‘and I came up to tell you the news. Just fancy! oss 

H 
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haven’t let me go to bed! For two hours past the mayor and 
T have had to attend to fresh requisitions. Yes, once again 
everything is altered. Ah! that officer who didn’t want any 
telegram to be sent to Paris was in the right ie ; : 

He continued talking for a long time in imperfect, dis- 
jointed phrases ; and Maurice, who remained silent, with 
anguish in his heart, ended by understanding him. At about 
midnight a telegram for the Emperor had arrived from the 
Minister of War, in reply to that sent to Paris by the marshal. 
The exact wording of the despatch was not known; but an 
aide-de-camp had openly declared at the town-hall that the 
Empress and the Ministerial Council feared there would be a 
revolution in Paris if the Emperor abandoned Bazaine and 
returned there. Those who had drawn up the despatch, in- 
accurately informed as to the true positions of the German 
forces, seemed to believe that the army of Chalons had an 
advance upon the enemy which it no longer possessed, and 
with an extraordinary burst of passion insisted, despite every- 
thing, on a forward march. 

‘The Emperor sent for the marshal,’ added the chemist, 
‘and they remained shut up together during nearly an hour. 
Of course, I don’t know what they said to each other, but all 
the officers have repeated to me that we are no longer retreat- 
ing, and that the march on the Meuse is resumed. We have 
just requisitioned all the ovens in the town for the First Corps, 
which to-morrow morning will arrive here in place of the 
Twelfth, whose artillery, as you can see for yourself, is at 
this moment starting for La Besace. This time it’s settled ; 
you are marching to battle.’ He paused. He also was look- 
ing at the lighted window at the notary’s. Then, with a 
thoughtful, inquisitive air, he resumed in an undertone: ‘Yes; 
what can they have said to one another? It’s comical all the 
same. A man’s threatened with danger, and, in order to 
avoid it, he decides at six o’clock that he will retreat ; then, 
at midnight, he rushes head first into that very danger, although 
the eae remains identical.’ 

aurice was still listening to the guns as they rolled alon 
through the little black town down below, to ihe horses Gag 
ting past without cessation, to the men flowing away towards 
«TE ge malibedlg the terrible Unknown of the morrow. 
Be Bee on the te window curtains he still saw the 
a ner bats oy pass by at regular intervals ; the shadow 
» kept on his legs by insomnia, pacing to and 
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fro, feeling that he must needs continue on the move despite 
all his sufferings, and with his ears full of the noise made by 
all those horses and soldiers whom he was sending to death. 
So a few hours had sufficed, and now the disaster was decided 
upon, accepted! What, indeed, could they have said to each 
other, that Emperor and that marshal, both of whom were 
aware of the calamity to which they were marching, who in the 
evening had been convinced of defeat—given the frightful 
situation in which the army would henceforth find itself—and 
who could not have changed their opinion in the morning 
since the peril was increasing hour by hour? General de 
Palikao’s plan, the lightning march on Montméddy, already a 
hazardous venture on August 22, still susceptible, possibly, of 
accomplishment on the 25th, with veterans and a captain of 
genius, became on the 27th an act of sheer madness in presence 
of the continual hesitation of the commanders and the increas- 
ing demoralisation of the troops. If both Emperor and mar- 
shal knew this, why did they yield to the pitiless voices that 
goaded them on in their indecision? The marshal, perhaps, 
had but the limited, obedient mind of the soldier, great in its 
abnegation. And the Emperor, who uo longer commanded, 
was awaiting destiny. They were asked to give their lives 
and the lives of the army, and they consented to give them. 
That was the Night of the Crime—the abominable night when 
a nation was murdered, for thenceforward the army was in 
distress, one hundred thousand men were sent to the 
slaughter ! 

Despairing and shuddering, Maurice thought of all these 
things as he watched that shadow on Madame Desroches’ 
dainty muslin curtains, that feverish shadow ever on the tramp, 
and which the pitiless voice coming from Paris seemed to be 
urging on. Had not the Empress wished that night for the 
father’s death so that the son might reign? March! march! 
without a glance behind, under the rain and through the mud, 
warch to extermination, so that this supreme final game for 
possession of an agonising empire may be played out to the 
last card! March! march! die like a hero on the piled-up 
corpses of your people ; strike the whole world with com- 
passionate admiration so that it may forgive your posterity ! 
And doubtless the Emperor was marching to death. The 
kitchen was no longer blazing down below ; the equerries, the 
aides-de-camp, the chamberlains were all asleep ; the whole 
house was black, save for that lighted window, on the curtains 
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of which the shadow was incessantly passing to and fro, the 
shadow of one who had quietly resigned himself to the fatal 
sacrifice amid all the deafening uproar occasioned by the 
Twelfth Army Corps, which was still marching along in the 
darkness. 

It suddenly occurred to Maurice that if the forward march 
were resumed the Seventh Corps would not pass through Le 
Chéne, and he pictured himself left behind, separated from 
his regiment as though he had deserted. His foot no longer 
smarted, a skilful dressing, and a few hours of complete rest 
had calmed its feverishness. When. Combette had given him 
a pair of shoes, broad shoes in which he was quite at his ease, 
he became desirous of starting at once, hoping that he might 
still meet the 106th on the Vouziers road. After vainly en- 
deavouring to detain him, the chemist had half made up his 
mind to drive off with him in his gig, and scour the roads in’ 
the chance hope of finding the army corps, when Fernand, 
Combette’s assistant, turned up and explained that he had 
only absented himself to go and see after a cousin whom he 
was in love with. It was this tall, pale fellow, with the look 
of a poltroon, who then put the horse to the trap and drove 
off with Maurice. It was not yet five o’clock; the rain was 
streaming like a deluge from the inky sky, and the lamps of 
the vehicle were dimmed and barely lighted the road, which 
ran through a vast drenched stretch of country full of tumul- 
tuous sounds that caused them to pull up at each half-mile, 
-in the belief that an army was near at hand. 

Meantime Jean, in the camp before Vouziers, had not had 
a moment’s sleep. Since Maurice had explained to him that 
the retreat would save everything he had been on the look-out, 
preventing his men from leaving their quarters, and awaiting 
the orders for raising the camp which the officers might give 
at any moment. At about two o’clock a great clatter of 
horses’ hoofs resounded amid the dense obscurity, which the 
camp fires dotted as with ruddy stars. This was an advance 
guard of cavalry setting out towards Ballay and Quatre- 
Champs, for the purpose of watching the Boult-aux-Bois and 
Croix-aux-Bois roads. An hour later the infantry and the 
artillery set themselves in motion, abandoning those positions 
of Falaise and Chestres, which during two long days they had 
pate? eee aly be on defending against an enemy 
: +, the sky was overcast, and the night still 

eep, as each regiment retired in profound silence, like a pro- 
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cession of shadows flitting away into the darkness. Each 
heart, however, was beating joyously as though they had, one 
and all, escaped some threatening ambush. They already 
pictured themselves drawn up under the walls of Paris on the 
eve of the revanche. 

Jean looked around him through the dense night. The 
road was edged with trees, and it seemed to him that it lay 
between large meadows. Then came rising ground and then 
declivities, and they were reaching a village—no doubt Ballay 
—when a heayy cloud, darkening the sky, suddenly burst, 
and the rain came down with violence. So much had already 
fallen on the men, however, that they no longer complained, 
but simply distended their shoulders. Ballay was speedily 
left behind ; and, as they drew nearer to Quatre-Champs, 
furious squalls of wind swept through the widening valley. 
When they had passed Quatre-Champs, and had reached the 
vast plateau whose barren lands stretch as far as Noirval, the 
hurricane put forth all its strength, and they were lashed by 
a frightful deluge.. And it was here that orders to halt stopped 
in turn every regiment. 

The entire Seventh Corps, thirty and odd thousand men, 
had been gathered together here by the time the dawn arose, 
a dawn of a muddy hue seen through streaming grey water. 
What was up? Why were they halting? Disquietude was 
already spreading through the ranks, and some asserted that 
the marching orders had just been changed. The men had 
received instructions to ground their arms, and were forbidden 
to break the ranks and sit down. At certain moments the 
wind swept across the high table-land with such violence that 
they had to stand shoulder to shoulder to avoid being carried 
away. The icy rain was blinding them, pelting their faces 
and streaming through their clothes. And two hours went 
by, an interminable spell of waiting, the reason of which no 
one knew, though anguish was again oppressing every heart. 

As the daylight gradually increased, Jean endeavoured to 
ascertain where they were. Some one had pointed out to him 
the road leading to Le Chéne which climbed a hill to the 
north-west, on the other side of Quatre-Champs. Why had 
they not taken it? Why had they wheeled to the right in- 
stead of to the left ? Then he became interested in the doings 
of the staff, which was installed at the farm of La Converserie 
at the edge of the plateau. They all seemed very much upset 
there ; the officers were running about gesticulating and dis- 
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cussing together ; and nothing came—what could eee! — 
waiting for? The plateau was a kind of arena covered wi 

stubble, overlooked on the north and the east by wooded 
heights ; with. dense woods extending on the south, whilst 
through an opening on the west the valley of the Aisne could 
be perceived, together with the little white houses of Vouziers. 
Below La Converserie rose the slated steeple of Quatre-Champs, 
drenched by the raging downpour, beneath which the few 
poor mossy roofs of the village seemed to be melting away. 
And as Jean’s glance enfiladed the steep street he clearly dis- 
tinguished a gig arriving at a fast trot, along the pebbly road- 
way how transformed into a torrent. 

It was Maurice who, at a bend of the road, on the hill 
over yonder, had at last caught sight of the Seventh Corps. 
For a couple of hours he had been scouring the country, de- 
ceived by what a peasant had told him, and taken out of his 
way by the covert ill-will of the young fellow driving him, 
who was in quite a fever of fear lest they should meet the 
Prussians. As soon as Maurice reached the farm he sprang 
out of the vehicle and immediately joined his regiment. 

‘What! you here!’ exclaimed Jean, quite stupefied. 
‘Why’s that? We were going to call for you on the road.’ 

With a gesture Maurice expressed all his anger and his 
grief. ‘Ah, yes! But the march is no longer that way ; we 
are going over there to find our graves.’ 

‘ All right,’ the corporal, turning quite pale, replied after 
an interval of silence. ‘At least we shall get our heads 
cracked together.’ 

And, as they had parted, so did they meet again with an 
embrace. Under the beating downpour the private sought 
his place in the ranks, whilst the corporal, streaming with 
rain-water, set an example of stoicism by abstaining from all 
complaint. 

The news, however, was now spreading. The rumour had 
become a certainty. They were no longer retreating upon 
Paris, but again marching upon the Meuse. One of the 
marshal’s aides-de-camp had just brought the Seventh Corps 
orders to proceed to Nouart and encamp there, whilst the 
Fifth, advancing on Beauclair, was to form the right wing of 
the army, and the First was to make for Le Chéne, there to 
replace the Twelfth, now marching on La Besace, on the left. 
And if thirty and odd thousand men had been waiting on that 
plateau with arms grounded for nearly three hours and ex- 
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posed to that furious hurricane, it was because General Douay, 
amid the lamentable confusion occasioned by this change of 
front, experienced intense disquietude as to the fate of the 
convoy which on the previous day he had sent forward to 
Chagny. It was necessary to wait until it joined the corps, 
and it was reported that it had been cut in two at Le Chéne 
by the Twelfth Corps’ convoy. On the other hand, a portion 
of the matérvel—including all the field smithies—having taken 
the wrong direction, was now returning from Terron by the 
road to Vouziers, where it would certainly fall into the hands 
of the Germans. Never was there greater disorder, never 
was anxiety more keen. 

Perfect despair now displayed itself among the soldiers. 
Many of them wished to sit down on their knapsacks in the 
mud of that soaked plateau, there to await death amid the 
rain. They jeered, and insulted their commanders: Fine 
commanders they were, with no brains, who undid in the 
evening what they had done in the morning, who dawdled 
when the enemy was nowhere near, and skedaddled as soon as 
he appeared! A final attack of demoralisation was turning 
this army into a mere flock, without either faith, confidence, 
or discipline—a flock to be led to the slaughter according to 
the chances of the road. Over yonder, towards Vouziers, a 
fusillade had just broken out—the rear-guard of the Seventh 
Corps and the advance guard of the German troops were ex- 
changing shots ; and for a minute or two, moreover, all eyes 
had been turned towards the valley of the Aisne, where a 
mass of dense, black, whirling smoke was rising against a 
clear patch of sky : the village of Falaise, fired by the Uhlans, 
was burning. Maurice and his comrades were enraged. So 
the Prussians were there now. For two whole days had the 
Seventh Corps waited to give them time to arrive, and now it 
was taking to its heels. Bitter anger mounted to the brains 
even of those whose capacity was most limited at the thought of 
the irreparable blunder that had been perpetrated, the idiotic 
delay at Vouziers, the trap into which they had fallen ; the 
reconnoitring parties of the fourth German army amusing 
Bordas’s brigade, and immobilising in turn every corps of the 
army of Chalons so as to allow the Crown Prince of Prussia 
time to hasten to the spot with the Third Army. And at this 
moment the enemy’s forces were joining hands, thanks to the 
ignorance of the marshal, who as yet did not know what troops 
he had before him ; and the Seventh and Fifth Corps were 
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about to be harassed without respite, threatened incessantly 
with a crowning disaster. 
Maurice gazed at Falaise whilst it continued burning on 
the horizon. Just then, however, some solace was afforded by 
the arrival of the convoy, thought to be lost, but which was 
seen debouching from the road to Le Chéne. Thereupon, 
whilst the First Division remained at Quatre-Champs to escort 
and protect the interminable baggage-train, the Second at 
once set out for Boult-aux-Bois through the forest, whilst the 
Third took up position on the heights of Belleville on the left, 
with the view of insuring communications. Just as the rain 
was increasing in violence, the 106th at last quitted the pla- 
teau, resuming once more that criminal march towards the 
Meuse—towards the Unknown ; and at that same moment 
Maurice, in his mind’s eye, again saw the Emperor’s shadow 
flitting mournfully to and fro on old Madame Desroches’ 
little curtains. Ah! the army of the forlorn hope, the army 
sent to perdition, despatched to certain annihilation for the 
purpose of saving a dynasty. March, march, without glanc- 


ing behind, under the rain and through the mud—march to 
extermination ! 


CHAPTER VI 
AN ARMY'S CALVARY—CHASED BY THE FOE 


‘THUNDER !’ exclaimed Chouteau, when he awoke on the 
following morning in the tent, feeling weary and icy cold ; 
‘Yd willingly accept some hot broth with plenty of meat 
round it.’ 

When they had encamped on the previous evening at 
Boult-aux-Bois, only some scanty rations of potatoes had been 
distributed, the commissariat becoming more and more be- 
wildered and disorganised by the incessant marching and 
countermarching, and failing to meet the troops at any of the 
appointed places. In the confusion prevailing on the roads, 
no one knew where to find those migratory droves of cattle 
intended for the army, and famine seemed near at hand. 

‘Yes, dash it all!’ rejoined Loubet, with a sneer of de- 
speration, as he stretched himself. ‘But it’s all over now 
No more roast goose !’ ; 


The squad was in a had humour. Things were not lively 
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when there was nothing to eat ; and besides there was that 
incessant rain, and that mud in which they had been sleeping. 

Seeing that Pache was crossing himself, after saying his 
morning prayer with closed lips, that infidel Chouteau furiously 
resumed : ‘ Why don’t you pray for a couple of sausages and 
a pint of wine for each of us ?’ 

‘Ah! if we only had some bread even,’ sighed Lapoulle, 
who, with his excessive appetite, suffered more hunger than 
the others. 

However, Lieutenant Rochas silenced them. They ought to 
be ashamed of themselves, always thinking of their stomacks ! 
For his part, when he felt hungry he simply tightened his belt. 
Since affairs had been going from bad to worse, and a fusillade 
could occasionally be heard, the lieutenant had recovered all 
his stubborn confidence in victory. It was so simple now that 
the Prussians were there: the French would just give them a 
licking. And he shrugged his shoulders behind Captain Beau- 
doin, that whipper-snapper, as he called him, who, quite dis- 
tracted by the loss of his baggage, was now always in a furious 
passion, with his lips set and his face extremely pale. Nothing 
to eat? A man could put up with that! What made the 
Captain so indignant was that he could not change his shirt. 

Maurice awoke, depressed and shivering. Thanks to his 
broad shoes, his foot had not again become inflamed ; but the 
deluge of the previous day, which still made his great-coat 
very heavy, had again left him aching in every limb, When 
he was sent to fetch the water for the coffee he gazed for a 
moment over the plain at the edge of which Boult-aux-Bois is 
situated. Forests climb the hills on the west and the north, 
where a ridge extends as far as Belleville ; whilst a vast open 
expanse, amid the gentle undulations of which various hamlets 
are hidden, stretches towards Buzancy on the east. Was it 
from that side that the enemy was expected? As he came 
back from the stream with his can full of water, a family of 
weeping peasants, clustering on the threshold of a little farm- 
house, called him and asked him if the soldiers would stay 
there to defend them. Three times already, owing to contrary 
orders, had the Fifth Army Corps crossed this part of the 
country. A cannonade in the direction of Bar had been 
heard during the previous day, so that the Prussians could not 
now be more than a couple of leagues distant. When Maurice 
told these poor people that the Seventh Corps would in all 
probability soon set out again, they began to bewail their lot. 
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So they were to be abandoned ; so the soldiers did not come 
to fight, since they simply saw them appear and disappear, 
invariably fleeing from the foe. 

‘Those who want any sugar,’ said Loubet, when he served 
the coffee, ‘ must suck their thumbs.’ } 

Nobody laughed, however. It was, indeed, vexatious, not 
even to have any sugar for their coffee. And if they had only 
had a scrap of biscuit to eat! However, during that long 
halt on the plateau of Quatre-Champs the day before, almost 
all of them, by way of passing the time, had nibbled the 
fragments, devoured even the crumbs remaining in their 
knapsacks. Fortunately, Jean’s squad discovered that they 
possessed a dozen potatoes, and these were divided among the 
men. 

‘Ah! if I had only known, I would have bought some 
bread at Le Chéne,’ regretfully said Maurice, whose stomach 
craved for food. 

Jean sat there listening in silence. He had had a quarrel 
that morning with Chouteau, who when ordered to fetch the 
firewood had insolently refused to do so, saying that it was not 
his turn. Since affairs had been going from bad to worse, the 
indiscipline was increasing, until at last the officers dared not 
even reprimand their men. Jean, with his admirable calm- 
ness, realised that he must sink his authority as corporal, if 
he did not wish to provoke open mutiny. So he played the 
part of a good-natured fellow, appearing to be simply the 
comrade of his men, to whom, thanks to his experience, he 
was able to render important services. If his squad was no 
longer so well fed as formerly, at all events it did not perish 
of hunger like others did. It was especially Maurice’s suffer- 
ings that touched Jean. He realised that this delicate little 
fellow was getting very weak, and he watched him with an 
uneasy eye, wondering how he would manage to keep up to 
the end. 

When he heard him complaining that he had no bread, he 
rose to his feet, went off for a moment to rummage in his 
knapsack, and then, on returning, slipped a biscuit into 
Maurice’s hand. 


‘Take that and hide it,’ he whispered to him, ‘I haven’t 
enough for everyone.’ 


‘ But how about yourself ?’ asked the young fellow, deepl 
touched. emer st 


‘Oh! never mind me. Besides, I still have a couple left,’ 
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_ This was a fact. Jean had been carefully preserving three 
biscuits in case there should be any fighting, for he knew by 
experience that a man feels frightfully hungry on the battle- 
field. For the moment he had eaten a potato, and that 
sufficed him. Later on, something else might turn up. 

The Seventh Corps was again set in motion at about ten 
o'clock. The marshal’s original intention, no doubt, was to de- 
spatch it by way of Buzancy to Stenay, where it would have 
crossed the Meuse. But the Prussians, who were marching 
faster than the army of Chilons, must by this time already 
be at Stenay ; indeed, it was said, they were even at Buzancy. 
Driven in this way towards the north, the Seventh Corps had 
consequently received orders to proceed to La Besace, some 
fourteen or fifteen miles from Boult-aux-Bois, with the view 
of reaching and crossing the Meuse at Mouzon on the morrow. 
The start was a dreary one; the men, with their stomachs 
almost empty and their limbs unrested, exhausted by the 
fatigue and waiting of the previous days, were audibly growl- 
ing; and the gloomy officers, giving way to uneasiness at 
thought of the catastrophe to which they were marching, 
talked complainingly of their inaction, and were indignant 
that they had not been sent to Buzancy to support the Fifth 
Corps, whose guns had been heard there. This corps must 
also be retreating—no doubt towards Nouart, whilst the 
Twelfth, bound for Mouzon, was setting out from La Besace, 
and the First was taking the road to Raucourt. 

All these masses of men now tramped along like so many 
flocks, urged on and worried by dogs, and hustling one another, 
as they at last advanced towards the longed-for Meuse, after 
endless dawdling and delay. 

When the 106th started from Boult-aux-Bois, following 
the cavalry and artillery—the three divisions streaking the 
plain with a long stream of marching men—the sky again 
became covered with large, livid clouds, the gloom of which 
put the finishing stroke to the men’s sadness. For a time the 
regiment followed the high road to Buzancy, which was edged 
with superb poplars. At Germond, a village where heaps of 
manure were smoking before the doors on either side of the 
road, the women sobbed, and taking their children in their 
arms, held them out to the passing troops as though begging 
the latter to carry them away. Not a morsel of bread or a 
potato remained in the place. And now, instead of proceed- 
ing any farther in the direction of Buzancy, the 106th wheeled 
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to the left towards Authe ; and when on a hill across the 
plain, the men again saw Belleville, through which they had 
marched the day before, they at once became conscious that 
they were retracing their steps. 

‘Thunder !’ growled Chouteau ; ‘do they take us for spin- 
ning tops 2’ 

And Loubet added, ‘ There are generals for you! Pulling 
first one way, then another! One can easily see that they 
don’t care a fig for our legs.’ 

They all became angry. It was too bad to weary men out 
in this fashion simply for the purpose of promenading them up 
and down. They were now marching across the barren plain 
in a column of two files, one on either side of the road, the 
centre of which was reserved to the officers ; but no jokes were 
cracked, no songs were sung to enliven the march as on the 
day when they had left Rheims—the day when they carried 
their knapsacks so jauntily, their shoulders lightened by the 
hope of outstripping the Prussians and beating them. Now 
they were silent and irritated, and crawled along wearily, 
hating their guns, which made their shoulders sore, and their 
knapsacks, which weighed them down ; no longer, moreover, 
having any confidence in their commanders, but giving way to 
such despair that they were like cattle, which only fear of 
the goad can impel onward. The wretched army was now 
beginning to ascend its Calvary. 

For a few minutes, however, something had greatly inte- 
rested Maurice. He had seen a horseman ride out of a little 
wood, far away on the left, where the ground rose in a suc- 
cession of ridges of increasing height, parted by narrow valleys. 
Almost immediately afterwards a second horseman appeared 
and then another. They all three remained there motionless, 
looking no larger than the fist, like toys, sharply and pre- 
cisely outlined. Maurice thought they must belong to some 
outpost of Hussars, or to some returning reconnoitring- 
party, but he was suddenly astonished to see some brilliant 
specks on their shoulders—the glitter, no doubt, of brass 
epaulettes. ‘ 


‘Look over there !’ he said ot 
beside him ; ‘some Uhlans!? iiaicen fees dsc 
The corporal opened his eyes wide : ‘Uhlans? Those 2’ 
Indeed they were Uhlans, the first Prussians that the 
106th had seen. During the six weeks or so that the reci- 
ment had been campaigning, not only had it not fired a shot, 
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but it had not even obtained a glimpse of the enemy. Maurice’s 
remark sped along the file, and every head was turned with 
growing curiosity. Those Uhlans looked fine fellows. 

‘One of them is precious fat,’ observed Loubet. 

However, an entire squadron suddenly showed itself on a 
plateau to the left of the little wood ; and at this threatening 
apparition the column was halted. Orders arrived, and the 
106th took up position behind some trees, on the margin of a 
stream. The artillery was already galloping back and placing 
itself on a knoll, And then, for a couple of hours, they lin- 
gered there in battle array without anything further occur- 
ring. The party of hostile cavalry remained at the same spot 
on the horizon ; and at last, realising that precious time was 
being lost, the French resumed their march. 

‘Ah! well,’ muttered Jean, regretfully ; ‘the fight won’t 
be for to-day.’ 

Maurice also felt his hands burning with the desire to fire 
at least a shot. And he reflected on the blunder that had 
been made the previous day in not hurrying to the support of 
the Fifth Corps. If the Prussians did not attack them it 
could only be because they had not as yet sufficient infantry 
at their disposal. Their cavalry demonstrations could there- 
fore have no other object than to delay the columns on the 
march. Once again, then, the French had fallen into the trap 
set for them. And, indeed, from that time forward, the 106th 
incessantly beheld the Uhlans at each rise of the ground on 
their left flank. The enemy’s scouts followed the regiment 
and watched it, vanishing every now and again behind some 
farm, and reappearing at the corner of a wood. 

By degrees it harassed the troops to see themselves being 
thus enveloped from afar, as if in some invisible net. ‘Those 
fellows are becoming a confounded nuisance,’ repeated Pache, 
and even Lapoulle said the same. ‘It would ease one, dash it, 
to send them a few slugs.’ 

But, with a heavy step that soon wearied them, the men 
continued painfully marching on. Just as one feels a storm 
brewing before it has even shown itself on the horizon, so, in 
the general uneasiness, one could feel the enemy approaching. 
Severe orders were given with reference to the rear-guard, and 
there were no more laggards, everyone now being aware that 
the Prussians were following the corps, and would pounce 
upon all stragglers. The German infantry was in fact arriving 
at a lightning pace, marching its five-and-twenty miles a day, 
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whilst the French regiments, harassed and paralysed, tramped 
and tramped over the same ground. 

When they reached Authe the sky cleared, and Maurice, 
to whom the sun served as a guide, observed that instead of 
proceeding any farther in the direction of Le Chéne—three 
long leagues away—they now went straight towards the east. 
Tt was two in the afternoon, and after shivering for a couple 
of days under the rain the men now began to suffer from the 
oppressive heat. The road wound with long bends across 
some deserted plains. Not a house, not a living being was to 
be seen ; only a few little woods relieved the monotony of the 
barren expanse ; and the mournful silence prevailing in this 
solitude infected the sweating soldiers, as with their heads 
drooping they wearily dragged themselves along. At last 
they caught sight of St. Pierremont, a cluster of deserted 
houses on a monticle. They did not pass the village, however ; 
indeed Maurice noticed that they wheeled at once to the left, 
taking a northerly direction towards La Besace. He now 
realised what route had been selected for this attempt to reach 
Mouzon before the Prussians arrived there. But could they 
succeed in the effort, with troops so weary and so demoralised 4 
This seemed the more doubtful, as at St. Pierremont the three 
Uhlans again appeared in the distance at the bend of a road 
coming from Buzancy ; and, moreover, just as the French 
rearguard was leaving the village a hostile battery was un- 
masked, and a few shells fell, without, however, doing any 
harm, The French did not answer the fire, but continued 
their march with increasing difficulty. 

There are three long leagues from St. Pierremont to La 
Besace, and Jean, on learning this from Maurice, made a ges- 
ture of despair. The men could never go that distance ; he 
could tell that by sure and certain signs—their hard breath- 
ing, and the wild look on their faces. The road moreover was 
a steep one, running between two ridges, which gradually 
drew nearer to one another. At last a halt became necessary ; 
but, unfortunately, this rest increased the stiffness of the men’s 
limbs, and when orders were given to start again matters be- 
came even worse than before. The regiments no longer made 
way, and many men fell to the ground. Jean, who noticed that 
Maurice was growing pale, with his eyes dimmed by weariness, 
began talking, contrary to his wont, hoping that by a flow of 
words he would manage to divert the young fellow, and keep 
him awake amid the mechanical tramp, tramp of the march, 
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of which the men had now ceased to have any mental 
perception. 

‘So your sister lives at Sedan,’ said Jean ; ‘perhaps we 
shall pass that way.’ 

‘Through Sedan? Never, that’s not our road ; they would 
be madmen to take us there.’ 

‘Ts your sister young ?’ 

‘She’s as old as I am. I told you we were twins.’ 

‘ And is she like you ?’ 

‘Yes, she’s fair like me, but with such soft, curly hair. 
She’s very slight, with a thin face, and so quiet. Ah! my 
poor Henriette.’ 

‘You are very fond of one another ?’ 

‘ Yes—yes.’ 

There was a pause, and Jean, on looking at Maurice, saw 
that his eyes were closing and that he was about to fall. 
‘ Hullo, my poor youngster—hold yourself up. Good heavens ! 
Give me your popgun a moment ; that will ease you. It cer- 
tainly isn’t possible to go any farther to-day ; if we do, we 
shall leave half the men on the road.’ He had just caught 
sight of Oches, with its few houses climbing a hill ahead of 
them. The yellow church, perched aloft, overlooks the other 
buildings from amidst the trees. 

‘Sure enough we shall have to sleep here,’ added Jean. 

He had guessed correctly. Noticing the extreme weariness 
of his men, General Douay despaired of reaching La Besace 
that day. He was, however, more particularly induced to halt by 
the arrival of the convoy—that worrying convoy which he had 
been dragging about with him since leaving Rheims and whose 
three leagues of vehicles and horses had so repeatedly delayed 
his march. Whilst at Quatre-Champs, he had despatched this 
interminable train direct to St. Pierremont, but it was only at 
Oches that it again joined the corps, and with the horses so 
exhausted that they could no longer be prevailed upon to 
move. It was now already five o’clock, and the general, fear- 
ing to enter the defile of Stonne at that hour, decided that he 
must renounce accomplishing the distance prescribed by the 
marshal. The men halted and began to encamp, the convoy 
being drawn up in the meadows below, where it was protected 
by one of the divisions ; whilst the artillery established itself 
on the slopes behind, and the brigade which was to serve as 
the rear-guard on the morrow remained upon a height facing 


St. Pierremont. Another division, of which General Bourgain- 
I 
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Desfeuilles’ brigade formed part, bivouacked behind the church 
on a broad plateau, edged by a wood of oak trees. 

When the 106th was at last able to encamp on the out- 
skirts of this wood, night was already coming on, so much 
confusion had there been in selecting and apportioning the 
various sites. 

‘Curse it!’ said Chouteau, furiously ; ‘I sha’n’t eat. I 
chall sleep!’ 

Indeed, this was the general cry. Many of the men had 
not enough strength left them to pitch their tents, but went 
to sleep wherever they fell. Besides, in order to sup, they 
needed the presence of the commissariat ; and the commissariat, _ 
which was expecting the Seventh Corps at La Besace, was not 
at Oches. Such, too, were the disorder and laxity that there 
were no longer any bugle calls to rations, nor from this time 
forward, indeed, were any rations distributed. It was a case 
of everyone for himself ; the soldiers having to subsist on the 
supplies which they were supposed to have in their knapsacks. 
But the latter were empty ; few indeed were the men who 
found a crust in them, some chance crumbs of the plenty in 
which they had momentarily lived at Vouziers. There was, 
however, some coffee, and the less weary of the troops again 
drank coffee without sugar. 

When Jean, desirous of sharing his two remaining biscuits 
with Maurice, came up to the young fellow, he found him 
sound asleep. For a moment he thought of rousing him, but 
decided not to do so ; and then, like the stoic he was, he again 
hid both biscuits in his knapsack, as carefully as though he 
were concealing gold, and contented himself with some coffee 
like his comrades. He had insisted upon having the tent 
pitched, and they were already lying down inside it when 
Loubet, who had been on the prowl, came back with some 
carrots which he had pulled up in a neighbouring field. It 
was impossible to cook them, so they were eaten raw ; but 
they only irritated the men’s hunger, and made Pache quite ill. 

‘No, no, let him sleep,’ said Jean to Chouteau, when the 
latter began shaking Maurice to give him his share. 

‘Ah!’ remarked Lapoulle, ‘ we shall have some bread to- 
morrow when we get to Angouléme—I’ve a cousin who’s in 
garrison at Angouléme—a capital place !” 

The others were amazed (as well they might be, for it was 
as if an English soldier marching through the Highlands had 
expressed the belief that they would reach Bristol on the 
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morrow), and Chouteau exclaimed : ‘ Angouléme ! what do you 
mean? What a fool you must be to think you're going to 
Angouléme !’ 

It was impossible, however, to extract any explanation 
from Lapoulle, though he adhered to his opinion that they 
were marching to Angouléme. That same morning, by the 
way, on seeing the Uhlans, he had maintained that they were 
some of Bazaine’s soldiers. 

Then the camp fell into a death-like silence in the inky 
night. Chilly though it was, no fires were allowed to be 
lighted. It was known that the Prussians were only a few 
miles away, and as little noise as possible was made for fear of 
attracting their attention. The officers had already warned 
their men that the march would be resumed at four o’clock, 
with the view of making up for lost time, and weary as they 
were they all hastily and gluttonously gave themselves up to 
sleep. The loud breathing of those masses of men ascended 
into the darkness above the dispersed encampments, as though 
it were the breathing of the very earth. 

All at once the squad was awakened by the report of a 
firearm. The night was still dense, it could scarcely be three 
o'clock. In a moment they were all on foot, and the alert 
passed through the camp, everyone believing that the enemy 
was attacking them. But it was only that hungry fellow 
Loubet, who, having woke up, had plunged into the neighbour- 
ing wood in the idea that there must be some rabbits there. 
What a feast they would have if, at the first gleam of light, 
he could bring a couple of rabbits back tohis comrades! But 
whilst he was seeking a good spot to post himself, he heard 
some men coming towards him, talking together and breaking 
the branches, and thereupon he had fired in dismay, thinking 
that he had to deal with some Prussians. Maurice, Jean, and 
others were already reaching the spot, when a gruff voice 
shouted, ‘In God’s name don’t shoot !’ 

At the edge of the wood they then perceived a tall, thin 
man, whose thick bushy beard could be but imperfectly dis- 
tinguished. He wore a grey blouse, tightened at the waist by 
a red sash ; and carried a gun slung over his shoulder. He at 
once explained that he was a Frenchman, a sergeant of Francs- 
tireurs, and that he had come from the woods of Dieulet with 
a couple of his men to give the general some information. 
‘Here, Cabasse! Ducat!’ he shouted, turning round, ‘here, 


you drones, make haste !’ . 
ig 
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The two men had doubtless felt frightened. However, 
they now approached. Ducat was short, pale, and fat, with 
scanty hair ; and Cabasse, tall and bony, with a dark face and 
a long nose like a knife-blade. Meantime Maurice, who had 
been scrutinising the sergeant with surprise, ended by asking 
him, ‘Aren't you Guillaume Sambuce, ot Remilly ?’ 

And when the sergeant, looking rather alarmed, had with 
some hesitation answered affirmatively, the young fellow in- 
stinctively fell back, for this man, Sambuc, had the reputation 
of being a terrible rogue, the true scion of a family of wood- 
cutters, who had turned out very badly. The father, a 
drunkard, had been found one evening on the verge of a wood, 
with his throat cut ; the mother and daughter, both thieves 
and beggars, had disappeared, but were doubtless leading a 
shameful life. Guillaume, the Franc-tireur, had been a 
smuggler and poacher in time of peace ; and only one of this 
family of wolves had grown into an honest man—Prosper, the 
Chasseur d’Afrique, who, before becoming a soldier, had hired 
himself out as a farm hand in his hatred of forest life. 

‘I saw your brother at Rheims and Vouziers,’ resumed 
Maurice. ‘He was all right.’ 

Sambuc made no answer to this, but to hasten matters ex- 
claimed: ‘Take me to the general. Tell him that some 
Franes-tireurs of the Dieulet woods have something important 
to communicate to him.’ 

While they were returning to the camp Maurice began 
thinking of these Francs-tireurs, these free companies on whom 
so many hopes had been founded, but who were already, on all 
sides, giving so much cause for complaint. It had been ex- 
pected that they would carry on a war of ambushes, await the 
enemy behind the hedges, harass him, shoot down his sentries, 
and hold the woods so that not a Prussian would ever leave 
them alive. But, to tell the truth, they were becoming the 
terror of the peasants, whom they defended inefficiently, and 
whose fields they laid waste. In their hatred of the regular 
military service, all the waifs and strays of society hastened 
to join these corps, delighted to escape discipline and to roam 
the country like merry bandits, sleeping and tippling where- 
soever chance led them. Some of these companies were indeed 
pomposed of really execrable elements. 

4 ae bre Here, Ducat !” repeated Sambuce, turning 
round at each step he took ; ‘make haste, you laggards !’ 

Maurice instinctively divined that both these men must be 
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terrible rascals. Cabasse, the tall, bony fellow, had been born 
at Toulon, and after serving as a waiter in a café at Marseilles, 
had turned up at Sedan as commission agent for a firm of the 
South of France. He had narrowly escaped the clutches of 
the law in connection with some story of theft, the real facts 
of which were not known. Ducat, his short, fat comrade, had 
been a process-server at Blainville, but had been compelled to 
sell his office owing to his scandalous immorality, which, since 
he had been book-keeper ata factory at Raucourt, had again 
almost brought him into the dock at the assize court. Ducat 
indulged in Latin quotations, whereas Cabasse was scarcely 
able to read ; but the one completed the other, and they formed 
together a pair of equivocal scoundrels, well calculated to 
inspire alarm. 

The camp was already awakening, and Jean and Maurice 
conducted the Francs-tireurs to Captain Beaudoin, who took 
them to Colonel de Vineuil. The latter began to question 
them, but Sambuc, conscious of his importance, was absolutely 
bent on speaking to the general. In a bad humour at having 
to rise in the middle of the night, with another day of famine 
and fatigue before him, General Bourgain-Desfeuilles—who, 
having slept at the priest’s, had just appeared on the parson- 
age threshold—received the three men in a furious fashion. 

‘Where have they come from? What do they want? 
Ah! so it’s you, Francs-tireurs? Some more laggards, eh ?’ 

‘We are holding the woods of Dieulet with our comrades, 
general,’ replied Sambuc, in no wise disconcerted. 

‘The woods of Dieulet ! where are they ?’ 

‘ Between Stenay and Mouzon, general.’ 

‘Stenay, Mouzon. I don’t know them. How can I under- 
stand anything with all these new names ?’ 

Colonel de Vineuil felt uncomfortable on hearing this, 
and discreetly intervened to remind the general that Stenay 
and Mouzon were on the Meuse, and that the Germans, 
having occupied the former locality, were about to attempt 
the passage of the river by the bridge at the latter town, 
which lay more to the north. 

‘Well, general,’ resumed Sambue, ‘we came to warn you 
that the Dieulet woods are now full of Prussians. When the 
Fifth Corps was leaving Bois-les-Dames yesterday there was 
an engagement near Nouart.’ 

‘What ! was there fighting yesterday ?’ 

‘Yes, general ; the Fifth Corps fought while it was falling 
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back, and to-night it must be at Beaumont. So while some 
of our comrades went to inform it of the enemy’s movements, 
it occurred to us to come and tell you of the situation, so that 
you may support the Fitth Corps, for it will have quite sixty 
thousand men to deal with in the morning.’ 

On hearing this, General Bourgain-Desfeuilles shrugged 
his shoulders. ‘Sixty thousandmen! How youtalk! Why 
not a hundred thousand? You must be dreaming, my fine 
fellow. Fear makes you see double. There can’t be sixty 
thousand men near us—we should know it.’ 

To this opinion he obstinately clung, and it was in vain 
that Sambuc appealed to the testimony of Ducat and Cabasse. 

‘We saw the guns,’ so the Provengal asserted, ‘and those 
devils must be madmen to risk sending them along the forest 
roads, in which one sinks to the shins on account of the late 
rain.’ 

‘Somebody is guiding them, that’s certain,’ declared the 
ex-process-server, in his turn. 

Since their experiences at Vouziers, however, the general 
no longer believed in the reported concentration of the two 
German armies, which had been dinned into his ears, he said, 
till he was sick and tired of it. And he did not even consider it 
worth his while to send the Francs-tireurs to the commander 
of the Seventh Corps, to whom, by the way, the men thought 
they were speaking. If one had listened to all the peasants 
and prowlers who came with so-called information, the army 
would no longer have taken a step without being turned to 
right or left, and launched into unheard-of adventures. How- 
ever, as the three Francs-tireurs knew the country, the general 
ordered them to remain and accompany the column. 

‘ All the same,’ said Jean to Maurice as they were returning 
to the camp to fold up their tent ; ‘all the same, those are good 
fellows to have come four leagues across country to warn us.’ 

The young man assented ; he considered that the Francs. 
tireurs were in the right. He also knew the country, and felt 
extremely uneasy at the thought that the Prussians were in 
the Dieulet woods advancing upon Sommauthe and Beaumont. 
In the dawn of what he instinctively felt would be a terrible 
day, he had seated himself on the ground, weary already, 
although they had not yet started on the march; but his 
stomach was empty, and his heart oppressed with anguish. 

Worried to see him look so pale, the corporal, in a fatherly 
way, inquired; ‘Still queer, eh? Is it your foot again 9’ 
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Maurice shook his head. Thanks to the broad shoes he 
was now wearing, his foot was very much better. 

‘You are hungry, then?’ And, as he did not reply, Jean, 
without being observed, took one of the two remaining bis- 
cuits out of his knapsack, and then, frankly lying, said, ‘There, 
I kept your share for you. I ate the other one just now.’ 

The dawn was breaking when the Seventh Corps left 
Oches, on the way to Mouzon, through La Besace, where it 
ought to have slept. First of all, the terrible convoy had 
gone off escorted by the First Division, and whilst the train 
waggons, drawn by capital horses, set out at a good pace, the 
vehicles that had been requisitioned, empty for the most part 
and useless, dawdled in the strangest way between the ridges 
of the defile of Stonne. The road rises—more particularly 
after passing the hamlet of La Berlitre—between wooded 
hills which overlook it. At about eight o’clock, just as the 
two other divisions were at last setting out, Marshal Mac- 
Mahon made his appearance, and was exasperated at still 
finding there the troops, whom he fancied would have left 
La Besace at dawn with only a few miles to cover in order to 
reach Mouzon. And, not unnaturally, he had a lively alter- 
cation with General Douay. It was decided that the First 
Division and the convoy should be allowed to continue their 
march on Mouzon, but that the other division should take the 
road to Raucourt and Autrecourt, so as to pass the Meuse at 
Villers, by which plan they would no longer be retarded by 
that heavy, slow-travelling advance-guard. Once more, then, 
they had to take a northerly direction, so eager was the 
marshal in his desire to place the Meuse between his army 
and the enemy. They must, at any cost, be on the right bank 
of the river that evening. Yet the rear-guard was still at 
Oches, when a Prussian battery on a distant summit, in the 
direction of St. Pierremont, again began the game of the day 
before, and fired. At first the French unwisely returned the 
fire, but eventually the last troops fell back. 

Until eleven o’clock or so the 106th continued slowly 
following the road which winds, between lofty rounded hills, 
through the depths of the defile of Stonne. Precipitous bare 
crests rise up on the left, but the slopes descending from the 
woods on the right are less abrupt. The sun was now shining 
again, and it was very hot in that narrow valley, the solitude 
of which was quite oppressive. After passing La Berliere, 
which is overlooked by a lofty, dreary calvary, there was not 
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a farm, not a human being, not even a cow grazing in the 
meadows. And the men, so weary and so hungry already the 
previous day, who had scarcely slept and had eaten nothing, 
were even at this stage lapsing into a crawl, dispirited and full 
of covert rage. 

Then, all at once, as they were halted at the edge of the 
road, the cannon thundered out on the right. The reports 
were so precise and so loud that the fighting could not be 
more than a couple of leagues away. The effect which the 
sound had upon these men, so wearied by retreating, so ener- 
vated by waiting, was extraordinary. They all stood there 
erect and quivering, forgetting their fatigue. Why did they 
not march? They wished to fight, to get their skulls cracked, 
anything rather than to continue fleeing as they were doing, 
without knowing whither or why. 

Taking Colonel de Vineuil with him, General Bourgain- 
Desfeuilles had just ascended one of the hills on the right, 
with a view of reconnoitring the country. They could both 
be seen levelling their field-glasses up there, between two 
little woods ; and they at once despatched an aide-de-camp, 
who accompanied them, with orders to send them the Francs- 
tireurs, if the latter were still with the troops. A few of the 
men, Jean, Maurice, and others, accompanied Sambuc and his 
comrades, to be in attendance in case of need. 

‘What a cursed country this is, with these everlasting hills 
and woods !’ exclaimed the general, as soon as he perceived 
Sambuc. ‘You hear that? Where is it? Where are they 
fighting 2’ 

_ For amoment, Sambuc, to whom Ducat and Cabasse stuck 
like leeches, listened and scanned the wide-spread horizon, 
without replying. Near him was Maurice, gazing at the same 
scene, wonderstruck at sight of the immense rolling expanse 
of vales and woods. It was like an endless sea of huge, slowly 
rising waves. The forests blotched the yellow soil with dark 
green, and under the fierce sun the distant hills were bathed 
in a ruddy vapour. Although one could see nothing, not even 
a little smoke against the background of clear sky, the cannon 
continued thundering, with the din of a distant storm in- 
creasing in violence. 

_‘There’s Sommauthe on the right,’ said Sambue, at last, 
pointing to a high summit crowned with foliage. ‘Yoncq is 
there on the left—the fighting is at Beaumont, ‘general.’ ; 

‘Yes, at Varniforét or at Beaumont,’ corroborated Ducat. 
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‘Beaumont, Beaumont,’ muttered the general ; ‘one never 
knows in this cursed country——’ Then he added aloud, 
‘ And how far away is this place, Beaumont ?’ 

‘About six miles, by taking the road from Le Chéne to 
Stenay, which runs past over yonder.’ 

The cannonade did not cease, but seemed to be advancing 
from west to east like a continuous roll of thunder. ‘The 
devil! it’s getting hotter,’ added Sambuc. ‘TI expected it. I 
warned you this morning, general. Those are certainly the 
batteries we saw in the Dieulet woods. At the present time 
the Fifth Corps must have to contend against all that army 
which was coming up by Buzancy and Beauclair.’ 

There was a pause, whilst the battle roared louder and 
louder afar off. Maurice had to set his teeth to restrain his 
furious desire to cry out. Why did they lose time in talk, why 
did they not at once march towards those guns? Never be- 
fore had he experienced such excitement. Each report re- 
echoed in his breast, raised him from the ground, inspired him 
with a longing to rush to the battle-field, join in the fray, and 
at once bring matters to an issue. Were they going to skirt 
that battle like the others; elbow it, as it were, without firing 
even a shot? Was there a wager on, that ever since the 
declaration of war they had been dragged about like this, 
invariably fleeing from the foe? At Vouziers they had only 
heard the shots fired by the rear-guard. At Oches the enemy 
had merely cannonaded them in the rear for a few minutes. 
And now were they going to scamper away, instead of hurry- 
ing to support their comrades at the double quick? Maurice 
looked at Jean, who, like himself, was very pale, with his eyes 
glittering feverishly. Every heart bounded in response to the 
vehement call of the cannon. 

However, there was another spell of waiting. A number 
of staff officers were climbing the narrow pathway up the hill. 
It was General Douay hastening to the spot with an anxious 
face, and when he, himself, had questioned the Francs-tireurs, 
a ery of despair escaped him. But even if he had been warned 
in the morning, what could he have done? The marshal’s 
orders were peremptory ; they were to cross the Meuse before 
evening, no matter at what cost. And now, how could he 
collect together his columns écheloned along the road to 
Raucourt so as to throw them rapidly upon Beaumont? 
Would they not certainly arrive too late? The Fifth Corps 
must already be retreating in the direction of Mouzon ; as, 
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indeed the cannonade clearly indicated, for it was travelling 
farther and farther towards the east, like a hurricane of hail 
and disaster passing along into the distance. With a gesture 
of fury at the thought that he was so powerless, General Douay 
raised both his arms above the vast horizon of hills and vales, 
fields and forests ; and then angrily gave orders to continue 
marching upon Raucourt. 

Oh! that march in the depths of the defile of Stonne, 
between the high crests, whilst the guns continued thundering 
behind the woods on the right! At the head of the 106th 
rode Colonel de Vineuil, stiffly bestriding his horse, with his 
pale head erect and his eyelids beating as if to restrain his 
tears. Captain Beaudoin was biting his moustache in silence, 
whilst Lieutenant Rochas could not refrain from muttering 
blasphemous words, insulting everybody, himself included. 
And even among the soldiers who were not desirous of fighting, 
among those who were the least brave, there ascended a desire 
to shout and strike, the anger born of the perpetual defeat, 
the rage they felt that they should still have to fall back with 
heavy uncertain steps, whilst those accursed Prussians were 
slaughtering their comrades yonder ! 

Below Stonne, whence a narrow road winds down through 
the hills, the highway became broader, and the troops passed 
beside large fields, intersected by little woods. Since leaving 
Oches the 106th, which now found itself in the rear-guard, 
had, at every moment, been in expectation of an attack ; for 
the enemy was now following the column step by step, 
observing its movements, and doubtless watching for a 
favourable moment to fall upon its rear. Hostile cavalry, 
profiting by the undulatory character of the country, was 
already trying to gain upon the army’s flanks. Several 
squadrons of the Prussian Guard were at last seen debouching 
from behind a wood, but halted at sight of a regiment of 
Hussars, which advanced, sweeping the road. And, thanks 
to this respite, the retreat continued in fairly good order, and 
the men were approaching Raucourt, when they beheld a sight 
which increased their anguish and completed their demoralisa- 
tion. All at once, by a cross road, they caught sight of a 
precipitate rout coming towards them—wounded officers, 
disbanded and unarmed soldiers, galloping train-waggons, 
men and horses all fleeing, distracted, beneath a hurricane of 
disaster | These were the remnants of a brigade of the First 
Division which had escorted the convoy sent off in the morning 
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to Mouzon by way of La Besace. A mistake in the road, a 
frightful mischance, had brought this brigade and a part of 
the convoy to Varniforét, near Beaumont, at the moment of 
the complete rout of the Fifth Corps. Surprised, suddenly 
subjected to a flank attack, succumbing beneath superior 
numbers, the men had fled, and panic was bringing them back, 
bleeding, haggard, and half mad, distracting their comrades 
with their terror. The stories they told spread fear around 
them; they seemed to have come on the wings of that 
thunderous cannonade which since noon had been heard with- 
out cessation. 

Then, in passing through Raucourt there was desperate 
hustling and anxiety. Ought they to turn to the right, 
towards Autrecourt, in view of crossing the Meuse at Villers, 
as had been decided? Perplexed and _ hesitating, General 
Douay feared that he might find the bridge there blocked with 
retreating troops, perhaps even already in the power of the 
Prussians. He preferred, therefore, to continue straight on 
through the defile of Haraucourt, so as to reach Remilly be- 
fore night. Again had their destination been changed ; after 
Mouzon, Villers, and after Villers, Remilly. They were still 
marching due north, with the Uhlans galloping behind them. 
They had now less than four miles to go, but it was already 
five o’clock, and they were overwhelmingly fatigued. They 
had been on foot since daybreak, and had taken twelve hours 
to cover scarcely three leagues, tramping along, wearing them- 
selves out with endless halts, amid the liveliest emotions and 
fears. Moreover, during the last two nights they had barely 
slept, and since leaving Vouziers they had not been able to 
satisfy their hunger. They were sinking with inanition. At 
Raucourt: the scene was pitiable. 

Raucourt is a well-to-do little town, with its numerous 
factories, its well-built high street which the road follows, its 
coquettish-looking church and town-hall. Only, all its re- 
sources had been exhausted ; the bakers’ and grocers’ shops 
had been emptied, even the crumbs in the private houses had 
been swept away—first during the night that the Emperor 
and Marshal MacMahon had spent there, when the town was 
burdened with the staff and the imperial household, and then 
when the whole of the First Corps passed through it on the 
following morning, streaming along the highway like a river. 
Now there was no bread left there, no more wine, no more 
sugar, nothing that can be eaten, nothing that can be drunk— 
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excepting water. Ladies had been seen standing at their doors, 
distributing glasses of wine and cups of broth, draining alike 
their casks and their saucepayas to the dregs. And thus every- 
thing had gone, and great) ~.as the despair when, at about 
three o'clock, the first regiments of the Seventh Corps began 
defiling along the high street. What! So it was beginning 
again! There were still more soldiers! Once more, indeed, 
the high street became a river of exhausted men—men covered 
with dust and dying of hunger, without anybody having a 
morsel of anything to give to them. Many of the soldiers 
halted, knocked at the doors, held out their hands towards 
the windows, begging that a crust of bread might be thrown 
to them. And there were women who sobbed, and who 
signed to the soldiers that they could give them nothing, since 
they had nothing whatever left. 

At the corner of a street called the Rue des Dix-Potiers 
Maurice’s eyes began to swim, and he staggered. Jean has- 
tened to assist him, but, sinking on a corner-stone, he mur- 
mured : ‘No, leave me ; this is the end—I prefer to die here !’ 

‘Thunder !’ exclaimed the corporal, affecting the stern 
mien of a discontented superior, ‘who’s given me such a soldier 
as you? Do you want to be picked up by the Prussians ? 
Make haste—up, and march !’ 

The young fellow did not reply ; his face was livid, his 
eyes were closed, and he had half fainted away. On seeing 
this, Jean swore again, but in a tone of infinite pity: ‘My 
God! My God!’ And hastening to a fountain near by, he 
filled his tin bowl] with water, with which he began to bathe 
his comrade’s face. Then, this time without any concealment, he 
drew from his knapsack that last biscuit which he had so care- 
fully preserved, and broke it into little morsels which he placed 
between Maurice’s teeth. The famished man opened his eyes 
and began to devour. 

‘But you?’ he suddenly asked, his memory returning to 
him. ‘Didn’t you eat then ?’ : 

‘I?’ said Jean. ‘Oh, I’m tougher than you. 
A drop of Adam’s ale, and I’m on my legs again.’ 

He again went to the fountain to fill his bowl, which he 
emptied at a draught, clacking his tongue. His face, however. 
was also ashy pale, and he felt so famished that his hands 
trembled. 


‘Make haste and let’s get off,’ he said to Maurice. ‘We 
must join the comrades, youngster.’ 


I can wait. 
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Leaning heavily on Jean’s arm, Maurice then allowed him- 
self to be led away. Never had woman’s arm brought such 
warmth as this to his heart. -w that everything was crum- 
bling to the ground, amid this extreme misery, with death 
threatening him, he experienced a delicious sensation of com- 
fort, on realising that there was yet one who loved him and 
succoured him ; and perhaps also the idea that this heart which 
was wholly his was the heart of a man of simple mind, of a 
peasant but slightly removed from the soil, and who had once 
been so repugnant to him, now added an infinite sweetness to 
his feelings of gratitude. Was not this the fraternity of the 
earliest days of the world, the friendship that existed long 
before there was any culture, before there were any classes ; 
the friendship of two men, linked together, bound up in one 
another in their mutual need of assistance, threatened as they 
were by inimical nature? He could hear his humanity beat- 
ing in Jean’s breast, and he even felt proud that his comrade 
was stronger than himself, that he succoured him and devoted 
himself to him ; whilst Jean, on the other hand, without 
analysing his sensations, experienced a feeling of delight in 
shielding his young friend’s refinement and intelligence— 
qualities that in himself had remained in a rudimentary state. 
Since the violent death of his wife, carried off in a fearful 
tragedy, he had thought himself without a heart, and he had 
sworn that he would have nothing more to do with those 
creatures who bring man so much suffering, even when their 
natures are not evil. And the mutual friendship of Jean and 
Maurice became to both of them, as it were, an expansion of 
their beings ; they did not embrace, and yet, however dissi- 
milar their natures, they were none the less closely united, so 
bound up in one another, as they tramped along that terrible 
road to Remilly, the one supporting the other, that they seemed 
to form but one being compounded of pity and suffering. 

Whilst the rear-guard was leaving Raucourt, the Germans 
entered the town at the other end ; and two of their batteries 
which were immediately planted on the heights, upon the left, 
commenced firing. At this moment, as the 106th was moving 
off by the downhill-road, skirting the Emmane, it found itself 
in the line of fire. One shell cut down a poplar on the river 
bank, and another buried itself in a meadow near Captain 
Beaudoin. Until reaching Haraucourt the defile gradually 
contracts, and one there plunges into a narrow passage, over- 
looked on either hand by crested hills covered with trees. If 
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a handful of Prussians were in ambuscade there, a disaster 
was certain. Cannonaded in the rear, with an attack possible 
both on right and left, the troops now advanced in increasing 
anxiety, eager to get out of this dangerous pass. And thus a 
last flash of energy came to even the weariest among them. 
The men, who a little while ago had been crawling from door 
to door through Raucourt, now stepped out jauntily, revived 
by the spur of peril. Even the horses seemed to realise that 
a terrible price might have to be paid for a moment lost ; and 
the head of the column must have already been at Remilly, 
and the impetus given to the retreat was continuing, when all 
at once the men again ceased to advance. 

‘Dash it!’ said Chouteau, ‘are they going to leave us 
here ?’ 

The 106th had not yet reached Haraucourt and the shells 
were still falling. Whilst the regiment was marking time 
pending the resumption of the march, a shell burst on the 
right, fortunately without wounding anyone. Five minutes 
elapsed, seeming frightfully long, an eternity. But the men 
could not move ; there was some obstacle over yonder, barring 
the road like a wall suddenly thrown up. The colonel, rising 
in his stirrups, looked ahead, quivering, and feeling that panic 
was spreading among his men behind him. 

‘Everyone knows that we’ve been sold!’ resumed Chouteau, 
vehemently. 

Then, under the lash of fear, loud murmurs arose, a swell- 
ing growl of exasperation. Yes, yes; they had been brought 
there to be sold, to be handed over to the Prussians ! 

Evil fortune had proved so implacable, the blunders com- 
mitted had been so excessive, that to these men of narrow 
minds such a series of disasters could only be explained by 
treachery. 


‘We are betrayed! We are betrayed!’ they shouted, in 
maddened voices. 

Then, an idea occurring to Loubet he exclaimed : ‘It’s 
perhaps that beast of an Emperor who's blocking the road 
with all his luggage.’ 

The surmise circulated, till it was positively affirmed that 
the block was occasioned by the imperial household having 
intercepted the column. Then the men swore abominable 
oaths, venting all the hatred that had been roused in their 
breasts by the insolence of the Emperor’s attendants, who took 
possession of the towns where they slept, unpacking their pro- 
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visions, their baskets of wine, and their silver plate in the 
presence of soldiers who were destitute of everything, and 
setting the kitchens ablaze when the poor devils had to go 
without a particle of food. 

Ah ! that wretched Emperor—now without a throne or a 
command, like a lost child in the midst of his empire, carried 
off as if he were some useless parcel among the baggage of his 
troops, condemned to drag about with him the irony of his 
gala household, his Cent-Gardes, his carriages, his horses, his 
cooks, his vans, all the pomp of his bee-spangled state robes, 
sweeping up the blood and the mire of the highways of defeat! 

Two more shells now fell in quick succession, and a splinter 
carried off Lieutenant Rochas’s cap. The ranks closed up 
amid violent pushing—a kind of wave, the ebbing of which 
spread afar off. Men were calling out in choking voices, and 
Lapoulle shouted to those in front of him to advance. Another 
minute, perhaps, and a frightful catastrophe would take place, 
a sauve-qui-peut which would result in the men engaging in a 
furious mélée together, and being crushed to death in the 
depths of that narrow pass. 

The colonel turned round, looking very pale: ‘My lads, 
my lads,’ he said, ‘a little patience. I have sent some one to 
see—we are off.’ 

But the march was not resumed, and the seconds seemed 
like centuries. Jean had already taken Maurice by the hand, 
and with admirable calmness was explaining to him in a 
whisper that if their comrades should again begin pushing, 
they had better jump aside on the left, and climb through the 
woods on the other side of the little river. He looked round 
fer the Francs-tireurs, in the idea that they must know the 
roads, but he was told that they had disappeared while the 
regiment was passing through Raucourt. And then, all at 
once, the march was resumed ; they turned round a bend of 
the road, and were thenceforth screened from the German 
batteries. Later on, some of them learned that it was General 
de Bonnemain’s division of cavalry—fotr regiments of Cuiras- 
siers—that had thus intercepted and stopped the Seventh 
Corps in the confusion of that disastrous day. 

The night was falling when the 106th passed through 
Augecourt. The wooded crests still rose upon the right, but 
on the left the defile grew broader, and a bluish valley could 
be seen in the distance. At last from the heights of Remilly 
they perceived, in the evening mist, a pale silvery ribbon wind- 
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ing through the immense rolling expanse of meadow and culti- 
vated land. It was the Meuse—the Meuse they had so longed 
to reach and where it seemed the victory was to be. 

And Maurice, stretching out his arm towards some distant, 
tiny lights, that were gaily shining out, amid the verdure in 
the depths of that fruitful valley, so delightfully charming in 
the gentle twilight, said to Jean, with the joyous relief of a 
man who again finds a spot he loves: ‘There—look over 
yonder—that is SEDAN !’ 


CHAPTER VII 
IN VIEW OF SEDAN—SILVINE’S STORY 


A FRIGHTFUL medley of men, horses, and vehicles encumbered 
the sloping street of Remilly, descending in zigzags to the 
Meuse. Halfway down the hill, in front of the church, were 
some guns, the wheels of which were locked together, and the 
men seemed unable to get them any farther, however much 
they might swear and push. Near the spinning-mill below, 
where a fall of the Emmane roars, a train of baggage waggons 
was stranded, completely blocking the road ; whilst an ever- 
swelling mob of exasperated soldiers was fighting at the Cross 
of Malta inn, without any of the men being able to obtain 
even a glass of wine. 

The furious rush came to an end on the southern side of 
the village, which a copse here separates from the Meuse. 
The Engineers had thrown a pontoon bridge across the river 
during the morning. On the right there was a ferry with the 
waterman’s solitary house standing out whitely among the tall 
rushes. Large fires had been lighted on both banks, and every 
now and then the flames, deftly encouraged, set the night all 
aglow, lighting up both the water and the shore, as though it 
had been midday. One could then perceive the enormous 
accumulation of troops waiting here ; for only two men could 
cross the footbridge at a time, whilst the pontoon bridge, 
which was certainly not more than ten feet wide, was encum- 
bered with artillery, cavalry and baggage waggons, defiling 
over it at a distressingly slow pace. It was reported that a 
brigade of the First Corps and an ammunition convoy were 
still on the spot, besides four regiments of Cuirassiers belong- 
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ing to Bonnemain’s division ; and now, in the rear, came the 
entire Seventh Army Corps, thirty and odd thousand men, 
who believing that they had the enemy at their heels were 
feverishly eager to reach a place of safety by getting across 
the stream. 

For a moment perfect despair prevailed when the men of 
the Seventh Corps arrived on the scene. What! they had 
been marching ever since morning without anything to eat, 
and had managed, by dint of superhuman exertion, to escape 
out of that terrible defile of Haraucourt, simply to plunge 
into all this confusion and bewilderment, to run their heads, 
as it were, against an impassable wall! Many hours would 
probably elapse before the last arrivals were able to cross ; 
and, even supposing the Prussians should not dare to continue 
the pursuit during the night, it was certain they would be on 
the spot at daybreak. Nevertheless, orders were given to pile 
arms, and the men encamped on some extensive bare hills, 
whose slopes, skirted by the road to Mouzon, descend to the 
meadows of the Meuse. On a plateau, in the rear, the reserve 
artillery took up position, with the guns pointed towards the 
defile so that, if necessary, they might shell its outlet. 

Meantime, the 106th was installed, above the road, in 
some stubble overlooking the far-spreading plain. The men 
parted with their chassepots regretfully, glancing behind them 
with disquietude, haunted as they were with the apprehension 
of an attack. With their teeth set and a harsh expression on 
their faces, they abstained from chatting together, merely 
growling angry words, every now and then. Nine o’clock was 
on the point of striking ; they had been there for a couple of 
hours ; and many of them, though atrociously weary, were un- 
able to sleep, and lay upon the ground listening and starting 
at the faintest sounds that were wafted from afar off. They 
no longer struggled against the hunger that consumed them. 
They would eat when they got across the river, and then, if 
there were nothing else, they would eat the grass. Down 
below, however, the obstruction was increasing, and the 
officers, whom General Douay had posted near the bridge, came 
every twenty minutes or so with the same irritating tidings that 
hours and hours must elapse before all the troops were got 
across. At last the general decided to make his way to the 
bridge in person, and he could be seen struggling in the midst 
of this human sea and urging on the march. 


Seated against a bank by the side of Jean, Maurice pointed 
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to the north as he had done before. ‘Sedan lies there below,’ 
said he. ‘And, look, Bazeilles is yonder ! And then there’s 
Douzy and Carignan on the right—it’s at Carignan, no doubt, 
that we shall be concentrated. Ah ! there’s plenty of room 
there, as you would soon see, if it were only daylight ! 

His gesture embraced the whole of the immense shadowy 
valley. The sky was not so dark as to prevent one from dis- 
cerning the pale river, coursing through the expanse of black, 
rolling meadows. Here and there the tufts of trees formed 
denser patches and a row of poplars barred the horizon on the 
left, as with a fantastic-looking dyke. Then, in the depths 
far away, behind Sedan, dotted with bright little lights, there 
was an accumulation of darkness, as though all the forests of 
the Ardennes had there stretched a curtain of their cente- 
narian oaks. , 

Jean was again gazing at the pontoon bridge below them. 
‘Look !’ said he, ‘it will all give way. We shall never get 
across.’ 

The fires were now burning higher on both banks, and 
their glow had become so bright that the frightful scene was 
clearly visible. The pontoons, supporting the madriers, had 
ended by sinking beneath the weight of all the artillery and 
cavalry that had passed over them since the morning, and the 
brow or platform of the bridge was a few inches under water. 
Two by two, in endless files went the Cuirassiers, who were 
now crossing the stream, slowly emerging from the darkness 
on one bank, and passing at last into that on the other. As 
the bridge could no longer be seen, it seemed as though they 
were marching on the water, on the brightly illumined river, 
in which a lurid conflagration was dancing. The neighing 
horses, with their manes raised and their legs stiffened by 
fright, advanced but slowly over the swaying bridge, which 
seemel to be gliding away beneath them. Erect in their 
stirrups, and with tightened reins, still did the Cuirassiers 
pass and pass, all uniformly draped in long white cloaks, and 
their helmets blazing with fiery reflections. They looked like 
phantom horsemen, with flaming hair, marching away to some 
tenebrious warfare. 


A deep plaint escaped from Jean’s contracted throat: ‘Oh! 
how hungry I am !’ ' 

The men around him, despite the complaining groans of 
their empty stomachs, had now fallen asleep. Their weariness 
was so intense that it had finally mastered their fears, and had 
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stretched them on their backs with open mouths, overwhelmed 
beneath the dark sky which no moon illumined. From one 
to the other end of those bare hills, waiting and expectancy 
had now given place to a death-like silence. 

‘Oh ! how hungry I am, so hungry I could eat the very 

earth.’ Such was the cry which Jean, so inured to hardship 
and usually so silent, was no longer able to restrain ; a cry 
which he raised despite himself, in the delirium caused by pri- 
vation ; for six-and-thirty hours had now elapsed since he had 
partaken of any food. Then Maurice, who realised that their 
regiment would not cross the Meuse at least for another two 
or three hours, made up his mind to speak : ‘ Listen,’ said he, 
‘JT have an uncle living near here; uncle Fouchard, whom I 
told: you about. His place is over there, some five or six hun- 
dred yards away. I hesitated about going, but since you are 
so hungry we had better try him. He will give us some bread 
at all events.’ Thereupon he led his unresisting comrade 
away. 
Old Fouchard’s little farm was situated on the outskirts of 
the defile of Haraucourt, near the plateau where the reserve 
artillery was encamped. There was a low house, with out- 
buildings of considerable extent, a barn, a cowshed, and a 
stable ; and, in a kind of coach-house on the other side of the 
road, the old peasant had installed his butcher’s business. It 
was there that he slaughtered the animals which he subse- 
quently hawked through the surrounding villages in his cart. 
As the two men drew near to the place Maurice was surprised 
not to see any light in the house, ‘The old miser !’ he mut- 
tered ; ‘he must have barricaded himself indoors—he won’t 
open.’ 
4 On reaching the road, the young fellow stopped short at 
sight of a dozen marauding soldiers—hungry rascals, no doubt, 
on the prowl for something to fill their maws with—who were 
moving hither and thither in front of the farmhouse. They 
had begun by calling ; then they had knocked ; and now, as 
the house remained quite black and silent, they were battering 
the door with the butt-ends of their guns with the object of 
breaking the lock open. Gruff voices could be heard roaring : 
‘Thunder! Hit harder! Break the cursed door down, since 
there’s no one inside.’ 

Suddenly, however, the shutter of a garret window was 
flung back, and a tall old man, wearing a blouse and with his 


head bare, appeared carrying a tallow candle in one fod and 
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a gun in the other. He had coarse white hair and a square, 
broadly wrinkled face, with a prominent nose, large light- 
coloured eyes and a chin expressive of obstinate self-will. — 

‘ Are you fellows thieves, that you are smashing everything 
like tliat ?’ he shouted in a harsh voice. ‘What on earth do 
you want 2’ 

The soldiers drew back, somewhat abashed : ‘We aré 
dying of hunger. We want something to eat,’ they answered. 

‘T’ve got nothing, not even a crust! Do you fellows think 
we can feed hundreds of thousands of men? Other troops 
passed by here this morning —General Ducrot’s men—and they 
took everything I had.’ 

One by one the soldiers were again drawing nearer : ‘ All 
the same, just open your door. We'll have a rest. You'll be 
able to find us a morsel, sure enough.’ 

They were again hammering on the door, when the old 
man, after placing the candle on the window-sill, raised his 
gun to his shoulder : ‘ As true as that’s a candle,’ he shouted, 
‘Tl send a bullet into the head of the first man who touches 
my door !’ 

A combat appeared imminent. Curses resounded, and 
some one shouted that they ought to settle the hash of that 
swinish peasant, who, hke the rest of the litter, would have 
flung his bread into the water rather than give a bite to a 
soldier. The chassepots were already levelled, and it seemed 
certain that he would be shot down, for, in his obstinate 
rage, he rewained standing there, clearly visible in the flaring 
candle-light. 


‘Nothing at all,’ he resumed, ‘not a crust! Everything 
has been taken from me.’ 


At this moment Maurice, in dire alarm, sprang forward 
followed by Jean. 

‘Comrades, comrades!’ he shouted as with a blow of his 
arm he lowered the guns of the marauders ; and then, raising 
his head, he called to Fouchard in a supplicating tone ; ‘ Come, 
be reasonable. Don’t you know me 2’ 

‘Who are you ?’ 

‘Your nephew, Maurice Levasseur.’ 

Fouchard had taken up the candle again, and, doubtless 
he recognised Maurice ; but he remained obstinate, determined 
not to give the men even so much as a glass of water. 
‘ Nephew, indeed !’ he growled ; ‘ who can tell in that cursed 
darkness? Begone all of you, or I'll fire!’ And amid the 


IN VIEW OF SEDAN—SILVINE’S STORY 133 


shouts that were then raised, the threats that they would 
pick him off and fire his shanty, he continued bawling the 
same phrase, repeating it a score of times: ‘ Begone all of you, 
or I'll fire !’ 

‘Even on me, father ?’ suddenly called a loud voice which 
resounded above all the tumult. 

The other men had drawn on one side, and now, in the 
flickering candle-light, a quartermaster suddenly appeared. 
Tt was Honoré, whose battery was stationed less than two 
hundred yards away, and who, for a couple of hours, had been 
struggling with a desire he felt to go and knock at his father’s 
door. Yet he had sworn that he would never again cross the 
threshold, and, during the four years that he had been in the 
army, he had not once written to the old man whom he now 
addressed so curtly. The marauders were already talking 
together with animation, and concerting other measures. So 
that was the old fellow’s son—a quartermaster, eh! Such 
being the case there was evidently nothing to be done ; mat- 
ters might turn out badly, and they had far better try their 
luck elsewhere. Thereupon they slunk away, speedily vanish- 
ing amid the pitchy darkness. 

When Fouchard realised that he was saved from being 
pillaged, he exclaimed, without evincing the slightest emotion, 
and, in fact, as though he had seen his son only the day be- 
fore: ‘It’s you—all right, I’m coming down.’ 

It was a long business. He could be heard unlocking 
and re-locking doors which, like a careful man, he kept 
secured, Then, at last, the front door was just set ajar and 
held vigorously to prevent it from being flung wide open. 
‘You can come in—but no one else, mind,’ said Fouchard 
to his son. Evident as was his repugnance, however, he 
could not refuse shelter to his nephew : ‘Well, you too,’ he 
added. 

Then he pitilessly pushed the door back on Jean, and 
Maurice again had to supplicate. But the old man was ob- 
stinate ; no, no, he didn’t want any strangers, any thieves to 
smash the furniture. Honoré, however, at last forced the 
door open with his shoulder and made the corporal enter ; 
the old fellow being compelled to yield, though he continued 
muttering covert threats. He had not parted with his gun, 
but when he had led them into the living-room he rested it 
against the sideboard, and placing the candle on the table, 


sank into stubborn silence, ; 


134 FROM THE RHINE TO THE MEUSE 


‘I say, father, we are dying of hunger. You'll surely give 
us some bread and cheese ?’ 


Fouchard made no answer ; he did not seem to hear his 


son, but repeatedly stepped up to the window to listen whether 
some fresh band were not on the point of besieging his house. 
‘Come, uncle,’ said Maurice, ‘Jean’s a brother. He went 
without food to save me. We haye suffered so dreadfully 
together.’ 2 

The old man, however, continued his perambulations, 
satisfying himself that everything was in its place, and with- 
out even casting a glance at his son and nephew. Still with- 
out saying a word, he at last made up his mind to grant their 
request, and then, taking the candle, he went off, leaving them 
in the darkness and carefully locking the door behind him so 
that he might not be followed. He could be heard going down 
the cellar stairs, and then another Jong interval ensued. When 
he came back he again made the door fast and placed a large 
loaf and a cheese upon the table, still maintaining his obstinate 
silence, not, however, that he was sullen, for his anger had 
passed away, but from motives of policy, since one can never 
tell how far talking may lead one. Moreover, the three men 
were in no mood to waste words, but fell on the food and 
began to devour it. No sound could now be heard save the 
savage crunching of their jaws. 

Honoré at last rose to fetch a pitcher of water standing 
near the sideboard. ‘You might have given us some wine, 
father,’ said he. 

Fouchard, who was recovering his calmness and self-con- 
trol, at the same time found his tongue again: ‘Wine? Why, 
Thaven’t a drop left. Ducrot’s men ate and drank and pil- 
laged everything I had.’ 

__ He was lying, and all his efforts to conceal it were unayail- 
Ing ; it could be clearly detected by the blinking of his big 
pale eyes. A couple of days previously he had concealed his 
cattle, the few cows he kept and the oxen and sheep reserved 
for his business, driving them away in the night and hiding 
them no one knew where, but possibly in the depths of some 
wood or some abandoned quarry. And since then he had 
spent long hours at home in burying his wine, his bread, in 
fact all his provisions, even to the flour and salt, so that one 
would have ransacked every cupboard in vain. The house 
was cleared. He had even refused to sell anything to the 


first soldiers who had presented themselves. There was no 
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telling, perhaps he might have better opportunities, and vague 
ideas of making a pile of money germinated in this shrewd, 
patient miser’s brain. 

Maurice, promptly satisfying his hunger, was the first to 
speak. ‘And is it long since you saw my sister, Henriette ?’ 
he asked. 

The old fellow was still walking about, glancing every now 
and then at Jean, who was precipitately swallowing huge 
mouthfuls of bread ; and slowly, as though weighing every 
word he answered : ‘ Henriette? Yes, I saw her last month 
at Sedan. But I caught sight of her husband, Weiss, this 
morning. He was in a trap with his employer, Monsieur 
Delaherche—they were going to Mouzon to see the army pass, 
just by way of amusing themselves.’ An expression of pro- 
found irony passed over the old peasant’s stolid face. ‘ Per- 
haps,’ added he, ‘they may have seen too much of the army, 
and not have had much amusement—for after three o'clock, 
it was impossible to pass along the roads. They were crowded 
with runaways.’ 

Then, in the same quiet voice and with an air of seeming 
indifference, he gave some particulars respecting the defeat of 
thé Fifth Corps, which, whilst the men were preparing their 
soupe, had been surprised at Beaumont by the Bayarians, and 
thrown back as far as Mouzon.! Some panic-stricken, dis- 
banded soldiers, on their way through Remilly, had shouted 
to him that De Failly had once more sold them to Bismarck. 
On hearing all this Maurice could not help thinking of the 
precipitate marching of the last two days, of the orders to 
hasten the retreat given by MacMahon, now all eagerness to 
cross the Meuse at any cost after so many precious days had 
been lost in incomprehensible hesitation. But the decision 
had come too late. Doubtless the marshal, so angered on 
finding the Seventh Corps still at Oches when it ought to have 
reached La Besace, had imagined that the Fifth Corps was 
already encamped at Mouzon, when, in reality, it was being 
crushed at Beaumont, through its folly in tarrying there. 
What, however, could be required, expected of troops who 
were so badly commanded, so demoralised by waiting and per- 
sistent retreating, exhausted alike by hunger and weariness ¢ 


1 In the engagements fought this day (August 30) between the Ger- 
mans and De Failly’s corps and other portions of MacMahon’s army, 
7,000 of the French were taken prisoners, and a quantity of their cam p 
equipage and twenty guns were captured.— Trans, 
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Fouchard had ended by stationing himself behind Jean, 
astonished to see what a prodigious quantity of bread and 
cheese the corporal managed to put away. ‘ You feel better 
now, eh 7’ he remarked, in a bantering fashion. 

Jean raised his head, and with the same peasant-like air 
replied; ‘A little, thanks.’ 

Meanwhile, despite his intense hunger, Honoré every now 
and then ceased eating, and turned his head to listen as if he 
fancied he could hear some sound or other. If, after a fight 
with himself, he had broken his oath that he would never 
again set foot in that house, it was solely on account of the 
irresistible desire he experienced to see Silvine once more. 
Under his shirt, against his very skin, he preserved the letter 
he had received from her at Rheims, that tender letter in 
which she told him that she still loved him, and that she 
would never love anyone else, despite all the cruel past, 
despite Goliath, despite even little Charlot,! the Prussian’s 
son and her own. And now Honoré had thoughts only 
for her, and felt anxious at not having yet seen her, though 
he strove to hide his anxiety from his father. Passion, 
however, won the day, and at last, endeavouring to speak 
in a natural voice, he inquired: ‘And Silvine—is she still 
with you?’ 

Fouchard glanced askance at his son, his eyes glittering 
with inward merriment : ‘ Yes, yes,’ he answered. 

Then he relapsed into silence and began spitting ; and the 
artilleryman, after a pause, was forced to resume; ‘She’s in 
bec, then 2’ 

‘ No, no.’ 

At last, however, the old man condescended to explain 
that, in spite of what was happening, he had driven to Rau- 
court market that morning in his cart, taking the girl with 
him. Soldiers might be passing along the roads, but surely 
that was no reason why people should cease eating meat, or 
why he should neglect his business. So, as was his habit 
every Tuesday, he had driven to Raucourt with a sheep and 
some beef, and was just finishing his sales when the Seventh 
Corps made its appearance, and he speedily found himself in 
the midst of a frightful hubbub. Soldiers were running about 
hustling everybody, and fearing that some of them might steal 
his horse and cart, he had taken himself off, leaving Silvine 
behind ; she, it appeared, was away at the time, carrying 

' Equivalent to our Charlie, . cit 
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meat to some customers in the town. ‘Oh! she'll find her 
way back sure enough,’ he added: ‘she must have taken 
refuge at Dr. Dalichamp, her godfather’s—she’s a brave girl, 
although she only seems to know how to obey—she has her 
qualities, certainly she has.’ 

Was he jeering? Was he desirous of explaining why he 
still retained the services of that girl, the cause of his quarrel 
with his son, and this, despite the child, from whom she 
refused to be parted? Again did Fouchard give Honoré a 
sidelong glance, and laugh inwardly as he added, ‘Charlot’s 
in there, asleep in her room ; so it’s certain she won’t be very 
long coming.’ 

Honoré, whose lips were quivering, gazed so fixedly at his 
father that the latter again began walking up and down. 
Then the silence fell once more, whilst the artilleryman, in a 
mechanical way, cut himself another piece of bread, and went 
on eating. Jean also continued devouring the bread and cheese 
without feeling the slightest desire to talk. Maurice, whose 
hunger was appeased, sat there with his elbows on the table, 
examining the furniture of the room, the old sideboard and 
the old clock, and dreaming of the holidays that he and his 
sister had spent at Remilly in times long past. Thus the 
minutes went by, and at last the clock struck eleven. 

‘The devil!’ muttered Maurice. ‘We mustn't let the others 

go off.’ 
Without any opposition on Fouchard’s part, he then opened 
the window. The whole black valley was hollowed out there 
below, looking, at the first glance, like a sombre rolling sea ; 
but when the eyes had become accustomed to the scene, one 
could clearly distinguish the bridge, illumined by the fires on 
both banks. The Cuirassiers were still crossing the river, 
draped in their long white cloaks, and looking like phantoms 
whose horses, lashed onward by a blast of terror, seemed to be 
walking on the water. And the endless, interminable pro- 
cession continued crawling along, like some vision passing 
slowly before the eyes. Meantime, on the bare hills on the 
right, where the troops were slumbering, all was as still and 
silent as death itself. 

‘ Ah, well!’ said Maurice, with a gesture of despair, ‘it 
will be for to-morrow morning.’ 

He had left the window wide open, and old Fouchard, 
catching up his gun, sprang over the sill and jumped out with 
the nimbleness of a young man, For a moment he goyld he 
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heard marching along with the regular step of a sentinel, and 
then the only audible sound was that of the commotion on the 
encumbered bridge far away ; doubtless the old peasant had 
seated himself by the roadside, where he felt more at his ease, 
since he could there watch for any threatening danger, pre- 
pared, if need were, to jump indoors again and defend his 
house. 

And now not a minute elapsed but Honoré glanced at the 
clock. His disquietude was increasing. Less than four miles 
separate Raucourt from Remilly, a matter of an hour’s walk 
fora sturdy young girl like Silvine. Why had she not arrived, 
for many and many hours had now elapsed since the old man 
had left her amid the confusion created by the army corps 
flooding the district and blocking up the roads? Some cata- 
strophe must certainly have befallen her ; and he pictured her 
in dire distress—wandering distracted through the fields, or 
knocked down and trampled upon by the horses on the high 
road. 

Suddenly, however, he, Maurice and Jean, rose to their 
feet. Some one was running down the road, and they had 
distinctly heard the old man cock his gun. ‘Who goes 
there?’ called Fouchard, in a harsh voice. ‘Is it you, 
Silvine ?’ 

There was no answer, and he repeated his question, threat- 
ening to fire. Then an oppressed, panting voice managed to 
articulate : ‘Yes, yes, it’s I, father Fouchard.’ And imme- 
diately afterwards the girl inquired : ‘And Charlot ?’ 

‘ He’s in bed and asleep.’ 

‘Oh! all right then—thanks!’ Thereupon she no longer 
hastened, but heaved a deep sigh, in which she exhaled all her 
weariness and anguish. 


‘Get in by the window,’ resumed Fouchard. ‘There’s 
some one inside.’ 

Springing into the room, she stopped short in surprise at 
sight of the three men. In the flickering candle-light she 
appeared before them, very dark-complexioned, with thick 
black hair, and with large, lovely eyes, that sufficed to render 
her beautiful, lighting up her oval face, which usually wore an 
expression of submissive tranquillity. But the sudden sight 
of Honoré had now brought all the blood in her heart to her 
cheeks, albeit she was not astonished to find him there, for 


she had been thinking of him whilst running back from 
Raucourt. . 
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He was choking, and felt extremely faint, but he affected 
great calmness. 

‘Good evening, Silvine.’ 

‘Gooa evening, Honoré.’ 

Then, that she might not burst into sobs, she averted her 
head and smiled at Maurice, whom she had just. recognised. 
Jean’s presence inconvenienced her. She felt as though she 
were stifling, and took off the kerchief she wore about her 
neck. 

‘We were anxious about you, Silvine,’ resumed Honoré, 
‘on account of all those Prussians who are coming up.’ 

She suddenly became very pale again, and an expression of 
agitation swept over her face. Glancing involuntarily in the 
direction of the room where Charlot was asleep, and waving 
her hand as if to drive away some frightful vision, she 
muttered : ‘The Prussians, yes—yes, I have seen them.’ 

Then, worn out with fatigue, she sank upon a chair, and 
related that on the invasion of Raucourt by the Seventh 
Corps she had sought refuge at the house of Dr. Dalichamp, 
her godfather, hoping that Fouchard would think of fetching 
her before he started home. Such was the hustling and con- 
fusion in the high street that a dog would not have ventured 
there. She had waited patiently, and without feeling much 
cuneasiness, till four o’clock, employing her time meanwhile in 
helping several ladies to prepare some lint ; for, in the idea 
that some of the wounded from Metz and Verdun, supposing 
there were any fighting over there, would be sent on to Rau- 
court, the doctor had been busily engaged for a fortnight past 
in installing an ambulance at the town-hall. Some people 
came who asserted that this ambulance might be required at 
once ; and in point of fact a cannonade had been heard since 
noon in the direction of Beaumont. Still, that was some 
distance away, and nobody felt alarmed. Suddenly, however, 
just as the last French soldiers were on the point of leaving 
Raucourt a shell plunged, with a fearful crash, through the 
roof of a neighbouring house. Two others followed—a German 
battery was cannonading the rear guard of the Seventh Army 
Corps. Some wounded men from Beaumont having already 
been brought to the town-hall, it was feared that a shell might 
fall upon them, and finish them off on the straw mattresses on 
which they were lying waiting for the doctor to attend to them. 
Maddened by terror these unfortunate men rose up, and despite 
their broken limbs, which drew from them loud cries of agony, 
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insisted on crawling into the cellar, which they considered to 
be the only safe place. 

‘And then,’ continued Silvine. ‘I don’t know how it 
happened, but all at once everything became silent—I had 
gone upstairs to a window overlooking the street and the 
country, and I could no longer see anyone, not a single French 
soldier. But suddenly I heard a heavy tramp. Somebody 
called out something I did not understand, and then the 
butt-ends of a number of muskets fell with a thud on 
the ground. In the street down below there were a lot of 
dark-looking men, short and grimed with dirt, with huge, 
hideous heads and wearing helmets like those that our firemen 
wear. I was told they were Bavarians. Then, as I raised my 
eyes, I saw—oh! I saw thousands and thousands of them, 
coming along by the roads and the fields and the woods, in 
close columns which never seemed to end. The whole country- 
side at once became quite black with them, It was like a 
swarm of black locusts coming and coming in such numbers 
that in less than no time I could no longer see the ground.’ 

She shuddered, and again made that gesture with her hand 
to drive away a frightful remembrance. 

‘And then—ah! you can’t imagine what happened. It 
seems that these men had been three days on the march and 
had just been fighting like furies at Beaumont. And they 
were dying of hunger, half out of their senses, with their 
eyes starting from their heads. Their officers made no at- 
tempt to restrain them, and they all rushed into the houses 
and the shops, bursting open the doors, breaking the windows, 
smashing the furniture, searching everywhere for something 
to eat and drink, and swallowing no matter what came into 
their hands, I saw one at Monsieur Simonnet’s—the grocer’s 
—who was scooping molasses out of a tub with his helmet. 
Others were munching pieces of raw bacon. Others, too, 
were swallowing flour. It had already been said that there 
was nothing left, as our soldiers had been passing through the 
town for forty-eight hours or more, but these men managed 
to find something—provisions that had been hidden, no doubt, 
and this made them think that people purposely refused them 
food, and they set to work like madmen, smashing everything. 
In less than an hour the grocers’ shops, and the bakers’ and 
the butchers’ and even the private houses had all their 
windows broken, their cupboards ransacked, and their cellars 
invaded and emptied, At the doctor's, you may believe me 
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or not, but I actually caught sight of one fat fellow, who was 
eating the soap! It was, however, especially the cellar which 
they ravaged. We could hear them from upstairs, roaring 
down there like wild beasts, smashing the bottles and turning 
on the taps of all the casks, so that the wine rushed out with 
the noise of a waterfall. When they came up again their 
hands had been quite reddened by all the wine they had been 
messing with. And—see how it is when men become savages 
—Monsieur Dalichamp vainly did his utmost to prevent one 
soldier from drinking some syrup of opium which he had 
found in a wine bottle. The wretched fellow must certainly 
be dead by now; he was suffering dreadfully when I came 
away.’ 

Seized with a great shudder she covered her eyes with her 
hands as though to shut out the sight of all she had seen. 
‘No, no,’ she gasped, ‘it was too frightful ; it stifles me.’ 

Old Fouchard, still outside, had drawn near and stood by 
the window, listening. This story of pillage had made him 
thoughtful. He had been told that the Prussians paid for 
everything ; were they now turning thieves, then? Maurice 
and Jean also evinced the keenest interest in these particulars 
concerning the enemy, whom this girl had just seen, but whom 
they themselves had not yet met, though the fighting had been 
going on for a month past. Honoré, however, with a pensive 
air and twitching mouth, took interest in her alone, being 
absorbed in thoughts of the calamity that had long since 
parted them. 

Just then the door of the next room opened, and little 
Charlot ran in. He must have heard his mother’s voice ; and 
now, simply clad in his shirt, he was coming to kiss her. Pink 
and fair, and very big for his age, he had a light curly crop of 
hair and large blue eyes. Silvine shuddered on seeing him 
appear so suddenly, as though startled by his resemblance to 
his father. Did she no longer know her own fondly loved 
child, that she thus gazed at him with an air of fright, as if 
face to face with some horrible vision? At last she burst into 
sobs. ‘My poor little one!’ she murmured. 

And then, like one distracted, she caught him in her arms 
and pressed him to her neck, whilst Honoré, turning livid, 
noted Charlot’s remarkable likeness to Goliath. The child 
had the same fair, square-shaped head as his father ; his 
healthy, infantile form, fresh cheeks, and smiling lips seemed 
typical of the German race. So this was the Prussian’s son, 
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‘the little Prussian,’ as the jokers of Remilly called him! 
And there was his mother, pressing him to her bosom—his 
mother, this Frenchwoman, still overwhelmed, and with her 
heart lacerated by all that she had seen of the invasion ! 

‘My poor little one, be good: go to bed again ; go to by- 
by, my poor little fellow.’ 


Then she carried him away, and when she again returned 


she was no longer crying ; she had once more recovered her | 


calm, docile, courageous expression of countenance. It was 
Honoré who, in a trembling voice, resumed the conversation ; 
‘ And the Prussians ?’ 

‘Ah! yes, the Prussians,’ said Silvine. ‘ Well, they had 
broken everything, pillaged everything, eaten everything, 
drunk everything. They also stole the house linen, the nap- 
kins, the towels, the sheets, even the muslin curtains, which 
they tore into long strips to dress their feet with. I saw 
some of them whose feet were so many big sores, so fearfully 
had they been punished by their terrible march. In the road, 
in front of the doctor’s, a number of them took off their boots 
and bound strips of lace-edged chemises round their heels— 
chemises which they had stolen, no doubt, from pretty Madame 
Lefévre, the manufacturer’s wife. The pillage lasted till 
nightfall. The houses had no doors and scarcely a pane of 
glass left, but were quite open to the street, and you could 
see the remnants of furniture inside—everything smashed— 
a sight to make the calmest people furious. I was almost out 
of my senses, and I could not stay there any longer. At the 
doctor’s they tried to detain me, telling me that the roads 
were blocked, that they were not safe, that I should certainly 
be killed ; but, all the same, I went off, and took to the fields 
on the right hand as soon as I got out of Raucourt. Carts 
full of French and Prussian wounded, all heaped up together, 
were arriving from Beaumont. Two passed quite close to me 
in the darkness, and I heard such groans, such shrieks of 
pain that I ran—oh ! I ran right across the fields and through 
the woods without knowing where I was—goinga long distance 
out of my way over towards Villers. I hid myself three times, 
fancying I could hear some soldiers, but the only person I 
met was another woman, who was running, like myself—run- 
ning away from Beaumont—and who told me things that 
made my hair stand on end. Well, at last I got here, and I 
feel so wretched—oh, so wretched !’ 


Her sobs were again suffocating her, but the haunting 
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memory of her adventure soon brought her back to her narra- 
tive, and she related what the woman of Beaumont had told 
her. This woman, who lived in the main street of the village, 
had seen the German artillery pass after nightfall. On either 
side of the way stood a line of soldiers carrying torches of 
resin, which illumined the road with the ruddy glare of a con- 
flagration. And in the middlea stream of horses, guns, and cais- 
sons swept past, urged on at a furious, hellish gallop. Frenzied 
and diabolical were the haste and eagerness to achieve victory, 
to pursue, overtake, finish off, and crush the French troops in 
the depths of some pit near by. Nothing was spared, every 
obstacle was annihilated, and still and ever the artillery swept 
past. If horses fell, their traces were immediately cut, and 
they were crushed, rolled on, thrust aside like bloody wreck- 
age. The men who tried to cross were in their turn knocked 
down and hashed to mincemeat by the cannon wheels. And, 
as the hurricane swept along, the famished drivers did not for 
a moment think of halting, but deftly caught the loaves of 
bread that were flung to them, and seized hold of the hunks 
of meat which some of the torchbearers had stuck upon the 
tips of their bayonets. And then with these same bayonets 
the torchbearers prodded the horses, which reared and plunged, 

-and, maddened by pain, galloped faster and faster away. And 
thus, as the night went by, still and ever the artillery rushed 
along with tempestuous violence, in the midst of frantic 
hurrahs. 

Despite the attention he had been giving to Silvine’s 
narrative, Maurice, overcome with fatigue after his gluttonous 
repast, had just let his head fall upon the table, on which he 
was resting both arms. For another minute Jean continued 
struggling, then he, in his turn, was vanquished and fell 
asleep at the other end of the table. Meantime, old Fouchard 
had gone down the road again, and thus Honoré found him- 
self alone with Silvine, who was now sitting, quite still, in 
front of the open window. 

The quartermaster rose up and approached the window in 
his turn. The night was still dense and black, laden with the 
hard breathing of thousands of troops. Louder, more sonor- 
ous sounds, were now rising, however—now a cracking noise, 
‘then the thud of a collision. At present some artillery was 
crossing the half-submerged bridge down below. Horses 
reared, frightened by the dancing, flowing water. Caissons 
slipped, and as they could not be righted, had to be thrown 
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into the stream. And at sight of the retreat which was being 
80 painfully, so slowly effected across the river—this retreat, 
which had begun the previous day, and would certainly not 
be accomplished by dawn—the young man instinctively 
thought of that other artillery—the artillery of the foe— 
rushing like a wild torrent through Beaumont, overthrowing 
all before it, and crushing both man and beast so that it 
might travel the faster. a, 

At last, Honoré drew near to Silvine, and in full view of 
all that darkness through which fierce quiverings sped, he 
gently said to her, ‘So you are unhappy ? ; 

‘Yes, very unhappy.’ She divined that he was going to 
speak of the abomination, and she lowered her head. 

‘Tell me,’ he resumed ; ‘how did it happen ?’ 

At first she could not answer him, but he plied her with 
questions, and at last, in a choking voice, she stammered : 
‘My God! I do not know; I swear to you I do not even know. 
But it would be wrong to tell a lie, and I cannot excuse my- 
self. I cannot say that he struck me—but you were gone, 
and I was mad, and it came to pass I know not, I know not 
how.’ 

Her sobs were stifling her, and for a moment Honoré 
paused. His face was ashy pale, and his throat contracted. 
However, the idea that she refused to tell a lie rendered him 
somewhat calmer. At last he began questioning her afresh, 
his mind still busy with all that he did not as yet understand. 

‘ All the same, my father kept you here?’ said he. 

Growing calmer once more, again recovering her expression 
of courageous resignation, she answered, without raising her 
eyes : ‘I do his work ; I don’t cost much to keep ; and now, 
as there is another mouth besides my own to feed, he has 
lowered my wages. He knows well enough that, whatever he 
may order me to do, I am now obliged to do it.’ 

‘But you, why did you stay ?’ 

At this she was so surprised that she raised her eyes and 
looked at him: ‘I? Where would you have me go? Here, 
at least my little one and I have something to eat, and live in 
peace. 

The silence fell once more. They were now looking into 
one another’s eyes. The panting of the throng was ascending 
in increased volume from the dark valley below, and the 
rumbling of the guns as they rolled over the pontoon bridge 
seemed interminable, Suddenly a loud cry, the forlorn ery of 
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some man or beast, infinitely piteous, sped through the dark 
expanse. 

‘Listen to me, Silvine,’ slowly resumed Honoré ; ‘you 
sent me a letter which gave me great joy. But for that I 
should never have come back here. I read it again this even- 
ing, and in it you say things that could not be better said.’ 

She had at first turned pale on hearing him mention -her 
letter. Perhaps he was angry with her for having dared to 
write to him like some bold, vulgar wench. But as he pro- 
ceeded, she became quite red. 

‘I know you don’t like lying,’ continued Honoré, ‘and for 
that reason I believe what you wrote to me. Yes, I now 
thoroughly believe it. You were right in thinking that if I had 
been killed during the war, without seeing you again, I should 
have been very unhappy at the thought that you did not love 
me. But since you still love me, since you have never loved 
anybody else : 

Then his speech faltered ; he could no longer find words 
to express himself; he was shaking with intense emotion. 
‘Listen, Silvine,’ he said at last, ‘if those swinish Prussians 
don’t kill me I'll take you all the same ; yes, we'll be married 
as soon as I get my discharge.’ 

She sprang to her feet, gave a loud cry and fell in the 
young man’s arms. She was quite unable to speak ; all the 
blood in her veins had rushed to her face. Honoré seated 
himself on the chair and took her on his knees. 

‘I have thought it over,’ said he, ‘and in coming here to- 
night that was what I wanted to say to you. If my father 
refuses his consent, well, we'll go away together. The world 
is wide. And as for your little one, well, we can’t strangle 
him. There'll be others coming by-and-by ; among the brood I 
sha’n’t be able to distinguish him.’ 

So she was forgiven. Yet she struggled against this im- 
mense happiness, and at last she murmured, ‘No, it isn’t 
possible, it is too much. Some day, perhaps, you will regret 
it. But how good you are, Honoré ; and how I love you !” 

He silenced her with a kiss on the lips. And she no 
longer had the strength to refuse the promised felicity, the 
happy life which she had thought for ever dead. With an 
involuntary irresistible impulse, she caught him in her arms, 
and in her turn kissed him, pressing him to her bosom with 
all her woman’s strength, like a treasure regained that belonged 


to her alone, and which none should ever take from her. He 
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was hers once more, he whom she had lost, and she would die 
rather than lose him again. 

At that moment a sound of commotion arose ; the dense 
night was filled with the loud tumult of the reveille. Orders 
were being shouted, bugles rang out, and from the bare hills 
rose up a mass of shadowy forms that moved hither and 
thither, an indistinct, rolling sea flowing already towards 
the road. The fires on both banks were now going out, and 
one could merely discern confused, tramping masses of men, 
it being impossible to tell whether they were still crossing the 
river or not. Never, however, had the darkness been fraught 
with such anguish, such desperate fear. 

Old Fouchard now drew near to the window and called 
that the others were starting. His voice roused Jean and 
Maurice, who rose to their feet numbed and shivering. Honoré, 
meantime, had quickly pressed Silvine’s hand in his own. ‘ It 
is sworn,’ said he ; ‘ wait for me.’ 

She could not think of a word to answer, but she gave him 
a look into which she cast her whole soul, a last, long look as 
he sprang out of the window to join his battery at the double- 
quick. 

‘ Good-bye, father.’ 

‘Good-bye, my lad.’ 

And that was all; the peasant and the soldier parted as 
they had met, without an embrace—like a father and son who 
do not need to see one another in order to live. 

When in their turn Maurice and Jean had left the farm, 
they descended the steep slope at a gallop. But they no 
longer found the 106th down below ; all the regiments were 
already on the march, and they had to run on, now directed 
to the right and now to the left, until at last, when they had 
quite lost their heads amid the fearful confusion, they fell in 
with their company, which Lieutenant Rochas was command- 
ing. As for Captain Beaudoin and the rest of the regiment, 
they were doubtless elsewhere. And now Maurice was stupe- 
fied on realising that this mob of men, horses, and guns was 
quitting Remilly in the direction of Sedan, proceeding along 
the left bank of the Meuse. What had happened, then 2 Why 
did they not cross the river? Why did they retreat ‘towards 
the north ? 

An officer of Chasseurs who happened to be there, no one 
knew how, exclaimed aloud: ‘Thunder! We ought to have 
taken to our heels on the 28th, when we were at Le Chéne !’ 
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_ Meanwhile, others explained the movements that were 
being accomplished, and scraps of intelligence circulated. It 
appeared that at about two o’clock in the morning one of 
Marshal MacMahon’s aides-de-camp had come to inform 
General Douay that the entire army was to fall back on Sedan 
without loss of time. The Fifth Corps crushed at Beaumont 
was overwhelming the other corps in its own disaster. When 
the aide-de-camp arrived, General Douay was still watching 
near the pontoon-bridge, in despair that only his Third Division 
had as yet managed to cross the stream. Dawn was now at 
hand, and they might be attacked at any moment. Accord- 
ingly he instructed the general officers, placed under his 
orders, to gain Sedan by the most direct routes, each acting 
for himself. For his own part, quitting the bridge, which he 
ordered to be destroyed, he went off along the left bank with 
his First Division and the reserve artillery, whilst the Third 
Division proceeded along the right bank, and the first, which 
had suffered at Beaumont and was disbanded, fled no one 
knew whither. Of the Seventh Army Corps, which had not 
yet fought a battle, there were now only so many scattered 
fragments, straying along the roads and rushing onward in the 
darkness. 

It was not yet three o’clock, and the night was still black. 
Maurice, though he was acquainted with the district, no 
longer knew where he was roaming, unable to take his bearings 
amid the overflowing torrent, the maddened mob that was 
streaming tempestuously along the road. Many men who had 
escaped from the crushing blow of Beaumont, soldiers of all 
arms, in tatters, and grimed with blood and dust, had become 
mingled with the regiments and spread terror through the 
ranks. From all the broad valley across the stream ascended 
a sound of commotion, the tramping of other flocks, of other 
flights, for the First Corps had left Carignan and Douzy, and 
the Twelfth Corps had started from Mouzon with the remnants 
of the Fifth, all being set in motion, carried along by the same 
logical, irresistible force, which since the 28th had been im- 
pelling the army northwards, driving it into the depths whence 
no egress was possible, and where it was fated to perish. 

However, whilst Captain Beaudoin’s company was passing 
through Pont-Maugis the morning twilight appeared, and 
Maurice was then able to identify his surroundings. On the 
left were the slopes of the Liry hill, on the right the road was 
skirted by the Meuse. Infinitely sad in the grey gauze 
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Bazeilles and Balan loomed indistinctly beyond the meadows ; 
whilst on the horizon Sedan, livid and woeful, with the aspect 
of some vision seen in a nightmare, stood out against the vast 
dark curtain of forest trees. When, after passing through 
Wadelincourt, the men at last reached the Torcy gate, it be- 
came necessary to parley, to supplicate, threaten, and, in fact, 
almost besiege the fortress before the governor would lower 
the drawbridge. It was now five o'clock. Intoxicated with 
weariness, hunger and cold, the Seventh Army Corps entered 
Sedan. 


CHAPTER VIII 


SEDAN AT LAST! THE EVE OF BATTLE 


JEAN became separated from Maurice in the scramble which 
took place on the Place de Torcy at the end of the Wadelin- 
court highway, and as he ran on he lost himself among the 
tramping crowd, and was unable to find his friend. This was 
really unlucky, for he had accepted Maurice’s offer to take him 
to his sister’s house, where they had arranged to have a rest, 
a refreshing nap in a comfortable bed. There was so much 
confusion, all the regiments being intermingled, without 
marching orders or even commanders, that the men were 
almost at liberty to do as they pleased. Thus Maurice and 
Jean had come to the conclusion that after enjoying a few 
hours’ sleep they would still have ample time to take their 
bearings and rejoin their comrades, 

Quite scared, Jean found himself on the Torcy viaduct, 
overlooking extensive meadows which the governor had flooded 
with the waters of the river. Then, after passing through 
another gateway, he crossed the bridge over the Meuse, and, 
although the dawn was rising, it seemed to him as if night 
were coming back again, so darkly did the lofty houses over- 
shadow the damp streets of this little town, cramped up within 
its ramparts. Jean did not even remember the name of 
Maurice’s brother-in-law ; he only knew that the young fellow’s 
sister was named Henriette. Where should he go? Whom 
should he ask for? It was only the mechanical motion of the 
march that still kept him upright ; he felt that he should fall 
if he ventured to stop. Like a drowning man, he could hear 
nothing save a confused buzzing, distinguish nothing save the 
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continuous streaming of the flood of men and horses in the 
midst of which he was being carried along. Having partaken 
of some food at Remilly, it was now the need of sleep that 
caused him the most suffering ; and, indeed, all around him 
weariness was conquering hunger. The shadowy flock of 
soldiers went stumbling hither and thither along the strange 
streets, and at every step some man or other sank down on the 
footway or on a doorstep, and remained there fast asleep. 

Suddenly, however, on raising his eyes, Jean noticed an 
inscription : ‘ Avenue de la Sous-Préfecture.’ At the farther 
end of this avenue there was a monument in a garden, and at 
a corner near him he perceived a cavalry soldier, a Chasseur 
d’ Afrique, whom he fancied he recognised. Was it not that 
fellow Prosper, belonging to Remilly, whom he had seen with 
Maurice at Vouziers? The Chasseur had alighted from his 
horse, and the wretched, haggard animal was trembling in 
every limb, so famished that it had stretched out its neck to 
munch the woodwork of a van, standing beside the footway. 
The horses had received no rations for two days past, and were 
dying of exhaustion. Jean noticed that tears were falling 
from the eyes of the Chasseur d’ Afrique, as he stood there beside 
his steed, whose big teeth were gnawing the wood with a 
rasping sound. 

Jean passed on, and when, a few moments afterwards, he 
retraced his steps, in the idea that this Chasseur must know 
the address of Maurice’s relatives, he found him gone. Despair 
then took possession of the corporal, who wandered on from 
street to street till he again found himself at the Sub-Prefec- 
ture, whence he proceeded as far as the Place Turenne. Then, 
for a moment, he fancied himself saved, for in front of the 
town-hall, at the foot of the statue of Turenne, he espied 
Lieutenant Rochas with a few men of his company. Since he 
could not find his friend he would join the regiment again and 
have a nap under canvas. That, at all events, would be better 
than nothing. Captain Beaudoin not having turned up again 
—he had doubtless been carried away in some other direction 
—the lieutenant had endeavoured to get his men together, 
besides trying to ascertain on what spot the division was to 
encamp. On its way through the town, however, the company 
gradually diminished instead of increasing. One man, after 
making a furious gesture, strode into a tavern and was not 
seen again. Three others halted in front of a grocer’s shop, 
in compliance with the suggestion of some Zouaves, who had 
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just tapped a little barrel of brandy there. Others, too, quite 
overcome, had fallen to the ground, and were lying prostrate 
in the gutters ; whilst some, anxious to start off again, tried 
to pick themselves up, but fell back once more, utterly worn 
out and dazed. Chouteau and Loubet, after nudging one 
another, bolted up a dark passage, behind a fat woman who 
was carrying a loaf ; and finally only Pache and Lapoulle, and 
some ten of their comrades, remained with the lieutenant. 

When Jean came up, Rochas was standing beside the 
bronze statue of Turenne, making a great effort to remain 
erect and keep his eyes open. ‘Ah! so it’s you, corporal. 
Where are your men ?’ he muttered, on recognising Jean. 

Jean waved his hand as if to say that he did not know ; 
but Pache, from whose eyes tears were starting, pointed to 
Lapoulle, and answered : ‘We are here ; there are only we 
two left—-may God take pity on us, it’s getting too dreadful.’ 

Lapoulle, the man with the terrible appetite, looked at 
Jean’s hands with a voracious expression. For some days 
past he had been disgusted to find them always empty. 
Possibly, in his sleepy state, he imagined that the corporal had 
been to fetch the rations. ‘Curse it!’ he growled, ‘so we’ve 
again got to tighten our belts.’ 

Whilst leaning against the railing which inclosed the 
statue, awaiting orders to sound the assembly, Gaude, the 
bugler, had gone to sleep, and slid to the ground, where he was 
now lying spread out on his back. One by one they all suc- 
cumbed, and with their fists clenched, began to snore. 
Sergeant Sapin, his nose contracted and his thin little face 
extremely pale, was the only one whose eyes remained wide 
open, scanning the horizon of this strange town as though he 
could there read his impending fate. On his side, Lieutenant 
Rochas had given way to an irresistible desire to sit down, 
and, crouching on the pavement, he endeavoured to give an 
order : ‘ Corporal,’ he said, ‘you must, you must ’ But his 
tongue, clogged by fatigue, refused its service, and all at once 
he also fell back, overwhelmed with weariness. 

_ Thereupon Jean, afraid lest he should fall on the pavement 
like the others, went off, still obstinately bent on finding a bed. 
At one of the windows of the Golden Cross Hotel, on the other 
side of the Place, he had just espied General Bourgain-Des- 
feuilles, already in his shirt sleeves, and about to slip between 
a pair of clean white sheets. As that was the course which 


the generals adopted, what use was there in being zealous, in ‘ 


er 


SEDAN AT LAST! THE EVE OF BATTLE 151 


suffering any longer? And suddenly Jean felt overjoyed, 

for a name had come to him from the depths of his memory, 

the name of the cloth manufacturer who employed Mau- 

rice’s brother-in-law : Monsieur Delaherche !—yes, that was 

it. An old gentleman was passing at that moment: ‘Can 

es tell me where Monsieur Delaherche lives?’ Jean asked 
im. 

‘In the Rue Maqua, almost at the corner of the Rue au 
Beurre. It’s a big, handsome house, with a carved front.’ 
The old man then passed on, but all at once he hastened back 
after Jean, exclaiming : ‘I say, you belong to the 106th. If 
you are looking for your regiment, it has left the town by way 
of the Chateau over there. I just met your colonel, Monsieur 
de Vineuil, whom I knew very well when he was in garrison at 
Méziéres.’ 

Jean, however, set off again, making a furious gesture of 
annoyance. No, no, he wasn’t going to lie on the hard ground 
now that he was certain of finding Maurice. And yet, in the 
depths of his conscience, he was worried by a feeling of re- 
morse, for in his mind’s eye he could see the colonel, tall and 
rigid, indefatigable despite his age, and always sleeping under 
canvas like his men. Busy with such thoughts as these, Jean 
began threading the High Street, and, having lost himself 
amid the increasing tumult that pervaded the town, he ended 
by applying to a little boy, who conducted him to the Rue 
Maqua. ; 

It was here that one of Delaherche’s grandéuncles had, in 
the last century, built a monumental factory, which had now 
been the property of the family for a hundred and sixty years. 
Sedan counts several cloth manufactories, dating from the 
earlier years of Louis XV., as large as Louvres, and with 
regally majestic fagades. That in the Rue Maqua had three 
storeys of lofty windows framed round with carving of a severe 
style; and, in the rear of the front building, there was a 
palatial courtyard shaded with old trees, gigantic elms dating 
from the foundation of the establishment. Three generations 
of Délaherches had amassed considerable fortunes there, and 
now it was the younger branch of the family that reigned, the 
father of Jules Delaherche, the present owner, having inherited 
the property from a cousin who had died childless. Jules’ 
father had increased the prosperity of the firm, but he was a 
man of easy morals, and had rendered his wife extremely un- 
happy. She, on becoming a widow, had feared lest her son 
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should take to the same courses as his father, and after marry- 
ing him to a woman who was very devout and of very simple 
tastes, she had sought to maintain him in a dependent state 
as though he were a mere youth, and this till he was over fifty 
years of age. Life, however, sometimes has terrible revenges, 
and his wife having died, Delaherche, like a mere stripling, 
fell in love with a young widow of Charleville, pretty Madame 
Maginot, concerning whom there had been no little gossip, but 
whom he had ended by marrying during the previous autumn, 
despite all his mother’s remonstrances. Sedan, a very puri- 
tanical town, has always looked down severely on Charleville, 
the abode of gaiety and festivity. It should be said, however, 
that the marriage would never have taken place had Gilberte 
not been the niece of Colonel de Vineuil, who, so it seemed, 
was on the point of becoming a general. This relationship, 
the idea of allying himself to a military family, had greatly 
flattered the manufacturer’s feelings. 

On the morning of August 30, having learnt that the army 
was near Mouzon, Delaherche, in company with Weiss, his 
book-keeper, had started on that excursion which old Fouchard 
had referred to in conversation with Maurice. Talland stoutly 
built, with a ruddy complexion, a large nose and thick lips, 
the manufacturer was of an expansive nature, endowed with 
all the inquisitiveness of the French bowrgeois, who likes 
nothing better than a brilliant military display. On learning 
from the chemist at Mouzon that the Emperor was at Baybel 
farm, he had climbed thither and had seen Napoleon, had 
almost spoken to him, had met, in fact, with quite an adven- 
ture, which he had not ceased talking about since his return 
to Sedan. But the homeward journey in the midst of the 
Beaumont panic, along the roads crowded with runaways, had 
been truly terrible. A score of times had the gig narrowly 
missed being upset in the wayside ditches ; and delayed over 
and over again by constantly recurring obstacles, Delaherche 
and Weiss had only got back to Sedan at nightfall. The 
pleasure trip ended, indeed, in a most unpleasant fashion ; 
the army, which the manufacturer had gone to see, marching 
along a couple of leagues away, drove him home again with 
the gallop of its retreat, and this unforeseen, tragical adyen- 
ture so exercised his mind that on the road back he kept on 
repeating to his companion : ‘ And to think that I fancied the 
army was marching on Verdun—that was why I didn’t want 
to miss the opportunity of seeing it, Well, I have seen it, 
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and no mistake ; and I fancy we shall see rather more of it 
at Sedan than will be altogether pleasant.’ 

Awakened at five o’clock the next morning by the loud com- 
motion of the Seventh Corps streaming torrent-like through 
the town, he hastily dressed himself and went out; and the 
first person whom he met on the Place Turenne was none 
other than Captain Beaudoin. During the previous year, the 
captain had been one of the intimates of pretty Madame 
Maginot at Charleville ; and she had introduced him to 
Delaherche prior to their marriage. According to the scandal- 
mongers, the captain, who was considered to be the lady’s 
favoured admirer, had retired through a feeling of delicacy, 
not wishing to stand between his inamorata and the manu- 
facturer’s large fortune. 

‘What! is it you?’ exclaimed Delaherche, as he encoun- 
tered him on the Place. ‘Good heavens! What a state you 
are in !’ 

The captain, usually so correct and spruce in his get-up, 
was now indeed in a pitiable condition. Not only was his 
uniform sadly soiled, but his face and hands were black. He 
had arrived from Remilly in the company of some Turcos, and 
was exasperated at having lost his company, how he could not 
tell. Like all the others, he was dying of hunger and fatigue, 
but this caused him far less distress than the circumstance 
that he had been unable to change his linen since leaving 
Rheims. 

‘Just fancy!’ he immediately whimpered, ‘my baggage 
got lost at Vouziers—lost by some idiots or other ; some ras- 
cals whose heads I’d break if I could only get hold of them. 
And I’ve nothing left ; not a handkerchief, not a pair of 
socks even. ’Pon my honour, it’s enough to drive a man 
mad !’ 

Delaherche at once insisted on taking him home. But 
Beaudoin resisted. No, no, he no longer looked like a human 
being, and he did not wish to frighten people. The manufac- 
turer then had to give him his word of honour that neither 
his mother nor his wife was up. Besides, he would supply 
him with water, soap and linen, in fact, everything he might 
require. 

Seven o’clock was striking when Captain Beaudoin, after 
a wash and a brush, made his entry into the lofty, grey- 
panelled dining room, wearing one of Delaherche’s shirts 
under his uniform. Madame Delaherche senior was already 
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there, for she invariably rose at dawn, despite her eight-and- 
seventy years. Her hair was quite white, and she had a long, 
thin face, with a slender, pointed nose, and a mouth that no 
longer smiled. She rose from her chair and showed herself 
extremely polite, inviting the captain to seat himself in front 
of one of the cups of café-au-lait that were already placed on 
the table. ‘But perhaps, monsieur,’ said she, ‘you would pre- 
fer some meat and wine after so much fatigue ?’ 

He protested the contrary : ‘Many thanks, madame, but a 
little milk and some bread and butter will suit me best.’ 

At this moment a door was gaily opened, and Gilberte 
came in with her hand outstretched. Delaherche must have 
informed her that the captain was there, for as a rule she was 
never out of bed before ten o’clock. She was tall and seem- 
ingly strong and supple, with beautiful black air, beautiful 
black eyes, a rosy complexion, and smiling mien ; hers was a 
somewhat giddy nature no doubt, but evidently there was not 
a grain of malice in her composition. She wore a beige morn- 
ing wrapper embroidered with purple silk, which had undoubt- 
edly come from Paris. ‘Ah! captain,’ she said eagerly, as she 
shook hands with the young man, ‘how kind of you to have 
paid a visit to our poor little nook in the provinces.’ Then, 
the first to laugh at her own thoughtlessness, she added : 
‘Ah! what a stupid lam! Of course you would rather not 
be at Sedan under such sad circumstances. But I am so 
pleased to see you again.’ 

Her eyes, indeed, were sparkling with pleasure, and Ma- 
dame Delaherche, senior, who was doubtless acquainted with 
the Charleville tittle-tattle, gazed fixedly at both of them with 
a rigid air. The captain behaved very discreetly, however, 
as though simply retaining a pleasant recollection of an hos- 
pitable house where in past times he had been cordially wel- 
comed. 

They sat down to breakfast, and Delaherche immediately re- 
verted to his excursion of the previous day, unable to resist the 
desire that possessed him to relate his adventures once more. ‘I 
saw the Emperor at Baybel,’ he began, and, thus started, nothing 
could stop him. First came a description of the farm, a large 
square building, with an inner court inclosed by iron railings 
and perched on a hillock overlooking Mouzon, on the left of the 
road leading to Carignan. Then he reverted to the Twelfth 
Army Corps, through which he had passed whilst it was 
camping among the vines on the slopes. Superb troops were 
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these, looking quite brilliant’in the sunshine, and the sight of 
them had filled his heart with patriotic delight. 

‘Well,’ he continued, ‘I was standing there, when all at 
once the Emperor came out of the farm—he had halted there 
to rest and breakfast. Although the sun was very hot, he 
wore an overcoat over his general’s uniform. There was a 
servant walking behind him with a camp stool. Ah! he 
didn’t look at all well, no, that he didn’t ; he was quite bent, 
and walked as if in pain; his face was yellow, too—altogether 
he seemed very ill. But I wasn’t surprised at it, for when the 
chemist at Mouzon suggested to me that I ought go on to 
Baybel, he told me that one of the imperial aides-de-camp had 
just been to him for some medicine for you understand 
what I mean The presence of his mother and his wife 
prevented him from referring more explicitly to the dysentery 
from which the Emperor had been suffering since his departure 
from Le Chéne, and which had constantly compelled him to 
halt at the farms scattered along his route. ‘ Well,’ continued 
Delaherche, ‘the servant opened the camp-stool at the end of 
a cornfield, near a plantation, and then the Emperor sat down. 
He sat there stock still, half crouching, like some petty cit 
warming his rheumatics in the sunshine. And those mournful 
eyes of his wandered all over the horizon—there was the 
Meuse flowing through the valley down below ; wooded hills 
stretched far away in front of him; there were the crests of 
the woods of Dieulet on the left, and the green hills of Som- 
mauthe rising up on the right. Several aides-de-camp and 
officers of high rank gathered round him, and a colonel of 
Dragoons—who, a little while before, had asked me for some 
information about the district—had just made me a sign not 
to go away, when, all at once 

At this point Delaherche rose up, for he was coming to the 
dramatic part of his narrative, and wished to enforce his words 
with pantomime. ‘All at once,’ he continued, ‘I heard several 
loud reports, and, right in front of me, just in advance of the 
woods of Dieulet, I saw some shells describing curves in the 
air. ’Pon my word it was just like fireworks let off in broad 
daylight. I heard a lot of exclamations among the Emperor's 
party. Naturally they all seemed very anxious. The colonel 
of Dragoons whom I mentioned just now came running up to 
me again, and asked me if I could tell where the fighting was 
going on. JI answered at once: “It’s at Beaumont ; there's 
not the least doubt about it.” Then he went back to the Em- 
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peror, on whose knees an aide-de-camp was unfolding a map. 
The Emperor, however, wouldn’t believe that the fighting was 
at Beaumont. But, of course, I could only repeat what [ had 
said, especially as one could see the shells careering through 
the air, coming nearer and nearer, right along the road to 
Mouzon. Then, just as I see you, captain, I saw the Emperor 
turn his pale face towards me. Yes, he looked at me fora 
moment with those dim eyes of his, full of distrust and sad- 
ness. And then he let his head drop over his map once more, 
and didn’t move again.’ 

Delaherche, an ardent Bonapartist at the time of the Ple- 
biscitum, had been willing to admit since the earlier reverses 
that the Empire had erred in various ways. But he still de- 
fended the dynasty and pitied Napoleon III., whom everybody 
deceived. According to him the people, who were really 
responsible for the disasters of France, were the deputies of 
the Republican Opposition, who had prevented the Legislature 
from voting the necessary men and credits. 

‘ And the Emperor went back to the farm ?’ asked Captain 
Beaudoin. 

‘Well, I really don’t know ; I left him sitting on the camp- 
stool. It was midday, and the battle was coming nearer and 
nearer, and I had begun to feel anxious about getting home 
again. The only thing I can add is that a general to whom I 
pointed out Carignan some way off in the plain behind us, 
appeared thunderstruck when I told him that the Belgian 
frontier was only a few miles away. Ah! that poor Emperor, 
he has some nice generals, and no mistake.’ 

Whilst her husband was discoursing in this fashion, Gil- 
berte, smiling, and as much at her ease as though she were 
still a widow in her drawing-room at Charleville, was busy 
attending to the captain’s requirements, passing him the toast, 
the butter, and whatever else he needed. She pressed him to 
accept a room and go to bed, but he declined this, and it was 
arranged that he should merely take a couple of hours’ rest on 
a sofa, in Delaherche’s study, before rejoining his regiment. 
Just as he was taking the sugar basin from Gilberte’s hands 
old Madame Delaherche, who kept her eyes fixed on the young 
couple, distinctly saw them press each other’s finger-tips ; and 
after that she no longer had any doubts. 

Just then, however, a servant entered the room : ‘There’s 


a soldier downstairs, sir, who is asking for Monsieur Weiss’s 
address,’ 
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Delaherche was not at all stuck-up ; with a garrulous taste 
for popularity he was fond of chatting with the poor and the 
humble. ‘Weiss’s address?’ said he. ‘That’s funny—send 
the soldier here !’ 

Jean entered, so worn-out that he was fairly staggering. 
He started with surprise on perceiving his captain seated at 
table between two ladies, and drew back his hand, which he 
had already thrust forward in a mechanical way so that he 
might support himself by grasping a chair. Then he briefly 
answered the questions put to him by the manufacturer, who 
began playing the good-natured fellow, the soldier’s friend. 
In a few words Jean explained his intimacy with Maurice, 
and the reason why he wished to find him. 

‘ This is a corporal of my company,’ at last said the captain 
by way of curtailing the explanations, and in his turn he 
began to question Jean, wishing to ascertain what had become 
of the regiment. And when Jean related that the colonel, 
and such men as remained with him, had just been seen cross- 
ing the town for the purpose of camping on the northern side, 
Gilberte again spoke over hastily, with the vivacity of a pretty 
woman who seldom takes the trouble to reflect : ‘My uncle ? 
Oh ! why didn’t he come to breakfast here? We would have 
had a room got ready for him. Suppose we send for him ?’ 

But Madame Delaherche, senior, waved her hand with a 
gesture of sovereign authority. The blood of the old burgesses 
of the frontier cities coursed in her veins ; she was endowed 
with all the masculine virtues of rigid patriotism ; and she only 
broke her uncompromising silence to exclaim: ‘ Let Monsieur 
de Vineuil remain where he is ; he is doing his duty.’ 

This made the others feel uncomfortable, and Delaherche 
carried the captain away into his study that he might rest, as 
arranged, upon the sofa there ; whilst Gilberte, on her side, 
without heeding her mother-in-law’s lesson, went off like a 
bird shaking its wings, as blithe and as gay as ever, despite 
the storm. Meanwhile, the servant to whose care Jean had 
been committed conducted him across the yard of the factory, 
and through a maze of passages and staircases. 

Weiss lived in the Rue des Voyards, but the house, which 
belonged to Delaherche, communicated in the rear with the 
monumental edifice in the Rue Maqua. The Rue des Voyards 
was then one of the most confined streets in Sedan, being, in 
fact, simply a narrow, damp lane, darkened by the high ram- 
part which it skirted. The eaves of the lofty frontages almost 
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touched one another, and the passages were as black as vaults, 
especially at the end where rose the high college wall. Weiss, 
however, occupying a third floor, rent and firing free, found 
himself quite comfortable there, especially as he was so near 
his office, whither he could betake himself in his slippers with- 
out having to appear in the streets. He was a happy man 
since he had married Henriette, whom he had long desired to 
make his wife at the time when he had known her at Le 
Chéne, at the house of her father, the tax collector, whose 
housewife she had been since she was six years old, having 
had to take the place of the mother who had died in giving 
her birth. Weiss, meantime, had obtained a situation at the 
local refinery, almost in a menial capacity, but he had gradu- 
ally educated himself, and raised himself, by dint of hard work, 
to the position of accountant. Yet he only succeeded in realis- 
ing his dream through the death of Henriette’s father and the 
folly of her brother Maurice, whose servant she had in some 
measure become, sacrificing herself in the hope of making a 
gentleman of him. Brought up like a little Cinderella, know- 
ing how to read and write, but nothing more, she had just sold 
the old house and the furniture, without, however, realising 
sufficient to defray the cost of Maurice’s folly, when Weiss, the 
worthy fellow, came forward and offered her all he possessed, 
including his strong arms and his heart, and she had consented 
to marry him, touched to tears by his affection and—calm, 
virtuous, reasoning little woman that she was—penetrated 
with tender esteem for him, in default of passionate love. 
And now fortune was smiling on them, for Delaherche had 
talked of giving Weiss an interest in the business, and their 
Feb would be complete as soon as children were born to 
them. 

‘Take care,’ said the servant to Jean ; ‘ the stairs are very 
steep. 

The corporal, indeed, was stumbling up the flights in pro- 
found darkness, but all at once a door was hastily flung open, 
and a ray of light streamed over the steps. Then he heard a 
gentle voice exclaiming, ‘It is he.’ 

‘Madame Weiss,’ called the servant, ‘here’s a soldier ask- 
ing for you.’ 

A gay little laugh resounded, the laugh of one who is well 
pleased, and the gentle voice replied : ‘ All right, I know who 
it is. 

Then as the corporal, stifling and ill at ease, stopped short 
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on the landing, the voice continued : ‘Come in, Monsieur Jean. 
Maurice has been here a couple of hours, and we have been 
waiting for you so impatiently!’ 

Then, in the pale light of the room he entered, Jean saw 
Henriette, and at once noticed her striking likeness to Maurice, 
that extraordinary resemblance common between twins that 
seems to make each of them the other’s double. Her beautiful 
fair hair was of the light tint of ripe oats, and excepting that 
her mouth appeared somewhat large her features were small 
and delicate. She was, however, shorter than her brother, 
and still more slight and frail of build. But it was especially 
her grey eyes that distinguished her from Maurice—her calm, 
brave, grey eyes from which shone forth such another heroic 
soul as that of her grandfather, the hero of the Grand Army. 
She spoke but little, moved about noiselessly, and displayed 
such skilful activity, such smiling gentleness, that she im- 
parted a caress as it were to the atmosphere in which she 
lived. 

‘Here, come in here, Monsieur Jean,’ she repeated. 
‘ Everything will be ready directly.’ 

He stammered a reply, unable to express his thanks in the 
emotion he felt at being welcomed in such a brotherly manner. 
Moreover, his eyelids were closing, and in the irresistible 
drowsiness that had seized hold of him, he saw her through a 
kind of film, a mist in which she appeared to be vaguely float- 
ing without touching the ground. Was this kindly young 
woman, who smiled at him with so much simplicity, merely a 
charming apparition then? For a moment he had his doubts 
on the subject. However, it certainly seemed to him that she 
took hold of his hand, and that he could feel hers, small and 
firm, loyal, like the hand of an old friend. 

From that moment Jean lost all precise consciousness of 
what took place. They were in the dining-room, it seemed, 
there was meat and bread on the table, but he lacked the 
strength to carry the morsels to hismouth. A man was seated 
on a chair there, and at last he recognised Weiss, whom he 
had previously seen at Mulhausen. He failed to understand, 
however, what Weiss was saying with a sorrowful air and 
slow despondent gestures. As for Maurice, he was already 
asleep, lying motionless, like one dead, on a trestle-bedstead 
in front of the stove. And Henriette was busy with a divan, 
on which a mattress had already been thrown. She brought 
a bolster, a pillow, and blankets, and with ready skilful hands 
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she spread out a pair of white sheets, beautiful sheets, white 
like snow. 

Oh! those white sheets, those white sheets so ardently 
coveted! Jean had eyes for nothing else. He had not un- 
dressed and slept in a bed for six weeks, and he experienced a 
gluttonous craving, a childish impatience, an irresistible long- 
ing to slip in between all that whiteness and freshness, and 
lose himself in the midst of it. And, as soon as he had been 
left alone, a few seconds sufticed him to undress ; in a trice he 
was in his shirt, barefooted, and popped into bed and satisfied 
his desire, grunting the while like a contented animal. The 
pale morning light was streaming into the room through the 
lofty window, and as, already half asleep, he partially reopened 
his eyes, there came to him another apparition of Henriette, 
less distinct, more immaterial than the first. It seemed to 
him that she glided into the room on tip-toe, and placed a 
water decanter and a glass, which she had forgotten, on the 
table near him, and he fancied that she remained there for a 
few seconds looking at both of them, her brother and himself, 
with that quiet smile of hers, full of infinite kindness. Then 
she vanished, and Jean, overwhelmed, fell fast asleep between 
the white sheets. 

Hours, years flowed past. Jean and Maurice no longer 
existed, not a dream broke upon their slumbers. They were 
unconscious of everything, even of the slight beating of their 
veins. Ten years or ten minutes, whatever the lapse of time 
they could not count it; this was the revenge, as it were, of 
their jaded bodies, reaping satisfaction in the annihilation of 
their entire beings. ‘Then, all at once, starting at the same 
moment, both of them awoke, Hallo! what was the matter, 
how long had they been asleep? The same pale light was 
streaming through the lofty window. They still felt ex- 
tenuated, their joints had become stiffened, their limbs seemed 
more wearied, the bitter taste in their mouths was more pro- 
nounced than when they had gone to bed. Fortunately, they 
could only have slept an hour or so, and they were in no wise 
surprised to see Weiss seated in the same chair as before, and 
in the same despondent attitude, as though he had been wait- 
ing for them to awaken. 

‘Dash it !’ stammered Jean. ‘ All the same, we must get 
up, for we must join the regiment before noon.’ Then, with 


a slight ery of pain, he sprang on to the tiled floor, and began 
to dress. 
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‘Before noon ?’ answered Weiss ; ‘ why, it’s seven o’clock ; 
you've been sleeping for twelve hours or so.’ 

Seven o'clock : good heavens! They were thunderstruck. 
Jean, hastily dressing, wished to rush off at once, whilst 
Maurice, who was still in bed, complained dolefully that he 
could not move his legs. How should they find their comrades? 
The army must have gone off long ago, and they both became 
quite angry, complaining that they ought not to have been 
allowed to sleep so long. 

‘Oh! you did just as well to stay in bed, for nothing has 
been done,’ replied Weiss, with a despondent gesture. 

He had been scouring Sedan and the environs since the 
morning, and had returned home only a short time previously 
in despair at the inaction of the troops during this precious 
3lst of August, which had been entirely lost—consumed in 
inexplicable waiting. There was only one possible excuse for 
it all—the extreme weariness of the men, their absolute need 
of rest—but, granting that, it was difficult to understand why 
the retreat had not been resumed as soon as the troops had 
secured the necessary modicum of sleep. 

‘For my part,’ resumed Weiss, ‘I don’t pretend to be an 
authority on these matters, but I instinctively feel, yes, I feel 
that the army is very badly situated here at Sedan. The 
Twelfth Corps is posted at Bazeilles, where there was a little 
fighting this morning, the First is ranged along the Givonne 
from La Moncelle to the wood of La Garenne, whilst the 
Seventh is camping on the plateau of Floing, and the Fifth, 
half destroyed, is heaped up under the very ramparts, on the 
side of the Chateau—and it frightens me to know that they 
are all ranged like that round the town, waiting for the 
Prussians. For my part I should have been off, and at once, 
in the direction of Mézitres. I know the country; there’s no 
other possible line of retreat ; you can’t go farther north or 
you'll be thrown into Belgium—besides, come here—I want to 
show you something.’ Taking Jean by the hand he led him 
to the window. ‘ Look over there, on the hill-tops,’ he added. 

Dominating the ramparts and the neighbouring buildings, 
the window overlooked the valley of the Meuse on the southern 
side of Sedan. There was the river winding through the ex- 
panse of meadow land ; Remilly rose up on the left, Pont- 
Maugis and Wadelincourt were just in front, and Frénois was 
on the right. There, too, were the hills, displaying their green 


slopes, first the Liry hill, then the Marfée, the Croix-Piau, all 
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crowned with large woods. In the declining daylight the 
vast horizon was invested with infinite softness, a crystalline 
impidity. 

me es you see those black lines on the march along the 
hill-tops, over there, those black ants swarming past 4 ; 

Jean opened his eyes wide, whilst Maurice, kneeling on his 
bed, craned his neck forward. ‘Ah! yes,’ they both exclaimed, 
at the same moment, ‘There’s one line, there’s another, another— 
they are everywhere !’ 

‘Well, resumed Weiss, ‘those are the Prussians—I’ve 
been looking at them ever since the morning, and they pass 
and pass without cessation. If our soldiers are waiting for 
them you may be pretty sure that they are making all haste 
to arrive, and all the townsfolk have seen them the same as I 
have. It’s only our generals who seem to have become blind. 
A little while ago I was talking to a general who shrugged his 
shoulders and told me that Marshal MacMahon was positive 
that he only had some seventy thousand men to deal with. 
God grant that his information be correct !—But just look at 
them ; look at them, the ground is covered with them and 
still and ever they swarm and swarm!’ 

At this moment Maurice threw himself back on his bed 
and burst into loud sobs. Henriette had just entered the 
room with the same smiling air that she had worn during the 
morning. But at sight of Maurice she felt alarmed, and 
hastily approached him. ‘ What is the matter?’ 

He waved her back, however. ‘ No, no, leave me, I have 
never brought you anything but sorrow. When I think that 
you used to deprive yourself of dresses, and that I was sent to 
college! Ah! a precious lot of good my education has done 
me! And then I almost dishonoured our name, and Heaven 
alone knows where I should be at the present time if you 
hadn't bled yourself in every vein to repair my folly !’ 

She was again smiling in her peaceful way: ‘You certainly 
haven’t woke up in a good humour, my dear fellow,’ she re- 
plied. ‘You know very well that all that is blotted out, for- 
gotten. Aren’t you now doing your duty as a Frenchman ? 
on quite proud of you since you’ve enlisted ; I assure you 

am. 

She had turned towards Jean as though to summon him to 
her assistance. He was gazing at her, somewhat surprised to 
find that she did not look so pretty as he had thought her in 
the morning. She seemed slighter and paler now that he no 
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longer saw her with the hallucinatory vision of hig weariness. 
Her likeness to her brother remained very striking, however, 
although, at this moment, the difference in their natures was 
made plainly manifest ; he, nervous like a woman, stricken 
with the disease of the period, a prey to the historical, social 
crisis of the race, capable of rising at one moment to the 
noblest enthusiasm, and of falling, the next, to the most abject 
despair ; she, so small and slight, as unobtrusive as a Cinderella, 
with the air of a resigned little housewife, but albeit displaying 
an undaunted brow and brave eyes—in a word, the stuff that 
martyrs are made of. 

‘Proud of me!’ Maurice exclaimed. ‘Well, there’s no 
reason why you should be proud of me. For a month past we 
have been flying the enemy like the cowards we are.’ 

‘Well,’ said Jean, in his sensible way ; ‘we are not the 
only ones—we simply do as we are bidden.’ 

But now the crisis to which the young fellow was a prey 
burst forth with more violence than ever. ‘ That’s just it, and 
T’ve had my fill of it. Isn’t it enough to make one shed tears 
of blood—these continual defeats, these idiotic generals, these 
soldiers who are stupidly led to the slaughter-house like flocks 
of animals? And now, here we are in a blind alley whence 
there’s no escape! You can see that the Prussians are 
coming up on all sides, and that we are about to be crushed 
—the army is lost! No, no; I shall stay here ; I would 
rather be shot as a deserter. You can go away without 
me, Jean. No! I won't go back to the regiment ; I shall 
stay here !’ 

A fresh flood of tears stretched him on his pillow. This 
was one of those irresistible slackenings of the nerves sweeping 
everything away, one of those sudden collapses into despair 
bringing with it contempt for everybody, himself included, to 
which he was so subject. His sister, who knew him well, 
remained undisturbed. ‘It would be very wrong, my dear 
Maurice,’ said she, ‘to desert your post at the moment of 
danger.’ 

With a sudden start he sat up in bed: ‘ Well, give me 
my gun, then. Tl blow my brains out. Like that it will be 
sooner over.’ Then, stretching out his arm and pointing to 
Weiss, who sat there motionless and silent, he added : ‘There, 
he’s the only sensible one ; yes, he alone saw clearly into all 
this—don’t you remember, Jean, what he said to me a month 


ago at Mulhausen ?’ . 
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‘That’s true,’ the corporal replied ; ‘this gentleman said 
we should be beaten.’ 

A vision of the scene rose up before him ; that anxious 
night, the long waiting fraught with so much anguish, the 
mournful sky already pregnant with the disaster of Freesch- 
weiler, whilst Weiss so quietly expressed his fears: Germany 
ready, better commanded, better armed, sustained by a great 
outburst of patriotism, and France scared, a prey to disorder, 
behind the times, perverted, having neither the commanders, 
nor the men, nor the arms she needed. And now the fearful 
prophecy was being fulfilled. 

Weiss raised his trembling hands. An expression of in- 
tense grief had come over his good-natured face. ‘Ah! I 
assure you,’ he muttered, ‘it gives me no pleasure at all to 
find that I was in the right. Jama mere stupid ; but all this 
was so clear and patent to those who knew anything at all. 
At the same time, however, even if we are beaten, we can still 
kill some of those baleful Prussians. That’s our consolation. 
I still think our men will leave their lives here, and I should 
like to see the Prussians leave theirs too; yes, I should like 
50 see them lying in heaps, covering all the ground yonder !’ 

He had risen to his feet, and he pointed to the valley of 
the Meuse. Those large, short-sighted eyes of his which had 
prevented him from serving in the army were now illumined 
by a vivid flame. ‘Thunder!’ he exclaimed, ‘yes, I'd fight 
readily enough if I were my own master. I don’t know 
whether it’s because they are now in possession of my native 
province, the province where the Cossacks already did such 
frightful things years ago, but I can’t think of them or picture 
them in our country and our houses without feeling a furious 
longing to go and bleed a dozen of them! Ah! if I hadn’t 
been invalided, if I were only a soldier !’ Then after a short 
pause he added: ‘But, after all, who can tell what will 
happen ?’ 

Hope inspired those last words, the need which even the 
least deceived experienced of believing that victory was still 
possible. And Maurice, already ashamed of his tears, listened 
to Weiss, clinging for comfort to this dream. After all, had 
it not been reported the previous day that Bazaine had reached 
Verdun? Fortune owed a miracle to that land of France 
which she had so long endowed with glory. 

Henriette, who had long since relapsed into silence, left the 
room. When she returned she was in no wise surprised to 
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find her brother dressed and ready to start. However, she 
insisted that he and Jean should eat something before they 
went, and they had to take their places at table. But the 
food seemed to choke them : they were still heavy after their 
long slumber, and were troubled with nausea. Jean, however, 
like a prudent man, divided a loaf and placed one half of it in 
Maurice’s knapsack and the other in his own. The daylight 
was now fast waning, and it was necessary they should start. 
Henriette, who had paused beside the window, was gazing at 
the Prussian troops as they crossed the Marfée hill—marching 
on and on without cessation, but growing more and more indis- 
tinct in the depths of the gathering darkness. All at once 
an involuntary plaint escaped her: ‘Oh! war, war, what a 
horrible thing it is !’ 

Thereupon Maurice, promptly taking his revenge, began to 
twit her. ‘What! my dear girl,’ said he, ‘it’s you who want us 
to fight, and yet you rail at war ?’ 

She turned round, and, looking him in the face, replied, 
with that brave air of hers : ‘ Yes, |execrate war. I consider 
it unjust and abominable. Perhaps it’s simply because I’m a 
woman. But all this killing horrifies me. Why can’t nations 
discuss matters quietly, and come to an understanding ?’ 

Jean, the good fellow, nodded his head approvingly. To 
his illiterate mind nothing seemed easier than for everyone to 
agree after discussing things in a proper spirit. But Maurice, 
swayed by his scientific theories, reflected that war was neces- 
sary, that it was life itself, the law of the universe. Were not 
peace and justice the inventions of compassionate mankind, 
whereas impassive nature had from all time been the scene of 
perpetual strife? ‘Come to an understanding !’ he exclaimed. 
‘Yes, some centuries hence. If all the nations no longer 
formed but one, it might be possible to conceive such a golden 
age, but, then, would not the end of war mean the end of 
humanity? I was idiotic, just now. One must fight, since 
such is the law of nature.’ At present he was smiling, and he 
repeated Weiss’s words: ‘After all, who can tell what will 
happen?’ Once more he was swayed by illusions ; his nervous 
sensibility, so exaggerated that it was almost a disease, required 
that he should try to deceive himself. ‘By the bye,’ he re- 
- marked, gaily, ‘what about Cousin Gunther ?’ 

‘Cousin Gunther,’ replied Henriette, ‘he belongs to the 
Prussian Guard. Is the Guard near here ?’ 

Weiss made a gesture, implying that he could not tell, and 
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the two soldiers imitated his example. They were unable to 
answer the question. Their generals even did not know what 
foes they had to contend against. 

‘Well, let’s get off. Ill show you the way,’ said Weiss, ‘I 
learned just now where the 106th is encamped.’ And then he 
informed his wife that he should not return that night, as he 
proposed sleeping at Bazeilles, where he had lately purchased 
a small house, adjoining some dyeworks belonging to M. Dela- 
herche. He had just finished furnishing the place, with the 
intention of spending the remainder of the summer there, and 
had already stoved various provisions in the cellar, a cask of 
wine, a couple of sacks of potatoes and other things, concern- 
ing which he now expressed anxiety. It was, indeed, certain 
that the house would be pillaged by marauders if it remained 
unoccupied, but this he would probably be able to avert by 
staying there that night. His wife looked at him fixedly 
whilst he was thus speaking. ‘Oh! don’t be alarmed,’ he 
added, with a smile, ‘I merely want to mount guard over our 
few sticks, and if the village should be attacked, if there should 
be the slightest danger, [ll come back at once, I promise 

ou.’ 
‘Go then,’ she said ; ‘but mind you come back, or I shall 
certainly fetch you.’ 

On reaching the door she kissed Maurice tenderly, and 
holding out her hand to Jean pressed his for a few seconds in 
a friendly way. ‘I’m confiding my brother to you again,’ she 
said, ‘Yes, he has told me how kind you have been to him, 
and I like you very much.’ 

Jean felt so disturbed that he could find no words to 
answer her, but contented himself with returning the pressure 
of her small firm hand. And again did he experience the same 
impression as on his arrival—this fair-haired Henriette, so 
lightsome, smiling, and unobtrusive, seemed as it were to im- 
part a caress to the atmosphere around her. 


Down below they found themselves once more in Sedan, as- 


dank and dark as in the morning. The twilight was already 
obscuring the narrow streets, where all was bustle and con- 
fusion. Most of the shops were closed, and the houses seemed 
bereft of life, but out of doors there was a perfect crush. They 
reached the Place de ’H6tel de Ville, however, without any 
very great difficulty, and there they encountered M. Dela- 
herche, strolling about like the sightseer he was. He appeared 
delighted on recognising Maurice, and at once related that he 
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had just been conducting Captain Beaudoin towards Floing, 
where the regiment was encamped. And his accustomed satis- 
faction increased when he learnt that Weiss intended to sleep 
at Bazeilles, for he himself had resolved to spend the night at 
his dyeworks there, as, indeed, he had just been telling the 
captain. ‘We'll go together, Weiss,’ said he. ‘But meantime 
let’s stroll just as far as the Sub-Prefecture ; perhaps we shall 
get a glimpse of the Emperor.’ 

Napoleon IIT. was his one preoccupation since he had so 
narrowly missed speaking to him at Baybel, and he talked in 
such a strain that he ended by rousing the curiosity of the two 
soldiers, who decided to follow him. Only a few whispering 
groups were assembled on the Place de la Sous-Préfecture, but 
from time to time some scared officers dashed by. The mourn- 
ful dimness was already darkening the trees, and one could 
hear the loud noise made by the Meuse as it flowed along at 
the foot of the houses on the right hand. Some of the assem- 
bled people were relating that the Emperor—who had only 
_ been induced with difficulty to leave Carignan at eleven o’clock 
the previous night—had positively refused to push on to 
Méziéres, as he wished to remain on the scene of danger, so as 
not to demoralise the troops. Others asserted, however, that 
he was no longer at Sedan, that he had fled, leaving one of his 
lieutenants behind to personate him—an officer who had donned 
his uniform, and who was so remarkably like him that the 
entire army was deceived. Others, again, gave their word of 
honour that they had seen several vehicles, containing the 
imperial treasure (a hundred millions of francs in brand-new 
gold napoleons), drive into the grounds of the Sub-Prefecture. 
But the vehicles in question were simply those of the Em- 
peror’s household, the char-a-bancs, the two calashes, and the 
twelve vans, the sight of which had so revolutionised the 
villages, Courcelles, Le Chéne and Raucourt, and the number of 
which rumour had so exaggerated that in the popular imagina- 
tion they had become an immense train, obstructing the roads 
to such a degree that they arrested the progress of the entire 
army. And now, accursed and shameful, they had at last 
stranded at Sedan, hidden from all eyes by the Sub-Prefect’s 
lilac bushes. 

Whilst Delaherche, rising on tip-toe, was examining the 
ground-floor windows of the Sub-Prefect’s abode, an old 
woman—who stood near him—some poor journey-woman of 
the neighbourhood, with a bent frame and distorted hands 


168 FROM THE RHINE TO THE MEUSE 


consumedby toil, mumbled between her teeth eae Emperor, 
well, I should like to get a squint at one, Just to see what he’s 
like.’ 

At that very moment Delaherche, catching hold of Maurice's 
arm, exclaimed ; ‘There—that’s him—there, look, at the win- 
dow on the left. Ob! there’s no mistake about it. I recognise 
him perfectly ; I was sc near him yesterday, you know. He 
hag pulled back the curtain—yes—there—that pale face against 
the window-pane.’ 

The old woman heard these words, and stood there gazing. 
Close to the window-pane, as Delaherche had said, she could 
see a cadaverous-looking face with dim eyes, distorted features, 
and moustaches which seemed to have blanched in the throes 
of this last, long agony. Quite stupefied, the old woman im- 
mediately turned round and went off, making a gesture of 
superlative contempt: ‘That an Emperor? Ugh, the ugly 
beast !’ 

A Zouave stood near by, one of those disbanded soldiers 
who evinced no haste to join their regiments. He was bran- 
dishing his chassepot, swearing and expectorating threats, and 
all at once he exclaimed to a comrade: ‘ Wait a second, Tll 
put a bullet into his head.’ 

This made Delaherche quite indignant, and he intervened ; 
but Napoleon had already disappeared. The loud rush of the 
Meuse was still resounding; a plaint of infinite sadness 
seemed to have sped by in the growing dimness. From afar 
off came the muttering of other scattered noises. Was it the 
echo of the terrible order, ‘March! march !’ shouted from 
Paris, the order that had impelled this man on and on, from 
halting-place to halting-place, dragging with him along the 
highways of defeat all the irony of his imperial escort, and 
now brought to a stand, confronted by the frightful disaster 
that he had foreseen and had come to meet. Ah! how many 
brave fellows were about to die through his fault, and how 
profoundly must he have been stirred in every corner of his 
being—he, the sick man, the sentimental dreamer, so silently 
and mournfully waiting for destiny ! 

Weiss and Delaherche accompanied the two soldiers as far 
as the plateau of Floing. ‘Farewell!’ said Maurice, as he 
embraced his brother-in-law. 


‘No, no, till we meet again !’ gaily exclaimed the manu- 
facturer. 


Jean, with his keen scent, at once found the 106th, whose 
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tents were pitched on the slope of the plateau, behind the 
cemetery. Night had now almost completely fallen, but one 
could still distinguish the dark, massy roofs of the town, be- 
yond which were Balan and Bazeilles in the meadows that 
stretched as far as the range of hills from Remilly to Frénois ; 
whilst on the left extended a black patch, the wood of La 
Garenne, and on the right, down below, glittered the Meuse, 
like a broad, pale ribbon. For a moment Maurice scanned the 
vast horizon as it faded away in the darkness. 

‘Ah ! here’s the corporal !’ exclaimed Chouteau ; ‘has he 
come back from rations ?’ 

There was some little commotion. All day long the men 
had been rejoining their regiments, some of them quite alone, 
others in little parties, and amid such a scramble that the 
officers had even renounced asking for explanations. Indeed, 
they closed their eyes, only too glad to welcome those who 
chose to come back. Moreover, Captain Beaudoin had arrived 
but a short time previously, and it was only at two o’clock 
that Lieutenant Rochas had reached the camp, having with 
him merely a third of the men of his disbanded company. 
The latter, however, was now almost complete again. Some 
of the men were drunk, whilst others were still famished, not 
having managed to obtain even a scrap of bread ; for there 
had again been no distribution of rations. Loubet had cer- 
tainly endeavoured to cook some cabbages, pulled up out of a 
neighbouring garden, but he had neither salt nor lard to 
make the vegetables palatable, and the men’s stomachs were 
still groaning with hunger. 

‘Come, corporal, what have you brought, you who are so 
artful 7’ resumed Chouteau, in a bantering way ; ‘oh! I don’t 
need anything myself ; Loubet and I lunched in capital style 
at a lady’s.’ 

Anxious faces were turned towards Jean, the squad had 
been waiting for him—especially those unlucky fellows, La- 
poulle and Pache—for they had not managed to get a bite, 
and they had relied on him, in the belief that if need were he 
could actually extract flour from mill stones. And Jean, 
moved to pity, filled with remorse at the thought that he had 
abandoned his men, divided between them the half-loaf which 
he had placed in his knapsack before leaving Weiss’s house. 
‘Curse it! curse it!’ repeated Lapoulle, finding no other 
words to express the satisfaction with which he devoured the 
bread ; whilst Pache mumbled a Pater and an Ave, so as to 
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make sure that Heayen would send him his daily food again 
on the morrow. 

Bugler Gaude had just blown a sonorous blast, the sum- 
mons to the roll-call. There was no tattoo,, however ; the 
camp at once sank into deep silence. And when Sergeant 
Sapin, with the thin, sickly face and the contracted nose, had 
found that his half-section was complete, he gently remarked : 
‘Some of them will be missing to-morrow night.’ Then, 
noticing that Jean was looking at him, he added with an air 
of tranquil certainty, gazing the while into the darkness with 
dreamy eyes : ‘Oh! for my part I shall be killed to-morrow.’ 

It was nine o’clock. The night threatened to be very cold, 
for a great deal of mist had risen from the Meuse, hiding 
the stars from view. Maurice shivered as he lay beside 
Jean under a hedge, and suggested that it would perhaps be 
better for them to turn into the tent. Worn out, however, 
aching in every limb since their rest at Weiss’s, neither of 
them was able to get to sleep. They envied Lieutenant 
Rochas, who, disdaining any shelter and simply wrapped in a 
blanket, was snoring like a hero on the damp ground near 
them. Then, for a long time they fixed their attention on the 
little, flickering flame of a candle, burning in a large tent 
where the colonel and a few officers were sitting up. M. de 
Vineuil had seemed very anxious all the evening at not re- 
ceiving any orders for the following day. He felt that his 
regiment was quite adrift, still far too much to the front, 
though he had already fallen back some distance, relinquish- 
ing the advanced position that he had taken up in the morn- 
ing. General Bourgain-Desfeuilles had not shown himself ; 
he was said to be ill in bed at the Golden Cross Hotel, and 
the colonel had at last decided to send an officer to warn him 
that the new position appeared a dangerous one ; the Seventh 
Corps being so scattered, having far too long a line to defend, 
from the bend of the Meuse to the wood of La Garenne. The 
battle would certainly begin at dawn. They now had only 
seven or eight hours of that deep, black peacefulness before 
them. At last the candle in the colonel’s tent was extin- 
guished, and at that moment Maurice was greatly surprised 
to see Captain Beaudoin pass by, furtively skirting the hedge, 
and vanishing in the direction of Sedan. 

The night was becoming more and more dense, the mass 
of vapour that had ascended from the river obscured it with 
a gloomy fog. ‘Are you awake, Jean ?’ asked Maurice. 
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Jean was sleeping, and Maurice was now quite alone. The 
idea of joining Lapoulle and the others in the tent was some- 
how repugnant to him, yet he envied them as he heard them 
snoring, in response, as it were, to Rochas. Then he reflected 
that if great captains sometimes sleep so soundly on the eve 
of battle it is simply because they are very tired. He could 
now only hear the breath of slumber, a widespread, gentle 
breathing, rising from all the vast camp plunged in darkness. 
Everything was obliterated from view ; he was simply aware 
that the Fifth Corps must be encamped somewhere near them, 
under the ramparts, that the First was stretched from the 
wood of La Garenne to the village of La Moncelle, whilst 
the Twelfth occupied Bazeilles, on the other side of Sedan ; 
and all were sleeping—from the depths of the darkness, more 
than a league away, from the first to the last tent passed the 
slow palpitation of slumber. Then, too, sounds were wafted 
to him at intervals from afar off, where all was so mysterious— 
sounds so light and distant that they seemed like a simple 
buzzing in the ears—the faint gallop of cavalry, the low, dull 
rumbling of guns, and especially the heavy tramping of men, 
the march along the hill-tops of the great, black, human 
swarm, the invasion and enyelopment which even night itself 
had not been able to stay. And, over yonder, were there not 
flashes suddenly bursting on the darkness and then expiring, 
voices which shrieked forth here and there, increasing all the 
anguish that prevailed during that last night, in the fear- 
fraught waiting for the dawn? 

With fumbling fingers Maurice sought Jean’s hand and 
clasped it. Then only did he feel reassured and fall asleep. 
Nothing now remained awake, save a steeple of Sedan, whose 
clock struck, one by one, the fateful hours. 


END OF PART I, 
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CHAPTER I 


THE ATTACK ON BAZEILLES—THE EMPEROR UNDER FIRE 


Weiss was fast asleep in his little room at Bazeilles, where all 
was dark, when a sudden disturbance made him spring out of 
bed, He listened, and heard the roar of cannon. Groping for 
the candle, he lighted it, and on looking at his watch found it 
was four o’clock ; the dawn was scarcely breaking. He hastily 
put on his eye-glasses and scanned the high street—the Douzy 
road, which runs through the village—but the atmosphere 
there seemed full of thick dust, and nothing could be: dis- 
tinguished. He thereupon entered the adjoining room, the 
window of which overlooked the meadows on the side of the 
Meuse, and realised that the morning mist was rising from 
the river, obscuring the horizon. The guns were thundering 
more and more loudly from over yonder, across the water, but 
were hidden from view by the foggy veil. Allat once a French 
battery replied with such a crash, and at so short a distance 
away, that the walls of the little house fairly shook. 

Weiss’s abode was nearly in the centre of Bazeilles, on the 
right-hand side, near the Place de l’Eglise. It stood back 
a little from the highway which it faced, and comprised 
a ground floor and upper floor, the latter being lighted by 
three windows and surmounted by a garret. In the rear there 
was a rather large garden, which sloped down towards the 
meadows, and whence the view extended over the immense 
panorama of hills from Remilly to Frénois. With the fervour 
of one who has but recently become a householder, Weiss had 
remained on his legs till nearly two o’clock in the morning. 
burying all his provisions in the cellar, and placing mattresses 
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before all the windows, with the view of shielding his furni- 
ture as much as possible from the enemy’s fire. He felt 
enraged at the idea that the Prussians might come and pillage 
this house, which he had so long coveted, which he had 
acquired with so much difficulty, and which he had had the 
enjoyment of during, as yet, so brief a space of time. 

All ‘at once he heard some one calling to him from the 
road : ‘I say, Weiss, do you hear ?’ 

He went down, and on opening the door found Delaherche, 
who had spent the night at his dyeworks, a large brick build- 
ing, separated from the house merely by a party wall. All the 
workmen had already fled through the woods into Belgium, 
and the only person who remained to protect the place was 
the door-portress, a mason’s widow, named Francoise Quitard. 
She, poor, trembling, scared creature, would have fled with the 
others had it not been for her boy, little Auguste, a lad some 
ten years of age, who was so ill with typhoid fever that he 
could not be removed. 

‘I say,’ resumed Delaherche, ‘do you hear? It’s begin- 
ning nicely—it would be prudent for us to get back to Sedan 
at once.’ 

Weiss had formally promised his wife that he would leave 
Bazeilles as soon as there was any serious danger, and he was 
quite resolved to keep his promise. So far, however, merely a 
long-range artillery engagement was being fought, in a more 
or less random fashion, through the morning mist. 

‘Wait a bit,’ the book-keeper replied, ‘there’s no hurry.’ 

Delaherche’s curiosity was so acute and restless that it had 
almost lent him some courage. He had not closed his eyes 
during the night, being greatly interested in the defensive 
preparations that were being made by the French troops. 
Foreseeing that he would be attacked at daybreak, General 
Lebrun, who commanded the Twelfth Army Corps, had 
employed the night in entrenching himself in Bazeilles, 
Orders had been given him that he must at any cost pre- 
vent the enemy from occupying the village, and accordingly 
barricades had been thrown up across the high road and the 
side streets, each house had been garrisoned, and each lane and 
garden transformed into a fortress. And the men, quietly 
roused in the inky darkness, were already at their posts at 
three in the morning, each with ninety cartridges in his pouch 
and with his chassepot freshly lubricated. Thus it happened 
that the enemy’s first cannon shot surprised nobody ; and the 
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French batteries, posted in the rear between Balan and 
Bazeilles, immediately answered it, more by way of announcing 
their presence, however, than for any serious purpose, for the 
firing was mere guess work and could hardly prove effective in 
such a fog. , 

‘The dyeworks will be vigorously defended,’ resumed 
Delaherche. ‘I’ve got an entire section there. Come and 
see.’ 

Forty and odd men of the Marine Infantry had indeed 
been posted there, under the command of a lieutenant, a tall, 
fair fellow, very young, but with an energetic, stubborn expres- 
sion of countenance. His men had already taken possession 
of the building, and whilst some of them loopholed the 
shutters on the first floor, others embattled the low wall of the 
courtyard overlooking the meadows in the rear. It was in 
the courtyard that Delaherche and Weiss found the leute- 
nant, who was vainly trying to distinguish the enemy’s posi- 
tions through the morning mist. 

‘What a horrid fog!’ he muttered. ‘We can’t fight 
groping.” And immediately afterwards, without the slightest 
transition, he inquired : ‘ What day are we 2’ 

‘Thursday,’ replied Weiss. 

‘Thursday—oh, yes! The devil take me, but we live as 
though the world no longer existed.’ 

At that moment, amid the thundering of the guns, which 
did not for a moment cease, a lively fusillade burst forth on 
the outskirts of the meadows, some two or three hundred yards 
away. And just then there was a sudden change in the sur- 
roundings, similar to a transformation scene at a theatre—the 
sun arose, the vapour from the Meuse flew away in fragments 
like shreds of delicate muslin, and a blue sky of spotless 
limpidity appeared to view. A delightful morning was herald- 
ing in a glorious summer day. 

‘Ah !’ exclaimed Delaherche, ‘they are crossing the rail- 
way bridge—do you see them trying to gain ground along the 
line? What crass stupidity on our part—the bridge ought 
to have been blown up !’ 

The lieutenant made a gesture of anger. The mine was 
laid, he related, but, on the previous day, the commanders had 
forgotten to fire it, after the men had fought during four long 
hours to recapture this very bridge. ‘It’s our cursed luck,’ he 
added curtly. 


Weiss remained silent, gazing at the scene and trying to 
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understand it. The French occupied a very strong position 
in Bazeilles. Built on either side of the road from Sedan to 
Douzy, the village overlooked the plain ; and apart from this 
road, turning to the left and passing in front of the Chateau, 
there was only one other, branching out to the right, and leading 
to the railway bridge. It was, therefore, necessary for the 
Germans who were now advancing to cross the meadows and 
cultivated fields, all the vast open expanse edging the Meuse 
and the railway line. The enemy’s prudence being well 
known, it seemed unlikely that the real attack would take 
place on this side, and yet dense masses of men were still 
coming up by way of the bridge, and this, despite all the 
havoc wrought in their ranks by the French mitrailleuses 
posted on the outskirts of the village. Those who succeeded 
in crossing the bridge immediately threw themselves in 
skirmishing order among the few pollard willows rising here 
and there, until the columns managed to reform, and again 
press forward. It was from this direction that came the 
fusillade of increasing intensity that had begun to crackle just 
as the mist rose. 

‘Hallo!’ remarked Weiss, ‘those fellows are Bavarians— 
I can tell it by their helmets.’ 

At the same time it seemed to him that some other columns, 
half hidden by the railway line, were pressing onward, on the 
right, and endeavouring to reach some distant trees, whence, 
by an oblique movement, they might again descend upon 
Bazeilles. Should they succeed in thus sheltering themselves 
in the park of Montivilliers, the village might be captured. 
This was vaguely but promptly realised by Weiss. However, 
as the front attack was becoming more determined, he ceased 
thinking of it. He had abruptly turned towards the heights 
of Floing, which rose up on the north, above the town of 
Sedan. <A battery installed there had just opened fire, puffs 
of smoke could be seen ascending in the bright sunlight, and 
the detonations could be distinctly heard. 

‘Hum,’ said Weiss, ‘the dance will be a general one.’ 

The lieutenant, who was looking in the same direction, 
made a vigorous gesture of assent, and added: ‘ But Bazeilles 
is the impoftant point. The issue of the battle will be decided 
here.’ 

‘Do you really think so ?’ Weiss asked. 

‘There’s no doubt about it. The marshal himself must 
certainly have that opinion, for he came here last night to tell 
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us that we must fight to the last man rather than let the 
enemy take the village.’ , 
Weiss shook his head, however, scanned the horizon 
around him, and then, in a hesitating way, as though he were 
talking to himself, remarked: ‘ Well, no—no—lI hardly faney 
that—I’m afraid of something else—something I hardly dare 
say He spoke no further, but held out his arms as though 
they were the branches of a vice ; and then turning towards 
the north, he brought his hands together as if the vice-chops 
had suddenly met. In this fashion he expressed the fears 
that had been troubling him since the previous day, fears 
based on his knowledge of the country, and on everything 
that he had observed of the march of the hostile armies. 
And even now, when the broad plain expanded in the radiant 
sunshine, his eyes returned once more to the hills on the left 
bank of the river, over which, throughout an entire day and 
an entire night, there had marched such an interminable, 
black swarm of German troops. <A battery was firing from 
the left of Remilly, but the one whose shells were beginning 
to fall at Bazeilles was installed at Pont-Maugis on the bank 
of the river. Weiss folded his eye-glasses one over the other, 
and held them to one eye that he might the more effectually 
explore the wooded slopes. However, he could only see the 
white puffs of smoke with which the guns were, each minute, 
capping the heights. What had become, then, of the human 
torrent which had streamed along those hills? All that he 
could distinguish, after prolonged scrutiny, was a cluster of 
horses and uniforms—some general and his staff, no doubt— 
perched at the corner of a pine wood on the Marfée hill, 
above Noyers and Frénois. Farther on was the loop of the 
Meuse, barring the west ; and on this side the only possible 
line of retreat on Mézitres lay along the narrow road passing 
through the defile of St. Albert, between the river and the 
forest of the Ardennes. On the previous day, chancing to 
meet a general in a hollow road of the valley of Givonne— 
a general who he afterwards learnt was Ducrot, the com- 
mander of the First Corps—Weiss had ventured to speak to 
him of this one possible line of retreat. Unless the troops 
immediately retired by the road in question, if they waited 
until the Prussians had crossed the Meuse at Donchery and 
intercepted the passage of the river, they would certainly find 
themselves immobilised, brought to a stand at the Belgian 
frontier, That same evening, moreover, it had already 
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seemed too late to effect the movement, for the Uhlans were 
reported to be in possession of the Donchery bridge—another 
bridge which had not been blown up, in this case through 
forgetfulness to bring the powder required for the purpose. 
And now, thought Weiss despairingly, the whole stream of 
men, the great black swarm, must be crossing the plain of 
Donchery on its way towards the defile of St. Albert, with its 
advance guard already threatening St. Menges and Floing, 
whither he had conducted Jean and Maurice the previous 
night. He could espy the distant steeple of Floing looking 
like a fine white needle in the brilliant sunlight. 

On the east was the other branch of the vice. Although 
Weiss could descry the line of battle of the Seventh Corps, 
stretching on the northern side from the plateau of Illy to 
that of Floing, and ineffectually supported by the Fifth Corps, 
posted as a reserve force under the ramparts, it was impossible 
for him to tell what was taking place on the east, where the 
First Corps was drawn up in the valley of Givonne from the 
wood of La Garenne to the village of Daigny. However, the 
guns were already thundering in that direction, and it seemed 
as if an engagement were being fought in the Chevalier Wood 
in front of the village. And Weiss was the more disquieted 
as some peasants had already, on the previous day, reported 
the arrival of the Prussians at Francheval, so that the move- 
ment which was being effected on the west by way of Don- 
chery was also being effected on the east by way of Francheval ; 
and it seemed certain that the vice-chops would eventually 
meet at the Calvary of Illy, on the northern side, should the 
all-enveloping march on either hand not be promptly stayed. 
He knew nothing of military science ; he had simply his 
common sense to guide him, but he trembled at sight of that 
huge triangle, one side of which was formed by the Meuse, 
whilst the other two were represented by the Seventh Corps 
on the north, and the First on the east ; the Twelfth posted 
at Bazeilles on the south, occupying the extreme angle, and 
all three turning the back to one another and awaiting, no- 
body knew how or why, the foe who was now coming up on 
every side. And in the centre, in the depths of a pit as it 
were, was the town of Sedan, armed with guns that were past 
service, and having neither a supply of ammunition nor a 
supply of food. i 

‘Don’t you see,’ said Weiss, repeating the gesture he haa 


previously made—his arms stretched out and his finger-tips 
N 
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meeting—‘ that’s how it will be if your generals don’t take 
care—the enemy are playing with you at Bazeilles. 

He explained himself, however, in a confused, unsatisfac- 
tory manner, and the lieutenant, not being acquainted with 
the district, failed to understand him, and impatiently shrugged 
his shoulders, full of disdain for this spectacled civilian, who 
claimed to know better than Marshal MacMahon. On Weiss 
repeating that the attack upon Bazeilles was probably only 
a feint, intended to conceal the enemy’s real design, the young 
officer became quite irritated, and exclaimed : ‘Pray mind 
your own business. We are going to drive your Bavarians 
into the Meuse, and they’ll learn what it is to play with us.’ 

The enemy’s skirmishers seemed to have drawn somewhat 
nearer during the last minute or two, and several bullets 
having struck the brick wall of the dyeworks with a dull 
thud, the French soldiers began to return the fire, sheltered 
by the low wall of the courtyard. ‘The clear, sharp report of 
a chassepot resounded every second. 

‘Drive them into the Meuse—yes, no doubt,’ muttered 
Weiss, ‘and pass over them and march back on Carignan— 
that would be a good idea.’ Then addressing Delaherche, who 
in his fear of the bullets had hidden himself behind the pump, 
he added : ‘ Allthe same, the proper plan was to have hurried 
off to Mézivres yesterday evening. I should have preferred 
that if I'd been in the place of the generals. However, one 
must fight now, for retreat is not longer possible.’ 

‘Are you coming?’ asked Delaherche, who, despite his 
ardent curiosity, was beginning to blanch. ‘If we stay here 
much longer we sha’n’t be able to get back to Sedan,’ 

‘Yes, wait a minute. I'll go with you.’ 

Then, in spite of the danger to which he exposed himself, 
Weiss rose on tip-toe, obstinately bent on finding out how 
matters were progressing. On the right were the meadows 
flooded by order of the Governor of Sedan, quite a large lake 
protecting the town from Torcy to Balan. A delicate azure 
tint suffused the broad sheet of unruffled water in the early 
sunlight. But the lake did not stretch far enough to cover 
the outskirts of Bazeilles, and the Bavarians, advancing 
through the grass, had indeed drawn nearer, taking advantage 
of every ditch and every tree they came upon. They were 
now, perhaps, five hundred yards away, and Weiss was struck 
with the slowness of their movements, the patient manner in 
which they gradually gained ground, exposing themselves as 


a 


BAZEILLES—THE: EMPEROR UNDER FIRE 179 


little as possible. Moreover, a powerful artillery was support- 
ing them, and at each moment shells came hissing through the 
fresh, pure atmosphere. Weiss raised his eyes and saw that 
the battery of Pont-Maugis was not the only one that was 
firing on Bazeilles ; two others, planted midway up the Liry 
hill, had also opened fire, not merely cannonading the village, 
but sweeping the bare ground of La Moncelle farther on, 
where the reserves of the Twelfth Corps were posted, and even 
the wooded slopes of Daigny, occupied by a division of the 
First Corps. And, indeed, flames were now flashing from all 
the hill-crests on the left bank of the river. The guns seemed 
to spring out of the soil. At each moment the circle of fire 
extended—at Noyers a battery was firing on Balan, at Wade- 
lincourt a battery was firing on Sedan itself, and at Frénois, 
just below the Marfée hill, a formidable battery was hurl- 
ing shells right over the town, shells which went plunging 
and bursting among the troops of the Seventh Corps on the 
plateau of Floing. And it was with terrified anguish that 
Weiss now gazed on those slopes that he loved so well, 
those rounded hills which fringed the valley afar off with so 
gay a greenery, and which he had never imagined could serve 
any other purpose than that of delighting the eyesight ; but 
now, all at once, they had become, as it were, a fearful, gigantic 
fortress, ready to pulverise the futile fortifications of Sedan. 

He suddenly raised his head on seeing a little plaster fall 
to the ground. A bullet had chipped it off the front of his 
house, which he could perceive above the party-wall. ‘Are 
those brigands going to demolish my house ?’ he growled, feel- 
ing greatly annoyed. 

Just then, however, he was astonished to hear a slight 
noise behind him, and on turning round he saw a soldier fall- 
ing on his back with a bullet in the heart. Tor a moment 
the poor fellow’s legs were stirred by a supreme convulsion, 
but death came so swiftly that his face retained its peaceful, 
youthful expression. This was the first man killed ; Weiss, 
however, was most disturbed by the clatter of the soldier's 
chassepot, which as it escaped from his hands rebounded on 
the paving-stones of the yard. 

‘Oh! I’m off, stammered Delaherche. 


I shall go alone.’ Fi 
The lieutenant, whom the presence of these civilians ener- 
vated, intervened approvingly : ‘Yes, gentlemen, you had 


better go away. We may now be attacked at any moment 
N 


‘Tf you won’t come 
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Thereupon, after glancing once more at the meadows, where 
the Bavarians were still gaining ground, Weiss made up his 
mind to follow Delaherche. But, on reaching the street, he 
paused to double-lock the door of his house, and when he 
again rejoined his companion an unforeseen spectacle once 
more stayed their flight. The Place de ’Eglise, some three 
hundred yards away, at the end of the road, was at that 
inoment being attacked by a strong column of Bavarians 
debouching from the Douzy highway. After a time the regi- 
ment of Marine Infantry, entrusted with the defence of the 
Place, appeared to slacken fire as-though to let the foe ad- 
vance, but, all at once, when the German column was massed 
in front of the French, the latter resorted to a strange and, 
on the enemy’s part, evidently unexpected maneuvre. The 
Marines sprang on one or the other side of the way, a large 
number of them flinging themselves upon the ground ; and 
then, through the space thus suddenly opened, the French 
mitrailleuses, in position at the other end of the road, rained 
a perfect storm of bullets upon the foe. The hostile column 
was virtually swept away, and the Marines thereupon bounded 
to their feet and charged the scattered survivors of the 
Bavarian force at the bayonet’s point, bringing many of them 
to the ground and throwing the others far back. And twice 
again was this same manceuvre repeated, and with the same 
success. ‘Three women, who had remained in a little house 
at the corner of a lane, could be seen tranquilly installed at 
one of the windows there, laughing and clapping their hands 
at the sight, and looking indeed as much amused as though 
they were at a theatre. 

‘Ah! dash it !’ suddenly said Weiss ; ‘I forgot to lock 
up my cellar and take the key. Waita bit. I sha’n’t be a 
second.’ 

As this first attack seemed to have been repulsed, Dela- 
herche, whose curiosity once more began to gain the upper 
hand, was in less haste to get away. Standing outside the 
dyeworks, he began talking to the portress, who had stepped 
to the threshold of the room she occupied, on the ground floor. 

‘You ought to come away with us, Frangoise,’ he said. 
‘It’s not right for a woman to remain here all alone in the 
midst of such horrible things.’ 

She raised her trembling arms and answered : ‘ Ah, sir, I 
should certainly have gone away if it hadn’t been for my little 
Auguste, who's so ill. Will you come in and look at him, sir 2” 
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He did not go in, but craned his neck forward and shook 
his head ominously as he espied the lad lying in a clean white 
bed, with the purple flush of fever suffusing his face, whilst 
with flaming eyes he looked fixedly at his mother. 

‘But now I think of it,’ said the manufacturer, ‘why don’t 
you take him away? I'll fix you up at Sedan. Wrap him 
in a warm blanket, and come with us.’ 

‘Oh! it can’t be done, sir. The doctor told me it would 
kill the boy to move him. If only his poor father were still 
alive. But there are only we two left, and, needing one 
another as we do, we must be very careful. And, after all, 
perhaps those Prussians won’t do any harm to a lone woman 
and a sick child.’ 

At this moment Weiss returned, delighted at having made 
every door in his housesecure. ‘They'll have tosmash every- 
thing if they want to get in,’ said he. ‘ And now let’s get off. 
It won’t be an easy job—we had better keep close to the 
houses or we may be hit by a bullet.’ 

The enemy was, indeed, evidently preparing a fresh attack, 
for the fusillade was increasing in violence, and there was no 
pause now in the hissing of the shells. A couple of the latter 
had already fallen in the road about a hundred yards away, 
whilst a third had plunged into the soft soil of a neighbouring 
garden without bursting. 

‘I must say good-bye to your little Auguste, Francoise,’ 
resumed Weiss. ‘Oh! he doesn’t look so bad now; in a 
couple of days he'll be out of danger. Well, keep your spirits 
up. Mind you go indoors at once. Don’t venture out here,’ 

At last the two men turned to go off. 

‘Good-bye, Francoise.’ 

‘Good-bye, gentlemen.’ 

But at that very moment there was a terrible crash. After 
overthrowing one of the chimneys of Weiss’s house, a shell 
had fallen on the footway, where it burst with so fearful a 
detonation that every window-pane near by was shivered to 
pieces. For a moment a mass of thick dust, a cloud of heavy 
smoke obscured everything. Then the front of the dyeworks 
reappeared, displaying a gaping aperture, and across the 
threshold of her room lay Francoise, dead, her backbone 
broken, and her head crushed—now merely a bundle of human 
rags, covered with blood, and hideous to behold. 

Weiss rushed up furiously. He was stammering, and oaths 
alone could giye expression to his feelings: ‘Ourse them! 


182 THE BATTLE OF SEDAN 


Curse them!’ he shouted. Yes, she was indeed dead. He 
had stooped down and felt her hands. As he was rising again 
his eyes encountered the blotched face of little Auguste, 
who had raised his head to look at his mother. The lad said 
nothing, he did not shriek or cry, but his large eyes, full of 
fever, were quite dilated as they gazed upon that frightfully 
mangled body, which he could no longer recognise, ‘Curse 
them!’ shouted Weiss at last, ‘so now they are killing 
women !’ 

He had again drawn himself erect, and he shook his fist at 
the Bavarians, whose helmets were once more appearing to 
view in the direction of the church. Then the sight of the 
roof of his house, half broken in by the fallen chimney, put 
the finishing touch to his mad exasperation. ‘You dirty 
blackguards !’ he shouted, ‘you kill women and you knock my 
house to pieces! No, no, it is impossible, I can’t go off like 
that ; I shall stay!’ 

He darted into the courtyard of the dyeworks, and bounded 
back again, carrying the chassepot and cartridge pouch of the 
dead soldier. For use on important occasions, when he was 
desirous of seeing anything very distinctly, he always carried 
a pair of spectacles in his pocket, though he seldom wore them 
through a coquettish regard for the feelings of his young wife. 
Now, however, he promptly took off his folding glasses and 
put on his spectacles ; and then this stout civilian, whose good- 
natured, full face was quite transfigured by anger, who looked 
almost comical yet superb in his heroism, began to fire, aiming 
at the detachment of Bavarians massed at the end of the street. 
It was in his blood, as he was wont to say; he had longed 
to stretch some of them on the ground ever since hearing 
the stories of 1814, related to him in his childish days, in his 
Alsatian home. 

‘Ah! the dirty blackguards, the dirty blackguards !’ 

And still he kept on firing—so rapidly in fact that the 
barrel of his chassepot began to burn his fingers. 

Everything now betokened a terrible attack. The fusillade 
had ceased on the side of the meadows. The Bavarians had 
become masters of a narrow stream fringed with poplars and 
pollard willows, and were preparing to assault the houses 
defending the Place de l'glise. Their skirmishers had pru- 
dently fallen back, and now the sunshine alone was drowsily 
streaming in a golden sheet over the immense grassy expanse, 
flecked here and there with black patches—the corpses of the 
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soldiers who had been killed. And accordingly, the Lieu- 
tenant of Marine Infantry, realising that danger would hence- 
forth come from the side of the street, evacuated the courtyard 
of the dyeworks, leaving merely a sentry there ; and.speedily 
ranged his men along the side-walk, informing them that 
should the enemy obtain possession of the Place de l’Eglise 
they were to barricade themselves inside the building, on the 
first floor, and defend it as long as they had a cartridge left 
them. The men fired as they pleased, lying on the ground, 
screened by border stones and profiting by the slightest projec- 
tions of the buildings ; and along the broad, deserted highway, 
bright with sunshine, there now sped a perfect hurricane of 
lead, with streaks of smoke—a hail-storm, as it were, driven 
along by a violent wind. A girl was seen to dart madly across 
the road without receiving any injury ; then an old peasant in 
a blouse, stubbornly bent upon taking his horse into the stable, 
was struck by a bullet in the forehead, the force of the shock 
throwing him into the middle of the road. Moreover, the roof 
of the church had just been broken in by a shell, and two 
other projectiles had set fire to some houses, whose timbers 
crackled and blazed in the broad sunlight. And the sight of 
that poor creature, Francoise, pounded to pieces near her ailing 
child, of the peasant lying in the road with the bullet in his 
skull, of the damaged church and the flaming houses, put the 
finishing touch to the wrath of the inhabitants, who, rather 
than fly to Belgium, had preferred to stay and meet death in 
their modest homes. And men of the middle classes and sons 
of toil, men in coats and men in blouses, fired on the enemy 
from their windows with a fury akin to madness. 

‘Ah! the bandits!’ suddenly exclaimed Weiss. ‘They 
have got round. I saw them running along the railway line. 
There! can’t you hear them over yonder on the left ?’ 

A fusillade had indeed just broken out in the rear of the 
park of Montivilliers which skirted the road. If the foe 
should secure possession of that park Bazeilles would be cap- 
tured. The violence of the firing proved, however, that the 
Commander of the Twelfth Corps had foreseen this movement 
on the enemy’s part, and that the park was being defended. 

‘Take care, you clumsy chap!’ suddenly exclaimed the 
lieutenant, forcing Weiss to draw back close to the wall ; 
‘you'll be cut in half!’ ‘ 

Though he could not help smiling at this big spectacled 
fellow, he had begun to feel interested in him, doubtless on 
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account of the bravery he displayed; and, hearing a shell 
coming, he had in a fraternal way pushed him on one side. 
The projectile fell a dozen paces off, and, in bursting, covered 
them both with splinters. The civilian, however, remained 
erect without a scratch, whereas the unfortunate lieutenant 
had both legs broken. ‘Ah! curse it!’ he muttered. ‘I’m 
done for.’ 

He had been thrown down on the side-walk, and he in- 
structed his men to place him in a sitting posture with his 
back against a door, near the spot where the corpse of that 
unfortunate woman Francoise was stretched across the thresh- 
old of her room. And the lieutenant’s young face still retained 
its stubborn, energetic expression. ‘It’s of no consequence, 
my lads,’ said he. ‘Listen to me. Fire at your ease, don’t 
hurry—I’ll tell you when the time comes to charge them.’ 

And thus, with his head erect, watching the distant move- 
ments of the foe, he continued commanding his men. Another 
house across the road caught fire. The crackling of the fusil- 
lade and the loud explosions of the shells rent the dust-and- 
smoke-pervaded atmosphere. Men were toppling over at each 
street corner, and wherever the dead had fallen—now singly, 
now in clusters—there were dark spots splashed with blood ; 
whilst over and above the village arose a frightful, growing 
clamour, the threatening uproar of thousands of men rushing 
on a few hundred brave fellows who were resolved to die. 

And now Delaherche, who had repeatedly called to Weiss, 
asked him for the last time: ‘Are you coming? No? So 
much the worse, but I’m off—good-bye !’ 

It was about seven o’clock, and he had already delayed 
his departure longer than was prudent. So far as there were 
houses skirting the road, he took advantage of their projections 
and recesses, bolting into a doorway or behind a wall each 
time there was a volley. And so rapidly did he glide along, 
with all the suppleness of a snake, that he was surprised to 
find himself still so young and nimble. But on reaching the 
limits of Bazeilles, when it became necessary that he should 
follow the bare, deserted road, swept by the Liry batteries for 
a distance of three hundred yards, he fairly shivered, albeit he 
was perspiring from every pore. For a moment or two, bend- 
ing low, he continued advancing along a ditch, then all at 
once he broke into a mad gallop and rushed straight before 
him along the road, with detonation after detonation resound- 
ing like thunderclaps in his ears, His eyes were burning, and 
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he fancied he was rupning through flames. It seemed to last 
an eternity ; but all at once he espied a small house on his 
left, and promptly darted towards it. Once sheltered by its 
walls he felt a tremendous weight uplifted from his chest. 
There were several people near him, men on foot and men on 
horseback. At first he failed to distinguish any of them, but 
as he recovered his self-possession the sight he beheld filled 
him with astonishment. 

Was not that the Emperor and his staff? He hesitated 
to answer the query affirmatively, although, since he had 
almost spoken to Napoleon at Baybel, he had flattered himself 
he should at once recognise him anywhere. Then he suddenly 
opened his mouth and looked on gaping. Yes, it was indeed 
Napoleon III., to all appearance taller now that he was on 
horseback,' and with his moustaches so carefully waxed, and 
his cheeks so highly coloured that Delaherche immediately 
came to the conclusion that he had sought to make himself 
look young again—in a word, that he had made himself up 
for the occasion like an actor. Ay, without doubt he had 
caused his valet to paint his face so that he might not appear 
among his troops spreading discouragement and fright around 
him with his pale, haggard countenance distorted by suffering, 
his contracted nose, and dim, bleared eyes. And warned, at 
five o'clock, that there was fighting going on at Bazeilles, he 
had set out thither, silent and mournful like a phantom, but 
with his cheeks all aglow with rouge. 

On the way some brickworks afforded a shelter. The 
walls on one side were being riddled by the bullets raining 
upon them ; and shells were at every moment falling on the 
road. The entire escort halted. 

‘It is really dangerous, sire,’ said some one ; but the Em- 
peror turned round, and with a wave of the hand simply 
ordered his staff to draw up in a narrow lane skirting the 
works, where both men and horses would be completely hidden. 
‘It’s really madness, sire—we beg you, sire——’ 

However, he simply repeated his gesture, as though to say 
that the appearance of a number of uniforms on that bare 
road would certainly attract the attention of the hostile bat- 
teries on the left bank of the Meuse. And then, all alone, he 


1 Napoleon III. had very short legs, and on foot he look ed compara- 
tively insignificant. But the length of his trunk gave him a c»mmand- 
ing presence when he was on horseback, and he then apyeared taller 
than the majority of his officers.— Trans, 
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rode forward amid the bullets and the shells, without evincing 
any haste, but still and ever in the same mournful, indifferent 
manner, as though he were going in search of Destiny. And 
doubtless, he could hear behind him that implacable voice that 
had ever urged him forward, the voice that rang out from 
Paris, calling : ‘March, march, die like a hero on the corpses 
of your people, strike the whole universe with compassionate 
admiration, so that your son may reign!’ And forward he 
went, slowly walking his horse. For nearly a hundred yards 
he thus continued advancing ; and then he halted to await 
the fate that he had come in search of. The bullets whistled 
by like an equinoctial gale, anda shell burst near him covering 
him with earth. Yet still he remained there waiting. His 
charger’s mane stood up, the animal was quivering all over, 
instinctively recoiling at thus finding itself in the presence of 
death which passed by every moment, unwilling, however, to 
touch either man or beast. And then, after that infinite 
period of waiting, the Emperor, realising like the resigned 
fatalist he was, that it was not there he should find his destiny, 
quietly rode back again, as though he had merely gone forward 
to reconnoitre the exact positions of the German batteries. 

‘What courage you have shown, sire! But we beg of you 
not to expose yourself again !’ 

However, with another wave of the hand he summoned 
the members of his staff to follow him, now sparing them no 
more than he had spared himself ; and off he rode across the 
fields, over the bare ground of La Rapaille towards the position 
of La Moncelle. On the way a captain of the escort fell dead, 
and two horses were killed under their riders. The regiments 
of the Twelfth Corps, before which Napoleon passed, saw him 
appear and vanish like a spectre ; not once was he saluted nor 
once acclaimed. 

Delaherche witnessed all this, and it made him shudder, 
especially when he reflected that on leaving the brickworks he 
should again find himself in the open, exposed to all the pro- 
jectiles. So he lingered there, listening to some officers who 
had remained behind, their horses having been previously shot 
under them. 

‘I tell you he was killed on the spot,’ said one ; ‘a shell 
cut him in half,’ 

‘No, no. I myself saw him carried off. He was merely 
wounded—a splinter of a shell in the hip-—~ 

‘ At what time did it occur 2’ 
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‘ At about half-past six, an hour ago. It was in a hollow 
road over yonder, near La Moncelle.’ 

‘ And was he taken back to Sedan ?’ 

‘Certainly, he’s there now.’ 

Whom could they be speaking of ? All at once Delaherche 
realised that they must be referring to Marshal MacMahon, 
wounded whilst on his way to the outposts. The marshal 
wounded ! Such was our cursed luck, as the lieutenant of 
Marine Infantry had said. And the manufacturer was re- 
flecting on the consequences of this unfortunate casualty when 
an estafette galloped by with reins down, and shouted to a 
comrade whom he recognised: ‘General Ducrot is commander- 
in-chief. The entire army is to concentrate at Illy, to retreat 
on Mézieres !’ 

The next moment the estafette was already far away, en- 
tering Bazeilles under a fire of increasing intensity, and Dela- 
herche, scared by the extraordinary tidings that had reached 
him in such rapid succession, and lable to find himself 
caught in the midst of the retreating troops, at last made up 
his mind to start off again, and ran all the way to Balan, 
whence he managed to reach Sedan without any very great 
difficulty. And, meantime, the estafette was still galloping 
through Bazeilles, seeking the commanders that he might give 
them their orders. And the tidings were also galloping aloug— 
Marshal MacMahon wounded, General Ducrot appointed com- 
mander-in-chief, the whole army to fall back on Illy! 

‘What! what are they saying?’ exclaimed Weiss, already 
black with powder. ‘ Retreat on Mézieres at this time of day ? 
Why, it’s madness ; the army could not possibly get through !’ 

He was in despair, full of remorse that he himself had 
advised that very course the day before, and had advised it 
precisely to General Ducrot, who was now invested with the 
supreme command. Certainly, on the previous day there was 
no other reasonable plan to follow. The army ought to have 
retreated, retreated immediately by the defile of St. Albert. 
But at the present time the road must be intercepted by all 
that black swarm of Prussians that had streamed along, over 
yonder, towards the plain of Donchery. And, madness for 
madness, the only truly valiant, desperate course was to hurl 
the Bavarians into the Meuse, pass over ‘them, and march once 
more on Carignan. ; 

Hitching up his falling spectacles every minute with a 
touch of his finger-tips, Weiss explained the position of affairs 
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to the lieutenant, who was still seated there with his limbs 
shattered and his back against the door. He was now looking 
extremely pale, however—indeed he was dying from loss of 
blood. ‘I assure you that I’m right, lieutenant,’ said Weiss. 
‘Tell your men to keep firm. You can see that we are vic- 
torious. Another effort and we shall fling them into the 
Meuse.’ 

The second attack of the Bavarians had, in fact, just been 
repulsed. The mitrailleuses had again swept the Place de 
l’Eglise, with such effect that the enemy’s dead now lay there 
in heaps, which rose up here and there like barricades ; and 
the disbanded foe, charged at the bayonet’s point, was now 
being driven from all the lanes into the meadows, where there 
began a flight towards the river, that would assuredly have 
become a rout if the Marines, already extenuated and deci- 
mated, had been supported by fresh troops. On the other 
hand, the fusillade in the park of Montivilliers was coming no 
nearer, making it evident that the wood might be cleared of 
the enemy if reinforcements only came up. 

‘Tell your men to charge them, lieutenant!’ suddenly 
shouted Weiss ; ‘at the bayonet’s point !’ 

The lieutenant, now of a waxy whiteness, still had sufficient 
strength left him to murmur in a dying voice: ‘You hear, my 
lads ; at them with the bayonet !’ 

And those were his last words. He expired with his 
stubborn head still erect and his eyes open, gazing on the 
battle. Flies were already buzzing around and settling on 
Frangoise’s shapeless head, whilst little Auguste, lying in bed, 
a prey to feverish delirium, was calling and asking for some- 
thing to drink in a low, supplicating voice : ‘Wake up, get up, 
mother—I’m thirsty, I’m so thirsty.’ 

However, General Ducrot’s orders were peremptory, and 
the officers had to command a retreat, lamenting that they 
were prevented from profiting by the advantage they had just 
gained, Plainly enough, the new commander, full of fears 
with regard to the enemy’s turning movement, was disposed 
to sacrifice everything to a mad attempt to escape his clutches. 
So the Place de l’Eglise was evacuated, the troops fell back 
from lane to lane, and the road was soon empty. Women 
could be heard wailing and sobbing, and men swore and shook 
their fists in their anger at being thus abandoned. Many of 


them shut themselves in their houses, determined to defend 
them and die, : 
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‘Oh! I’m not going off like that !’ exclaimed Weiss, quite 
beside himself. ‘I prefer to leave my carcase here. We'll 
see if they'll come to smash my furniture and drink my wine.’ 

He had completely given himself up to his rage, to the 
unquenchable fury of battle. The thought of the foreigner 
entering his house, sitting in his chair, and drinking out of 
his glass made his whole body revolt, and drove away all 
thoughts of his accustomed life, his wife, and his business 
affairs, all the prudence that he usually displayed like a 
sensible petty bowrgeois. And now he shut himself, barri- 
caded himself, inside his house, walking up and down like a 
caged animal, proceeding from room to room, and making 
sure that every aperture was properly closed. He counted 
his cartridges, and found he had about forty left. Then, as 
he was giving a last glance over towards the Meuse to make 
certain that no attack was to be feared by way of the 
meadows, the spectacle furnished by the hills on the left bank 
once more arrested his attention. The position of the German 
batteries was clearly indicated by the puffs of smoke ascend- 
ing from them ; and above the formidable battery of Frénois, 
on the verge of a little wood on the Marfée hill, he again 
espied that same cluster of uniforms which he had already 
seen, but now looking larger than on the previous occasion, 
and so brilliant in the broad sunlight that, on placing his 
folders in front of his spectacles, he could distinguish the gold 
or brass of epaulettes and helmets. 

‘The dirty blackguards !_ The dirty blackguards !’ he re- 
peated, shaking his fist at the group. 

It was King William of Prussia who was perched up there, 
on the Marfée hill, with his staff. He had already, at seven 
o'clock, arrived there from Vendresse, where he had slept, and 
there he was, well out of harm’s way, with the valley of the 
Meuse, the whole unbounded battlefield spread out below him. 
The vast panorama extended from one horizon to another, and 
he looked down upon it from the hill as upon a gala perform- 
ance from a throne reared in some gigantic court-box. 

Sedan, with the geometrical lines of its fortifications 
bathed on the south and the west by the flooded meadows 
and the river, stood out in the centre against the dark back- 
ground of the Ardennes Forest, which draped the horizon as 
with a curtain of antique greenery. Houses were already 
blazing at Bazeilles, where all was misty with the dust of 
battle. Then, on the east, from La Moneelle to Givonne, only 
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a few regiments of the Twelfth and First French Corps could 
be seen, looking like lines of insects as they crossed the stubble, 
and now and again disappearing in a narrow valley where 
some hamlets were also hidden ; and, farther on, the ground 
rose again, and pale-tinted fields could be perceived, blotched 
with the green mass of the Chevalier Wood. The Seventh 
French Corps was especially well in view on the north, with 
its regiments represented by numerous black specks moving 
hither and thither over the plateau of Floing, a broad band of 
dark grey soil, which descended from the little wood of La 
Garenne to the herbage on the river bank. Beyond were 
Floing, St. Menges, Fleigneux, and Illy, all the villages scat- 
tered across the surging expanse, quite a rugged region, inter- 
sected by steep escarpments. And on the left, also, was the 
loop of the Meuse, with its slow waters glittering like new 
silver in the clear sunlight, and its long languid bend forming 
the peninsula of Iges, and intercepting all communication with 
Méziéres save on one point, where, between the farther bank 
and the impassable forest, there opened the only entrance to 
the defile of St. Albert. 

The hundred thousand men and the five hundred guns of 
the French army were heaped together, brought to bay within 
the triangle ; and when the King of Prussia turned his eyes 
westward he perceived another plain, that of Donchery, with 
bare fields spreading out towards Briancourt, Marancourt, and 
Vrignes-aux-Bois, an infinite expanse of grey soil dusty under 
the blue sky ; and when he turned to the east he also beheld, 
confronting the confined French lines, another immense open 
expanse, with an abundance of villages, first Douzy and 
Carignan, and then, ascending northwards, Rubécourt, Pourru- 
aux-Bois, Francheval, and Villers-Cernay, till at last there 
came La Chapelle, near the Belgian frontier. And all this 
surrounding ground belonged to him, and as he pushed 
forward at his pleasure the two hundred and fifty thousand 
men and the eight hundred guns of his armies, he could, at 
one glance, survey their invading march. The Eleventh 
German Army Corps was, on the one hand, already advancing 
on St. Menges, whilst the Fifth Corps was at Vrignes-aux- 
Bois, and the division of Wurtembergers was waiting near 
Donchery ; and although, on the other side, the King’s view 
was somewhat obstructed by the trees and hills, it was yet 
easy for him to realise the movements that were being accom- 
plished. Ho had just seen the Twelfth German Corps enter 
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the Chevalier Wood, and he knew that the Guard must by 
this time have reached Villers-Cernay. And the army of the 
Crown Prince of Prussia on the left, and the army of the 
Crown Prince of Saxony on the right, formed, as it were, the 
two branches of the vice which were opening and ascending 
with irresistible force to meet over yonder ; whilst on their 
side the two Bavarian Army Corps were rushing upon 
Bazeilles, if 

And, at King William’s feet, the German batteries, dis- 
posed in an almost uninterrupted line from Remilly to Frénois, 
were now thundering without cessation, covering La Moncelle 
and Daigny with shells, and sweeping the plateaux on the 
north with other projectiles which passed right over the town 
of Sedan. As yet it was hardly more than eight in the morn- 
ing, and the King was already waiting for the inevitable result 
of the battle, his eyes fixed on the gigantic chessboard before 
him, his mind busy with the movements of that human dust, 
the bellicose madness of those few black specks which here 
and there dotted the surface of smiling and eternal nature, 


CHAPTER II 


MAURICE RECEIVES THE BAPTISM OF FIRE 


At daybreak, in the thick fog enveloping the plateau of 
Floing, Bugler Gaude sounded the reveille with all the 
strength of his lungs. But the moisture with which the at- 
mosphere was densely impregnated, so deadened the joyous 
call that it failed to awaken the men of the company, most 
of whom, lacking even the energy to pitch their tents, had 
rolled themselves in the canvas or stretched themselves in the 
mud. They were lying there, already looking like corpses 
with their pallid faces hardened by weariness and sleep, and 
to rouse them it became necessary to shake them one by one, 
when they sat up with the air of men just resuscitated from 
the grave, quite livid, and with their eyes full of terror at the 
thought of life. 

Maurice was awakened by Jean. ‘ What’s up? Where are 
we ?’ he stammered as he glanced in a scared way on either 
side, perceiving nothing but the grey sea in the depths of 

Lid.he was apparently plunged, with the shadowy forms of 
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his comrades floating around him. It was impossible to sée 
twenty yards ahead, so that he could not take his bearings. 
He had not the faintest notion as to the whereabouts of Sedan. 
At that moment, however, the sound of a cannonade, some- 
where far away, fell on his ears: ‘Ah! it’s for to-day—so we 
are going to fight. So much the better, we must make an 
end of it all.’ 

The men around him said the same: on all sides there 
was a gloomy satisfaction, a longing to escape from that in- 
terminable nightmare, and to come face to face with those 
Prussians, whom, at the outset, they had gone in search of, 
and then had fled from during so many weary hours. At last 
they would be able to fire on the foe and disburden themselves 
of those cartridges which they had brought from such a dis- 
tance without an opportunity of burning even one of them. 
This time everybody realised that battle was inevitable. 

However, the guns of Bazeilles were thundering more and 
more loudly, and Jean, who stood there listening, inquired : 
‘Where are they firing ?’ 

‘I fancy it’s near the Meuse,’ replied Maurice ; ‘ but the 
deuce take me if I know where I am.’ 

‘Listen, youngster,’ now said the corporal, ‘ you must keep 
beside me to-day, for a fellow needs to know something about 
these affairs if he doesn’t want to get injured. Ive been 
through the mill before, and I’ll keep my eyes open for both 
of us.’ 

In the meantime the squad was beginning to growl, furious 
at the thought that they had nothing warm to comfort their 
stomachs with. It was impossible to light any fires without 
any dry wood, and in such filthy weather too, Thus, at the 
very moment when the battle was about to commence, the 
great, imperious, paramount belly-question came to the fore 
once more. Perhaps they were heroes—some of them at any 
rate—but before and above everything else they were maws. 
Eating was indeed the one all-important question, and how 
lovingly they skimmed the pot on the days when there was 
some good soupe, and how angry they waxed, like children 
and savages, when there was a scarcity of rations ! 

‘No grub, no fighting,’ declared Chouteau ; ‘I'll be blowed 
if I risk my skin to-day !’ 

This big, lanky house-painter, this fine speechifier from 
Montmartre, this public-house theorist who marred the few 
reasonable ideas that he had picked up here and there, by 
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blending them with a frightful mixture of trash and lies, was 
again showing himself in the colours of a revolutionist. ‘ Be- 
sides,’ continued he, ‘haven’t they played the fool with us, 
telling us that the Prussians were dying of hunger and illness, 
that they hadn’t even got any shirts left, and were to be met 
on the roads grimed with dirt and as tattered as paupers ?’ 

This made Loubet laugh, like the gamin he was whose life 
had been spent amid all the hole-and-corner avocations of the 
Paris markets. 

‘But it’s all rot,’ continued Chouteau, ‘it’s we who are 
kicking the bucket, dying of misery, with our shoes full of 
holes and our clothes so ragged that anyone might be tempted 
to give us a copper out of charity. And then too those big 
victories! Ah! the humbugs, to tell us that they had taken 
Bismarck prisoner and knocked a whole army head over heels 
into a stone quarry. Ah! they have played the fool with us 
and no mistake.’ 

Pache and Lapoulle listened, clenching their fists and 
nodding their heads with an air of fury. Others also were 
enraged, for the everlasting lies of the Paris newspapers had 
ended by having a disastrous effect. Confidence was dead ; 
no belief remained in anything. The minds of these big chil- 
dren, at the outset so fertile in extraordinary hopes, were now 
filled with maddening nightmares. 

‘Of course, and it’s simple enough,’ resumed Chouteau. 
‘It’s easily understood since we’ve been sold—you fellows know 
it as well as I do.’ 

Every time that he heard this, Lapoulle in his childish 
simplicity felt quite exasperated. ‘Sold, eh?’ said he. ‘Ah! 
what rogues some people are.’ 

‘Yes, sold like Judas sold his Master,’ muttered Pache, 
his mind always full of biblical reminiscences. 

Chouteau was triumphing : ‘It’s simple enough,’ said he, 
‘everyone knows the figures. MacMahon was paid three 
millions of francs, and the generals had a million apiece to 
bring us here. It was all settled in Paris last spring ; and a 
rocket was sent up last night as a signal that all was ready, 
and that the others could come and take us.’ 

The arrant stupidity of this invention revolted Maurice. 
Chouteau had formerly amused him, almost won him over by his 
Parisian ‘ go ;’ but for some time past he had been unable to 
stomach this perverter, this ne’er-do-well, who railed at every- 


thing so as to disgust the others. ‘Why do you tell such 
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absurd stories?’ he exclaimed ; ‘you know very well there’s 
no truth in it at all.’ 

‘No truth in it? What! it isn’t true that we have been 
sold? It wouldn’t be surprising if a toff like you happened 
to belong to that band of swinish traitors. If that’s the 
cease,’ continued Chouteau, stepping forward in a threatening 
way, ‘you had better say so, Mr. Gentleman, because we can 
settle your hash at once, without waiting for your friend 
Bismarck.’ 

The others also were beginning to growl, and Jean thought 
it his duty to intervene: ‘ Keep quiet, all of you : Ill report 
the first one who stirs.’ 

But Chouteau, with a sneer, began to hoot him. He didn’t 
care a rap for his report. He’d fight or not, just as he pleased, 
and they’d better not bother him, for his cartridges would do 
just as well for others as for the Prussians. Now that the 
battle was beginning, the little discipline that fear had still 
maintained would be swept away. What could they do to 
him? He meant to skedaddle as soon as he had had enough 
of it. And he went on talking in an insulting fashion, ex- 
citing the others against the corporal, who suffered them to die 
of hunger. Yes, it was Jean’s fault if the squad had had 
nothing to eat for three days past, whereas the comrades had 
soupe and meat. Mr. Jean and the toff, however, had gone to 
feast with some wenches. Yes, indeed, others had seen their 
goings-on at Sedan, 

‘You've spent the squad’s money,’ shouted Chouteau at 
last; ‘you daren’t deny it, you cursed jobber !’ 

Matters were getting serious. Lapoulle clenched his fist, 
and even Pache, usually so gentle but now maddened by 
hunger, demanded an explanation of Jean. The only sensible _ 
one was Loubet, who began to laugh, saying that it was 
idiotic for Frenchmen to fall out when the Prussians were 
there close by. He wasn’t a partisan of quarrelling either 
with fists or with guns, and, alluding to the few hundred francs 
he had received as a substitute, he added: ‘Well, if they 
fancy my skin’s worth no more than that I'll undeceive them. 
I’m not going to give them more than their money’s worth.’ 

Maurice and Jean, however, exasperated by Chouteau’s 
idiotic onslaught, replied in violent terms, and were spurning 
the charges levelled at them, when all at once a loud voice 
rang out through the fog : ‘ What’s the row there? Who are 
the stupid clowns disputing like that?’ 
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Then Lieutenant Rochas appeared to view, with his car 
discoloured by the rain, his overcoat merely retaining a button 
here and there, and the whole of his lank, awkward person in 
a pitiable condition of neglect and wretchedness. And yet 
he had none the less assumed a victorious swagger, his mous- 
taches bristling and his eyes flaring. 

‘Please, sir,’ replied Jean, quite beside himself, ‘it’s these 
men who are shouting that we are sold. Yes, they say our 
generals-have sold us,’ 

To the narrow mind of Rochas this idea of treachery did 
not appear altogether unreasonable, for it explained defeats 
which he did not consider admissible. ‘ Well, what the deuce 
is it to them if they Have been sold?’ he answered. ‘What 
business is it of thezrs? At any rate, it doesn’t alter the fact 
that the Prussians are here now, and that we are going to give 
them one of those lickings that are remembered.’ 

Afar off, behind the dense curtain of mist, the guns of 
Bazeilles did not cease thundering. And impulsively thrust- 
ing out his arms, the lieutenant added, ‘Ah! this time there’s 
no mistake. We are going to drive them home again with the 
butt-ends of our rifles.’ 

To his mind the thunder of the cannonade effaced all the 
past: the delays and uncertainties of the march, the demora- 
lisation of the troops, the disaster of Beaumont, and even the 
last agony of the forced retreat upon Sedan. Since they were 
about to fight, was not victory a certainty ? He had learnt 
nothing and forgotten nothing, he retained all his braggart 
contempt for the enemy, his absolute ignorance of the new 
methods of warfare, his unswerving conviction that an old 
soldier of the Crimea, Italy, and Algeria could not be beaten. 
It would be really too droll if he were to undergo that ex- 
perience at his age. 

A laugh suddenly parted his jaws from ear to ear. And, 
like the worthy fellow he was, he now did his men one of those 
good turns which made them like him so much despite the 
manner in which he occasionally rated them, ‘Listen, my 
lads,’ said he, ‘instead of disputing, it’s much better to drink a 
drop together. Yes, I’m going to stand treat, and you can drink 
my health.’ 

Thereupon, from a deep pocket of his overcoat, he produced 
a bottle of brandy, adding, with that triumphant air of his, 
that it was a present from a lady. This was not so surprising, 


as during the previous day he had been seen in a tavern at 
0 2 


196 THE BATTLE OF SEDAN 


Floing making himself quite at home there with the servant 
cirl on his knees. And now the soldiers laughed heartily, and 
held out their tin bowls, into which he gaily poured the 
liquor. 

‘You must drink to your sweethearts, my lads, if you have 
any, and you must drink to the glory of France. That’s all I 
care about. Here’s to jollity !’ 

‘You're right, sir ; here’s to your health and everybody’s !’ 

They all drank together, reconciled and warmed by the 
liquor. It was really very kind of the lieutenant to have 
treated them to that drop of ‘short’ in the early cold before 
they advanced on the enemy. And Maurice felt the alcohol 
descending into his veins, again bringing warmth and the semi- 
intoxication of illusion. Why should they not defeat the 
Prussians after all? Had not battles their surprises in reserve, 
sudden, unexpected transitions at which History remained 
astonished ? Besides, that devil of a fellow, Rochas, declared 
that Bazaine was on his way to join them, and was expected 
to come up before nightfall. And he intimated that the in- 
formation could be positively relied upon, for he had it from a 
general’s aide-de-camp ; and although he stretched his arm 
towards Belgium, to point out by what direction Bazaine was 
approaching, Maurice surrendered himself to one of those 
crises of hope without which he was unable to live. After all, 
perhaps the revanche was really at hand. 

‘Pray, sir, what are we waiting for?’ he ventured to ask ; 
‘aren’t we going to march ?’ 

Rochas made a gesture as if to say that he was without 
orders. Then, after a pause, he added: ‘Has anyone seen the 
captain ?’ 

Nobody replied. Jean remembered that during the night 
he had espied him slinking away in the direction of Sedan ; 
however, a prudent soldier should never let it appear that he 
has seen a superior apart from the service. So he had decided 
to hold his tongue, when, on turning round, he perceived a 
shadowy form approaching beside a hedge. And, thereupon, 
he exclaimed : ‘ Here he comes !’ 

It was indeed Captain Beaudoin, who astonished every- 
body with his irreproachable get-up, contrasting in such a 
marked degree with the deplorable condition of the lieutenant. 
His uniform was nicely brushed, his boots were beautifully 
polished, and there was something quite coquettish, something 
suggestive of galanterie about his white hands, his curled 
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moustaches, and the vague perfume of Persian lilac that he 
diffused around him, reminding one of a pretty woman’s well- 
appointed dressing-room. ; 

‘Hallo!’ sneered Loubet ; ‘so the captain has found his 
baggage again.’ 

Nobody smiled, however, for the captain was known not 
to be an easy customer. He was execrated by his men, whom 
he kept at a distance. A regular vinegar-bottle, as Rochas 
putit. Since the earlier defeats he had seemed quite offended, 
and the disaster, which everybody foresaw, appeared to him above 
all things improper. A Bonapartist by conviction, having hada 
prospect of rapid and high advancement before him, backed up 
as he was by several influential Parisian salons, he felt that 
his fortune was sinking in the mud and mire of this disastrous 
war. It was said that he possessed a very pretty tenor voice, 
to which he was already deeply indebted. Moreover, he was 
not without intelligence, though he knew nothing of his pro- 
fession, being simply desirous of pleasing, and when necessary 
proving very brave, without, however, displaying any excessive 
zeal. 

‘What a fog!’ he quietly remarked, feeling more at his 
ease now that he had found his company, which he had been 
looking for during the last half-hour, almost fearing that he 
had lost himself. 

However, orders had at length arrived, and the battalion 
immediately advanced. Fresh clouds of mist must have been 
ascending from the Meuse, for the men almost had to grope 
their way through a kind of whitish dew, falling upon them in 
fine drops. And Maurice was struck by the sudden apparition 
of Colonel de Vineuil, who, erect on his horse, rose up before 
him at the corner cf a road ; the old officer looking very tall 
and very pale, motionless like a marble statue of despair, and 
the animal shivering in the early cold with dilated nostrils 
which were turned towards the cannon over yonder. And 
Maurice was yet more struck when, at ten paces in the rear, 
he espied the regimental colours carried by the sub-leutenant 
on duty, and looking, amid the soft, shifting white vapour, 
like a trembling apparition of glory, already fading away in 
the atmosphere of dreamland. The gilded eagle was drenched 
with water, and the tricoloured silk, embroidered with the 
names of victories, soiled by smoke, and perforated with 
ancient wounds, seemed to be paling in the mist ; well-nigh 
the only brilliant touches, amid all this obliteration, being 
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supplied by the enamel points of the Cross of Honour, which 
was hanging from the tassel of the flag. 

The colonel and the colours disappeared, hidden by a fresh 
wave of mist, and the battalion still continued advancing, as 
though through a mass of damp cotton-wool, and without the 
men having the faintest notion whither they were going. They 
had descended a narrow slope, and were now climbing a hollow 
road. Then all at once resounded the command, ‘ Halt !’ 
And there they remained, their arms grounded, their knap- 
sacks weighing down their shoulders, and with strict orders 
not to stir. They were probably on a plateau, but it was still 
quite impossible to distinguish anything twenty paces away. 
It was now seven o’clock ; the cannonade seemed to have 
drawn nearer ; fresh batteries, installed closer and closer to 
one another, were now firing from the other side of Sedan. 

‘Oh ! as for me,’ suddenly said Sergeant Sapin to Jean and 
Maurice, ‘I shall be killed to-day.’ He had not opened his 
mouth since the reveille. Judging by the expression of his 
thin face, with its large, handsome eyes, and small, contracted 
nose, he had been absorbed in a painful reverie. 

‘What an idea !’ protested Jean. ‘Canany of us say what 
will happen to us? It’s all chance.’ 

The sergeant, however, shook his head as though abso- 
lutely convinced of what he had said. ‘For my part,’ he 
added, ‘it’s as good as done. Yes, I shall be killed to-day.’ 

Some of the men now turned round and asked him if he 
had dreamt it. No, he hadn’t dreamt anything ; only he felt 
it there. ‘And all the same, it worries me,’ said he, ‘for I 
was going to be married as soon as I got my discharge.’ 

Again his eyes wavered ; all his past life rose up before 
him. The son of a Lyons grocer in a small way of business, 
spoilt by his mother, who was dead, and unable to get on with 
his father, he had remained in the regiment disgusted with 
everything, but unwilling to be bought out. Then, on one 
occasion, whilst away on leave, he had come to an understand- 
mg with one of his cousins and had arranged to marry her. 
And then be had again begun to take an interest in life, and 
the pair of them had laid many happy plans for going into 
business together-witn-the help of the small sum that the girl 
was to bring as a dowry. - He, on his*side, had received some 
education, and was fairly proficient in the three R’s. For a 


year past his only thoughts had been for the future felicity he 
had planned, 
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All at once he shuddered, shook himself as though to get 
rid of his fixed idea, and then calmly repeated : ‘Yes, it’s a 
beastly worry ; but I shall be killed to-day.’ 

None of the others spoke ; the spell of waiting continued. 
They were not aware whether they were facing or turning 
their backs on the enemy. Vague sounds occasionally emerged 
from the depths of the fog—the rumbling of wheels, the tramp 
of a mass of men, the distant trot of horses ; sounds produced 
by the movements of the troops which the fog was hiding, all 
the evolutions of the Seventh Army Corps, now taking up its 
line of battle. During the last minute or so, however, it had 
seemed as if the vapour were becoming less dense. Fragments 
of it arose, looking like pieces of muslin, and patches of the 
horizon were disclosed, still dim, however, of a gloomy blue, 
like that of deep water. And it was at one of these moments 
when the atmosphere was clearing that they saw the regiments 
of Chasseurs d’Afrique, belonging to Margueritte’s division, 
pass by like phantom horsemen. Erect in their saddles, with 
their short, light-blue jackets and their broad red sashes, 
the Chasseurs urged on their mounts, animals of slender build, 
who were half hidden beneath the cumbersome kits they 
carried, Behind one squadron came another, and after emerg- 
ing for a moment from the haze where all was vague, they 
passed into it again as though melting away under the fine 
rain. Doubtless they had been in the way, and were being 
sent farther off, those in command not knowing what to do 
with them, as had been the case ever since the outset of the 
campaign. They had scarcely been employed on reconnoitring 
duties at all, and as soon as an engagement began they were 
promenaded from valley to valley, valuable, yet useless. 

As Maurice looked at them he thought of Prosper. 
‘Hallo!’ he muttered, ‘perhaps he’s over there.’ 

‘Who ?’ asked Jean. 

‘ That fellow from Remilly, whose brother, the Franc-tireur, 
we met at Oches.’ 

The Chasseurs had passed on, however, and then came 
another gallop, that of a general’s staff descending the sloping 
road. Jean recognised Bourgain-Desfeuilles, the commander 
of their brigade, who was waving his arm in a furious manner. 
So he had at last deigned to quit the Golden Cross Hotel, and 
his bad humour plainly indicated how annoyed he was at 
having had to rise so early, after being so badly lodged and 
wretchedly fed. His voice could be distinctly heard, thunder- 
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my our: ‘Well, d it, the Moselle or the Meuse, at any 
rate the water that’s there !’ 

However, the mist was at length rising. As at Bazeilles, 
there was a sudden transformation scene, a radiant spectacle 
gradually disclosed to view, as when the drop-curtain slowly 
ascends towards the flies. The sunrays were brightly stream- 
ing from the blue vault, and Maurice immediately recognised 
the spot where they were waiting. ‘Ah!’ said he to Jean, 
‘this is what they call the plateau of Algeria. You see that 
village in front of us, on the other side of the valley, that’s 
Floing. That one, farther off, is St. Menges; and there, 
farther still, is Fleigneux. Then, right away, in the forest of 
the Ardennes—those trees on the horizon—comes the fron- 
tier.’ 

With his hand outstretched he continued giving his ex- 
planations. The plateau of Algeria, a strip of muddy soil, 
rather less than two and a half miles in length, sloped gently 
from the wood of La Garenne towards the Meuse, from which 
some meadows parted it. It was here that General Douay 
had disposed the Seventh Corps, in despair that he had not 
sufficient men to defend so long a line as that allotted to him, 
or to establish a solid connection with the First Corps, whose 
positions, perpendicular to his own, extended along the valley 
of the Givonne from the wood of La Garenne to Daigny. 

‘Ah! you see how vast it is, eh?’ said Maurice, turning 
round, and with a wave of the hand embracing the entire 
horizon. From the plateau of Algeria the whole immense field 
of battle stretched out towards the south and the west. First 
there was Sedan, whose citadel could be seen rising above the 
housetops ; then came Balan and Bazeilles, hazy with smoke ; 
and, in the rear, the heights on the left bank of the Meuse, 
the Liry, Marfée and Croix-Piau hills. But the view was 
more particularly extensive on the west, in the direction of 
Donchery. The loop of the Meuse bounded the peninsula of 
Iges as with a light ribbon, and over there one could plainly 
detect the narrow Route de St. Albert, running between the 
bank and a steep height, which, somewhat farther on, was 
crowned by the little wood of Le Seugnon, a spur of the woods 
of La Falizette. The road to Vrignes-aux-Bois and Donchery 
passed over the summit of the height at a spot known as the 
Cross-way of the Red House. 

‘And in that direction, you know, we could fall back on 
Meézibres,’ said Maurice, But at that very moment a first 


MAURICE RECEIVES THE BAPTISM OF FIRE 201 


cannon shot was fired from St. Menges. Shreds of fog were 
still trailing in the depths, anda vague mass of men could 
just be espied marching along the defile of St. Albert. ‘Ah! 
there they are!’ resumed Maurice, instinctively lowering his 
voice, and without naming the Prussians. ‘Our line of retreat 
is cut off!’ 

It was not yet eight o’clock. The cannonade, which was 
increasing in violence in the direction of Bazeilles, could now 
also be heard on the east, in the valley of the Givonne, which 
they were unable to see. At this moment, indeed, the army of 
the Crown Prince of Saxony was emerging from the Chevalier 
Wood and advancing upon the First Corps in front of Daigny. 
And now that the Eleventh Prussian Corps, marching upon 
Floing, was opening fire on General Douay’s troops, the 
battle had begun on all sides, from north to south, over an 
expanse of several leagues. 

Maurice had just realised what a deplorable blunder had 
been made in not withdrawing upon Méziéres during the night. 
And although he had only a dim notion as to what might be 
the exact consequences of the blunder, he was instinctively 
apprehensive of danger, and gazed with disquietude at the 
neighbouring heights overlooking the plateau of Algeria. 
Allowing that they might not have had sufficient time to 
retreat on Méziéres, why, at all events, had they not occupied 
those heights, with their backs to the frontier, so that they 
might, at all risks, have made their way into Belgium in the 
event of a defeat ? Two points appeared particularly threaten- 
ing, the round Hattoy hill, above Floing on the left, and the 
so-called Calvary of Illy, crowned by a stone cross rising 
between two lime trees. On the previous day General Douay 
had sent a regiment to occupy the Hattoy hill, but this isolated 
position being considered dangerous the men had fallen back 
at dawn. As for the Calvary of Illy, its defence had been 
entrusted to the left wing of the First Army Corps. All the 
vast bare expanse, dented with deep valleys from Sedan to 
the Ardennes, was there ; and evidently the key of the posi- 
tion was at the foot of that cross and those two lime trees, 
whence one could sweep all the surrounding country. 

Two more artillery reports were now heard. Then came 
the roar of several pieces fired simultaneously, and this 
time a puff of smoke was seen to ascend from a little hill 
on the left of St. Menges. ‘Ah!’ said Jean, ‘it’s our turn 


now,’ 


202 THE BATTLE OF SEDAN 


Nothing was seen of any projectile, however. The men, 
still standing there stockstill, with their arms grounded, had 
no other pastime than that of contemplating the fine order of 
the Second Division, drawn up in front of Floing, and with its 
left wing turned in potence formation towards the Meuse, to 
meet any attack on that side. The Third Division was de- 
ploying on the east as far as the wood of La Garenne, below 
Tly ; whilst the first, cut up at Beaumont, was in the rear, 
forming a second line. The Engineers had been engaged all 
night in the preparation of defensive works, and were still 
digging shelter-trenches and raising breast-works, when the 
Prussians began firing. 

A fusillade broke out in the lower part of Floing, but soon 
ceased, and just then Captain Beaudoin’s company received 
orders to fall back a distance of some three hundred yards. 
The men had just reached a large square field of cabbages, 
when the captain curtly commanded them to le down, They 
had to obey, although the order was by no means a pleasant 
one. The abundant dew had quite soaked the cabbages, on 
whose thick leaves of a greenish gold there lingered large 
drops of as brilliant and as pure a water as diamonds. ‘Sight 
at four hundred yards !’ called the captain. 

Maurice thereupon rested the barrel of his chassepot on a 
cabbage in front of him. Lying there, on the soil, he could 
no longer see anything save a confused stretch of ground 
streaked here and there with greenery, and nudging Jean, 
who was on his right hand, he asked him what they were 
doing in that field. Jean, experienced in such matters, 
pointed out to him a battery which was being established on 
a hillock near at hand, Plainly enough they had been placed 
there to support that battery. Thereupon Maurice, inquisi- 
tive as to whether Honoré was at the battery in question, 
scrambled to his feet ; but the reserve artillery was in the 
rear, beyond a clump of trees. 

‘Thunder !’ shouted Rochas, ‘lie down at once !’ 

Before Maurice had again stretched himself on his stomach 
a shell passed by, hissing, and from that moment there was 
no pause in the arrival of the projectiles. The correct range, 
however, was but slowly found; the first shells fell far beyond 
the French battery, which also opened fire, whilst others, 
which sank into the soft soil, did not explode, so that for 
some time there was any number of jokes about the clumsi- 
ness of those sauerkraut-eating gunners, 
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‘Why, their artillery fire is a mere flash in the pan!’ said 
Loubet. 

Then Chouteau indulged in a disgusting joke, and Lieu- 
tenant Rochas joined in with the remark, ‘There! I told you 
those fools couldn’t even point a gun!’ 

One shell, however, burst some ten paces away, covering 
the company with mould, and although Loubet called to his 
comrades in a bantering way to get their brushes out of their 
knapsacks, Chouteau, who was turning quite pale, held his 
peace. He had never been under fire before, neither had 
Pache nor Lapoulle, nor, indeed, any man of the squad ex- 
cepting Jean. Their eyes blinked and grew dim, whilst their 
voices became shrill and faint as though they had a difficulty 
in speaking. Maurice, who still retained some measure of 
self-possession, endeavoured to analyse his sensations: he was 
not yet frightened, for he did not think he was in danger, 
and all that he experienced was a slight uneasiness in the 
epigastrium, whilst bis head gradually emptied, so that he 
could not connect his ideas. AJ] the same, however, his hope- 
fulness had been increasing like growing intoxication ever 
since he had observed with so much wonderment the capital 
order of the troops. He had reached a state when he no 
longer had any doubt of victory, provided they could only 
charge the enemy with cold steel. 

‘Hallo!’ he muttered ; ‘what a lot of flies there are.’ 
Thrice already he had heard a buzzing sound. 

Jean could not help laughing. ‘No,’ said he ; ‘they are 
bullets.’ 

Other light buzzing sounds swept by, and now all the men 
of the squad turned their heads, greatly interested. It was 
an irresistible impulse, and one after another they lifted up 
their necks, unable to keep still. 

‘T say,’ said Loubet to Lapoulle, by way of amusing him- 
self with the simpleton, ‘whenever you see a bullet coming 
you've only got to put a finger in front of your nose—like 
that—it cuts the air apart, and the bullet passes on the 
right or the left.’ 

‘But I don’t see them coming,’ said Lapoulle, whereupon 
everybody roared. 

‘Oh my! he doesn’t see them! Keep your lamps open, 
you fool! Why, there comes one—and there’s another. 
Didn’t you see that one? It was a green bullet.’ 

And thereupon Lapoulle opened his eyes as wide as he 
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could, and kept one finger uplifted in front of his nose, whilst 
Pache, touching the scapular he wore, wished he were able to 
extend it like a breastplate over his chest. 

Rochas, who had remained standing, exclaimed all at once 
in his bantering way: ‘Youre not forbidden to salute the 
shells, my lads, but never mind about the bullets, there are 
too many of them.’ 

At that moment a splinter of a shell shattered the head of 
a soldier in the front rank. He was not even able to ery out: 
there was a spurt of blood and brain-matter—that was all. 

‘Poor devil!’ quietly said Sergeant Sapin, who was very 
calm and very pale ; ‘whose turn next?’ 

But they could no longer hear one another ; and it was 
indeed especially the frightful uproar that distressed Maurice. 
The battery near by was firing without a pause, with a con- 
tinuous roar which shook the ground ; and the mitrailleuses, 
rending the air asunder, were even more insufferable. How 
long were they going to lie among those cabbages? There 
was still nothing to be seen ; nothing was known. It was 
impossible to form the slightest idea of the battle ; was it 
even a real battle, a great one? All that Maurice could dis- 
tinguish above the smooth line of the fields before him was 
the round, wooded summit of the Hattoy hill, far away and 
still deserted. Not a Prussian was to be seen on the horizon. 
Only some puffs of smoke arose, wafted for a moment in the 
sunlight. ‘Then, as he turned his head, he was greatly asto- 
nished on perceiving in the depths of a sequestered valley, 
sheltered by rugged slopes, a peasant who was calmly pur- 
suing his avocation—guiding a plough drawn by a big white 
horse. Why should the man lose a day? Corn would not 
cease growing, the human race would not cease living, because 
a few thousand men happened to be fighting. 

Consumed by impatience, Maurice rose to his feet, and at 
a glance he again saw the batteries of St. Menges, which were 
cannonading them, crowned with tawny smoke ; and he also 
again beheld the road from St. Albert now blocked with 
Prussians, the indistinct swarming of an invading horde. 
Jean, however, swiftly caught hold of his legs and dragged 
him to the ground. ‘Are you mad?’ said the corporal : 
‘youll be potted.’ : 

On his side Rochas began to swear : ‘Lie down at once! 
What the deuce does the fellow mean, trying to get killed 
when he hasn’t keen ordered to do sa ?’ 
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‘But you're not lying down, sir,’ said Maurice. 

‘Oh! in my case it’s different ; it’s necessary that I should 
know what’s passing.’ 

Captain Beaudoin also remained bravely erect. But he 
did not open his mouth to speak to his men, to whom nothing 
attached him; and it seemed as if he were unable to keep 
still, for again and again did he tramp from one end of the 
field to the other. 

And meantime the waiting continued, nothing came. 
Maurice was suffocating beneath his knapsack, which, in his 
horizontal position, so wearisome after a time, was weighing 
heavily on his back and chest. The men had been particularly 
cautioned that they were not to rid themselves of their knap- 
sacks until the last extremity. 

‘I say, are we going to spend the whole day here ?’ 
Maurice ended by asking Jean. 

‘Perhaps so. At Solferino, I remember, we spent five 
hours lying in a carrot-field with our noses on the ground.’ 
And then, like the practical fellow he was, Jean added: ‘ But 
what are you complaining of ? We are not badly off. There'll 
always be time enough for us to expose ourselves. Everyone 
has his turn, you know. If we all got ourselves killed at the 
beginning there would be no one left for the finish.’ 

‘Ah!’ suddenly interrupted Maurice, ‘look at that smoke 
on the Hattoy hill. They’ve captured it; they’ll be leading 
us a nice dance now.’ 

For a moment the sight he beheld supplied some food for 
his anxious curiosity, into which the first quiver of fear was 
stealing. He could not take his eyes off the round summit of 
that hill, the only acclivity that he could perceive, above the 
fleeting line of fields, level with his eye. It was, however, 
much too far away for him to distinguish the gunners of the 
batteries that had just been established there by the Prus- 
sians, and, indeed, he only saw the puffs of smoke rising at 
each fresh discharge above a plantation, which probably con- 
cealed the guns. 

As Maurice had instinctively divined, the capture of this 
position, the defence of which General Douay had been com- 
pelled to renounce, was a very serious matter. The Hattoy 
hill commanded the surrounding plateaux, and when the Ger- 
man batteries installed there opened fire on theSecond Division 
of the Seventh Corps, they speedily decimated it. The enemy’s 
practice was now much improved, and the French battery, 
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near which Beaudoin’s company was lying down, had a couple 
of gunners killed in rapid succession. A splinter at the same 
time wounded a quartermaster-corporal of the company, whose 
left heel was carried clean away, and who began shrieking with 
pain as though he had suddenly gone mad. 

‘Shut up, you brute!’ shouted Rochas. ‘Is there any 
sense in making such a row over a flea-bite ?’ 

Suddenly calmed, the wounded man became silent, and 
sank into a senseless immobility, with his foot in his hand. 

‘And, meanwhile, the formidable artillery duel, growing 
more and more serious, steadily went-on over the heads of the 
prostrate regiments, across the hot, mournful stretch of coun- 
try where no one was to be seen in the fierce sunlight. There 
seemed to be nothing but this thunder, this destructive bliz- 
zard rushing backwards and forwards athwart the deserted 
expanse. And hours and hours were to elapse before it ceased. 
But the superiority of the German artillery was already be- 
coming manifest ; nearly all of their percussion shells exploded 
at tremendous distances, whereas the French shells, on the 
fuse system, did not travel nearly so far, and more frequently 
than otherwise burst in the air before reaching their destina- 
tions. And, meantime, for Captain Beaudoin’s men there was 
no resource but that of trying to make themselves as small as 
possible in the furrows in which they were lying, close-pressed 
to the soil. They were not even able to ease themselves, in- 
toxicate themselves, shake off their thoughts by firing a few 
shots. For whom could they fire at, since there was stil 
nobody to be seen along the blank horizon ? 

‘Aren’t we going to fire ?’ Maurice kept on repeating, quite 
beside himself. ‘Id give five franes to see one of those Prus- 
sians appear. It’s exasperating to be fired at like that without 
being able to reply.’ 

‘Don’t be in a hurry, the time may come,’ replied Jean, 
quietly. 

However, the gallop of horses on their left made them turn 
their heads, and they recognised General Douay, who, followed 
by his staff, had ridden up to ascertain how his troops were 
behaving under the terrible fire from the Hattoy hill. He 
seemed satisfied, and was giving a few orders, when General 
Bourgain-Desfeuilles, in his turn, debouched from a hollow 
road. ‘ Carpet-general ’ though he was, he trotted along with 
careless indifference amidst all the projectiles, obstinately 
clinging to his Algerian practices, and having failed to profit 
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by any of the lessons of the war. He was gesticulating after 
the fashion of Rochas, and shouting : ‘I’m waiting for them, 
We'll see how it will be when we get to close quarters by-and- 
by.’ Then, catching sight of General Douay, he rode up to 
him: ‘Is it true, general, that the marshal’s wounded ?’ 

‘Yes, it is, unfortunately. I received a line from Ducrot 
just now, telling me that the marshal had selected him to take 
command of the army.’ 

‘Ah! so it’s Ducrot! And what are the orders ?’ 

The commander of the Seventh Corps made a gesture of 
despair. He had realised, already on the previous day, that 
the army was lost if it remained at Sedan, and he had urged 
again and again, but vainly, that the positions of St. Menges 
and Illy ought to be occupied in view of insuring a means of 
retreating upon Mézieres. 

‘Ducrot reverts to our plan,’ he said, in answer to Bour- 
gain-Desfeuilles. ‘The entire army is to concentrate on the 
plateau of Illy.’ And then he repeated his gesture as though 
to say that it was too late ! 

The roar of the cannon drowned many of his words ; still 
the sense of them reached Maurice’s ears distinctly enough, 
and he was quite scared. What! Marshal MacMahon was 
wounded, General Ducrot commanded in his stead, the entire 
army was to retreat to the north of Sedan, and the poor devils 
of soldiers who were getting themselves killed were in utter 
ignorance of all these important matters! And they were 
playing this fearful game at the mercy of a chance accident, 
dependent on the fancies of a fresh leader! He divined the 
confusion, the final disarray into which the army was falling, 
without a commander, without a plan, dragged first one way 
and then another, whilst the Germans never deviated, but 
went straight towards their goal with the precision of ma- 
chinery. : 

General Bourgain-Desfeuilles was already riding away 
when he was imperatively recalled by his superior, who had 
just received another message, brought to him by a Hussar, 
covered with dust. 

‘General! general!’ shouted Douay, whose voice, in his 
surprise and emotion, thundered so loudly that it resounded 
above all the roar of the artillery. ‘General, it is no longer 
Ducrot who commands, but Wimpfien! Yes, he arrived yes- 
terday, at the very moment of the Beaumont rout, to take De 
Failly’s place at the head of the Fifth Corps—and he writes 
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me that he has a letter from the Minister of War placing him 
at the head of the army in the event of any vacancy in the 
command—and the orders to-retreat are cancelled, we are to 
regain and defend our original positions.’ 

General Bourgain-Desfeuilles was listening with dilated 
eyes. ‘Thunder!’ he exclaimed at last, ‘we ought to know 
what we are to do—though for my own part I don’t care 
avrap !’ 

Then away he galloped, really indifferent as to the issue of 
the affair, having merely viewed the war at the outset as a 
means of rapidly attaining to divisional rank, and now simply 
desiring that this stupid campaign should be brought to an 
end as soon as possible, since it gave so little satisfaction to 
everybody. 

And now the men of Beaudoin’s company burst into a 
derisive laugh. Maurice said nothing, but he shared the 
opinion of Chouteau and Loubet, who began to jeer and joke, 
pouring forth their contempt. Right wheel, left wheel, go as 
youre told. Nice commanders they had, and no mistake ; 
commanders who agreed so well together, and who didn’t want 
all the blanket to themselves—oh ! no, of course not! When 
men had such generals as those, wasn’t it best to go off to 
bed? Three commanders-in-chief in the space of a couple of 
hours, three fine fellows who didn’t know what ought to be 
done, and each of whom gave different orders! Really, it was 
enough to make you feel exasperated, enough to demoralise a 
saint! And then those fatal charges of treason cropped up 
afresh—Ducrot and Wimpflen were like MacMahon, they 
wanted to earn Bismarck’s three millions ! 

General Douay had halted at some little distance in ad- 
vance of his staff, and there he remained quite alone, gazing 
at the Prussian positions, and absorbed in a reverie of infi- 
nite sadness. For a long time he continued scanning the 
Hattoy hill, the shells from which were falling close around 
him. Then, after turning towards the plateau of Illy, he sum- 
moned an officer to carry an order to a brigade of the Fifth 
Corps, which he had obtained from General de Wimpffen 
the day before, and which connected him with Ducrot’s 
left wing. And he was distinctly heard to remark: ‘If the 
Prussians should obtain possession of the Calvary we could 
not hold out here for an hour; we should be thrown back 
on Sedan.’ 

Thereupon he went off, disappearing with his escort at a 
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bend of the hollow road, whilst the enemy’s fire increased in 
intensity. Very possibly he had been remarked. 

And now the shells, which hitherto had simply been coming 
from the front, began raining on the left flank as well. The 
fire of the batteries at Frénois, and of another battery esta- 
blished on the peninsula of Iges, was crossing that from the 
Hattoy hill. And the projectiles fairly swept the plateau of 
Algeria. The men, occupied in watching what was going on 
in front, now had this flank fire to alarm them, and, exposed 
to two dangers, were at a loss how to escape from either. In 
rapid succession three men were killed, whilst two who were 
wounded shrieked aloud. 

And it was now that Sergeant Sapin met the death he 
expected. He had turned round, and, when it was too late to 
avoid the shell, he saw it coming. ‘Ah! there it is,’ he 
simply said. There was a look, not of terror, but of profound 
sadness on his little pale face, in his large handsome eyes. 
His belly was ripped open, and he began to moan ; ‘Oh! don’t 
leave me here! take me to the ambulance I beg of you—take 
me away.’ 

Rochas wished to silence him, and in his brutal fashion 
was about to tell him that when a man was mortally wounded 
he had no business to put a couple of comrades to unnecessary 
trouble. Suddenly, however, the grim lieutenant was stirred 
by pity, and exclaimed: ‘Wait a moment, my poor fellow, 
till the bearers come for you.’ 

But the wretched man continued moaning, and began to 
weep, distracted that the longed-for happiness should be fleeing 
away with the flow of his blood. ‘Take me away,’ he begged, 
‘take me away.’ 

Thereupon Captain Beaudoin, whose excited nerves were 
doubtless exasperated by this plaint, called for a couple of men 
to carry the sergeant to a little wood near by, where there 
wasa field ambulance. Anticipating their comrades, Chouteau 
and Loubet at once bounded to their feet and took up the 
sergeant, one holding him under his armpits and the other by 
his feet. Then off they carried him at arun. On the way, 
however, they felt him stiffening, expiring in a last convul- 
sion. 
‘T say,’ said Loubet, ‘he’s dead. Let’s drop him.’ 

But Chouteau refused to do so, exclaiming in a fury : ‘Just 
you run on, you lazybones. Do you think I’m such a fool as 


to drop him here for the captain to call us back ? 
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Accordingly they went on their way with the corpse until 
they reached the little wood, where they flung it at the foot 
of a tree. Then they went. off, and were not seen again until 
the evening. 

The firing was now becoming more and more violent, the 
battery which the company was supporting having been rein- 
forced by a couple of guns ; and, in the increasing uproar, 
fear, mad fear, at last took possession of Maurice. At the 
outset he had been free from the cold perspiration that was 
now issuing from every pore of his skin, from the painful 
weakness that at present he felt in the pit of his stomach, the - 
well-nigh irresistible inclination that he experienced to rise 
up and rush away shrieking. And doubtless all this was but 
the result of reflection, as often happens with delicate, nervous 
natures. Jean, however, was watching him, and as soon as 
he detected this crisis of cowardice by the troubled wavering 
of his eyes, he caught hold of him with his strong hand, and 
roughly prevented him from stirring. And, in a fatherly way, 
he whispered insulting words in his ear, trying to make him 
feel ashamed of himself, for he knew that insults, and at times 
even kicks, are needed to restore some men’s courage. Others 
also were shivering. Pache had his eyes full of tears, and 
gave vent toa gentle, involuntary plaint, like the wailing of 
a little child, which he was altogether unable to restrain. 
And Lapoulle’s vitals were so stirred that he was taken quite 
ill. Several other men were similarly distressed, and the scene 
which ensued led to much hooting and jeering, the effect of 
which was to restore everybody’s courage. 

‘You wretched coward !’ Jean repeated to Maurice, ‘ mind 
you don’t behave like them—IT’ll punch your head if you 
don’t behave properly.’ 

He was in this manner warming the young fellow’s heart, 
when all at once, at some four hundred yards in front of them, 
they perceived a dozen men in dark uniforms emerging from 
a little wood. At last, then, there were the Prussians—easily 
recognisable by their spiked helmets—the first Prussians they 
had seen within range of their chassepots since the outset of 
the campaign. Other squads followed the first one, and in 
front of them one could see the little clouds of dust thrown 
up by the shells. Everything was very small, yet delicately 
precise ; the Prussians looked like so many little tin soldiers 
set out in good order. However, as the shells from the French 
batteries rained upon them in increasing numbers, they soon 

sil back again, disappearing behind the trees. 
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But Captain Beaudoin’s men had seen them, and fancied 
they could see them still. The chassepots had gone off of their 
own accord. Maurice was the first to fire. Jean, Pache, 
Lapoulle, all the others followed his example. There had been 
no command to fire ; in fact, the captain wished to stop it, 
and only gave way on Rochas making a gesture implying that 
it was absolutely necessary the men should thus ease their 
feelings. So at last they were firing, employing those cart- 
ridges which they had been carrying in their pouches for more 
than a month past, without an opportunity of burninga single 
one of them. Maurice, especially, was quite enlivened. Thus 
occupied, he forgot his fright. The detonations drove away 
his thoughts. Meantime, the verge of the wood remained 
desolate. Nota leaf was stirring there, not a Prussian had 
reappeared, yet the men continued firing at the motionless 
trees. 

Then, all at once, having raised his head, Maurice was 
surprised to see Colonel de Vineuil on his big horse, only a 
few paces away ; both man and beast looking as impassive as 
though they were of stone. With his face to the foe, the 
colonel remained there, whilst the bullets rained around him. 
The entire regiment must now have fallen back to this point, 
other companies were lying down in neighbouring fields, and 
the fusillade was spreading right along theline. And, slightly 
in the rear, Maurice also saw the colours, borne aloft by the 
strong arm of the sub-lieutenant, who carried them. But 
they were no longer the phantom colours which the morning 
fog had obscured. The gilded eagle was shining radiantly 
under the fierce sunbeams, and vividly glared the silk of the 
three colours, despite all the glorious wear and tear of bygone 
battles. Against the bright blue sky, amid the wind of the 
cannonade, the flag was waving like a flag of victory. 

And now that they were fighting, why should not victory 
be theirs? With desperate, maddened rage, Maurice and his 
comrades continued burning their cartridges, shooting at the 
distant wood, where twigs and branches were slowly and 


silently raining upon the ground. 
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CHAPTER III 


INSIDE SEDAN ; NAPOLEON’S MIDNIGHT AGONY—TWO WOMEN 


HENRIETTE was unable to sleep that night. She was worried 
by the thought that her husband was at Bazeilles so near the 
German lines. In vain did she repeat to herself the promise 
he had made her to return at the first sign of danger ; and in 
vain at each moment did she pause in her work to listen, 
fancying she could hear him coming. Towards ten o'clock, 
when it was time for her to go to bed, she opened the window, 
and remained there, looking out, with her elbow resting on 
the sill. 

The night was very dark, and down below she could 
scarcely distinguish the pavement of the Rue des Voyards, a 
narrow, gloomy passage hemmed in by old houses. The only 
light was a smoky, star-like lamp some distance away, in the 
direction of the college. And from the depths beneath there 
ascended a cellar-like, saltpetrous smell, the occasional cater- 
wauling of some angry tom, the heavy footfall of some soldier 
who had lost his way. Moreover, unaccustomed noises re- 
sounded through Sedan behind her, sudden gallops, continuous 
rumblings, which sped along like threats of death. She 
listened, with her heart beating loudly, but still and ever she 
failed to recognise the steps of her husband coming round the 
corner. 

Hours went by, and she became anxious concerning the 
distant glimmers which she could espy along the country side, 
beyond the ramparts. It was so dark that she had to picture 
the situation of the various localities. That huge pale sheet 
down below was evidently the water covering the flooded 
meadows. But what was that fire which she had seen flare 
up and then die away, over yonder, doubtless on the Marfée 
hill? And there were other fires flaming all along the hills, 
at Pont-Maugis, Noyers, and Frénois, mysterious fires vacil- 
lating above an innumerable multitude, swarming there in 
the darkness. But it was especially the extraordinary sounds 
which she heard that made her start and tremble—the tramp- 
ing of a people on the march, the panting of horses, the clang 
of arms, quite a chevachie passing along afar off, in the depths 
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of that dim inferno. Suddenly the booming of a cannon re- 
sounded, one formidable, frightful report, followed by perfect 
silence. It froze all the blood in her veins. What could it 
be? A signal, no doubt—a signal that some movement had 
succeeded, an announcement that they were ready over yonder, 
and that the sun might now rise when he pleased. 

At about two in the morning Henriette, still dressed, threw 
herself upon her bed, neglecting even to close the window. 
She was quite overcome with fatigue and anxiety. What 
could be the matter with her, that she should now be shiver- 
ing with fever like that—she, as a rule, so calm, with so light 
a step that one heard her no more than if she had not existed ? 
She slept painfully, numbed as it were, but with a persistent 
consciousness of the catastrophe that weighed so heavily in 
the black atmosphere. Allat once, in the midst of her uneasy 
slumber, the voice of the cannon was heard again ; dull, dis- 
tant reports resounded ; and now the firing went on regularly, 
stubbornly, without cessation. She sat up on her bed shud- 
dering. Where wasshe? She no longer recognised, no longer 
even saw the room, which seemed to be full of dense smoke. 
Then all at once she understood that the mist rising from the 
neighbouring river must have entered through the open win- 
dow. Outside, the guns were now sounding more frequently. 
She sprang off the bed and hastened to the window to listen. 

Four o'clock was striking from one of the steeples of Sedan. 
The morning twilight was breaking, dim, undecided in the 
dun-coloured mist. It was impossible to see anything ; she 
could no longer distinguish even the college buildings a few 
yards away. Where were they firing, good heavens? Her 
first thought was for her brother, Maurice, for the reports 
were so deadened by the fog that they seemed to her to come 
from the north, right over the town. Then, however, it ap- 
peared certain that the firing was in front of her, and she 
trembled for her husband. Yes, the firing was undoubtedly 
at Bazeilles. For a few moments, however, she felt reassured, 
for it seemed to her, every now and then, as though the re- 
ports were, after all, coming from her right. Perhaps they 
were fighting at Donchery, where the bridge, as she was aware, 
had not been blown up. And now the most frightful per- 
plexity took possession of her—were they firing from Donchery 
or from Bazeilles? It was impossible for her to tell, there 
was such a continuous buzzing in her ears. At last her 
anguish of mind became so acute that she felt unable to re- 
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main waiting there any longer. She quivered with an unre- 
strainable desire to know the truth at once, and throwing a 
shawl over her shoulders she went out in search of informa- 
tion. 

She hesitated for a moment as she reached the Rue des 
Voyards down below, for the town still seemed so black in the 
opaque fog that enveloped it. The morning twilight had not 
yet reached the damp pavement between the smoky old house- 
fronts. The only persons she perceived as she went along the 
Rue au Beurre were two drunken Turcos with a girl, inside 
a low tavern where a candle was flickering. She had to turn 
into the Rue Maqua to find some animation—soldiers whose 
shadows glided furtively along the footways : cowards, pos- 
sibly, in search of a hiding place; together with a big cuiras- 
sier who had lost himself, and who knocked at each door he 
came to, searching for his captain; and there was also a 
stream of civilians, perspiring with fear at the idea that they 
had so long delayed their departure, and packing themselves 
closely in carts, to see if there were still time to get to Bouillon 
in Belgium, whither half of Sedan had been emigrating for 
two days past. 

Henriette was instinctively bound for the Sub-Prefecture, 
where she felt certain she would gain some information ; and, 
to avoid being accosted, the idea occurred to her of cutting 
through the side streets. But she was unable to pass along 
the Rue du Four and the Rue des Laboureurs: they were 
blocked with cannon, endless rows of guns, caissons, and am- 
munition waggons, which had been huddled together there the 
day before, and seemed to have been forgotten. There was 
not even a sentry mounting guard over them; and the sight 
of all that gloomy, unutilised artillery, slumbering in abandon- 
ment in thedepths of those deserted by-ways, chilled Henriette’s 
heart. She now had to retrace her steps by way of the Place 
du Collége towards the high street, where, outside the Hétel 
de l'Europe, she saw some orderlies holding horses, and waiting 
for a party of field officers, whose voices resounded loudly in 
the brightly illuminated dining-room. People were still more 
plentiful on the Place du Rivage and the Place Turenne, 
where groups of anxious townsfolk, women and children, were 
mingled with scared, disbanded soldiers, going hither and 
thither ; and she saw a general rush swearing out of the 
Golden Cross Hotel and gallop off in a rage at the risk of 
knocking everybody down. For amoment she seemed to think 
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of entering the town-hall ; however she ultimately turned into 
the Rue du Pont-de-Meuse to reach the Sub-Prefecture. 

And never before in her eyes had Sedan presented such a 
tragic aspect as that which it now wore in the dim, dirty 
morning twilight, full of fog. The houses seemed to be dead ; 
many of them were empty, abandoned a couple of days since ; 
and others, where fear-fraught insomnia could be divined, re 
mained hermetically closed. With all those streets still half 
deserted, peopled merely with anxious shadows, traversed by 
abrupt departures in the midst of all the laggard soldiers who 
had been roaming about since the previous day, it was a 
morning to make one fairly shiver. The light would gradually 
increase, and by-and-by the town would be crowded, sub- 
merged by the impending disaster ; but as yet it was only 
half-past five, and so far one could barely hear the cannonade, 
its booming being deadened by the lofty black houses. 

Henriette was acquainted with the daughter of the door- 
portress at the Sub-Prefecture. Rose was the girl’s name ; 
she was a pretty, delicate-looking, little blonde, and worked at 
Delaherche’s factory. When Henriette stepped into the lodge 
the mother was not there, but Rose greeted her with her ac- 
customed amiability. ‘Oh, my dear lady, we can no longer 
keep on our legs,’ said she ; ‘mother has had to go and lie 
down a little. Just fancy, what with all the comings and 
goings, we have had to remain on foot all night !’ 

And without waiting for any questions she rattled on and 
on, feverishly excited by the many extraordinary things that 
she had seen since the day before. ‘The marshal has slept 
well,’ she said. ‘But that poor Emperor! No, you can’t 
imagine how dreadfully he suffers! Last night I went up to 
help give out some linen, and just as I was passing through a 
room next to the dressing-room I heard some moaning—oh! 
such dreadful moaning, as though somebody was dying. It 
made me tremble all over; and it froze my heart when I 
learned it was the Emperor. It appears he has a dreadful 
illness which makes him cry out like that. He restrains him- 
self when anybody’s there, but as soon as he’s alone it masters 
him, and he calls out and complains—it’s enough to make your 
hair stand on end.’ 

‘Do you know where they are fighting this morning?’ 
interrupted Henriette. 

Rose dismissed the question, however, with an impatient 
wave of the hand. ‘So you understand,’ said she, ‘I wanted 
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to know how he was, and I went up four or five times during 
the night and listened, with my ear to the partition—and 
each time that I went I heard him moaning and complaining, 
and he didn’t cease, he didn’t~-close his eyes for a moment all 
night long, I’m sure of it. How terrible, isn’t it, to suffer like 
that with all the worry he has? For everything’s in confusion, 
a regular scramble. They all seem to have lost their senses ! 
The doors do nothing but bang, fresh people are always coming. 
Some of them fly in a rage, and others cry. The house is quite 
topsy-turvy ; everything’s being pillaged. I assure you I saw 
some officers drinking out of the bottles last night, and some 
of them even went to bed in their big boots. And after all 
it’s the Emperor who’s the best of the lot, and who takes up 
the least room in the little corner where he hides himself to 
moan.’ 

Then, as Henriette repeated her question, Rose replied : 
‘Where they are fighting? It’s at Bazeilles—they’ve been 
fighting there since daybreak !_ A soldier on horseback came 
to tell the marshal, and he at once went to the Emperor to 
let him know. The marshal has already been gone some ten 
minutes or so, and I think the Emperor’s going to join him, 
for they are dressing him upstairs. I was up there just now, 
and I caught sight of his valet combing and curling him, and 
doing all sorts of things to his face.’ 

Henriette, however, now had the information she desired, 
and therefore turned to go: ‘Many thanks, Rose, I’m in a hurry,’ 
she said ; whereupon the young girl, complaisantly accompany- 
ing her as far as the street, replied: ‘Oh, I’m quite at your 
service, Madame Weiss. I know that one can tell you every- 
thing.’ 

Henriette quickly returned to her home in the Rue des 
Voyards. She felt convinced that she would now find her 
husband there ; and, reflecting that he would be alarmed by 
her absence, she hastened her steps. She raised her head as 
she drew near to the house, almost fancying that she could see 
him leaning out of the window, watching for her. But no, 
there was nobody at the window, which was still wide open. 
And when she had climbed the stairs, and given a glance into 
each of the three rooms, she stopped short thunderstruck, her 
heart filled with anguish at only finding there that same icy 
fog, deadening the incessant commotion cf the cannonade. 
They were still firing over yonder, and, for a moment, she re- 
turned to the window. The morning mist still reared its im- 
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penetrable veil, but now that she was informed she immediately 
realised that the struggle was going on at Bazeilles ; she could 
distinguish the crackling of the mitrailleuses, and the crashing 
volleys of the French batteries, replying to the distant volleys 
of the German ones. It seemed, too, as though the detonations 
were coming nearer ; the battle was, every minute, growing 
more and more violent. 

Why did not Weiss return ? He had promised so positively 
that he would come back at the first attack. Henriette’s dis- 
quietude was increasing; she pictured obstacles: the road 
might be cut, perhaps the shells already rendered a retreat too 
dangerous. And perhaps, too, an irreparable misfortune had 
happened. But she dismissed that thought, sustained by hope 
which urged her to action. For a moment she thought of 
going to Bazeilles, of starting to meet her husband. Then she 
hesitated, for they might cross one another on the way, and 
what would become of her if she should miss him? And how 
alarmed he would be if he came home and did not find her 
there! On the other hand, however, bold as it was to think 
of going to Bazeilles at such a moment, it seemed to her a 
natural course to follow—the proper course, indeed, for an 
active woman like herself, who did whatever was requisite in 
her household affairs without asking for instructions. And 
besides, wherever her husband was, she ought to be there too ; 
that was the long and short of it. 

All at once, however, possessed by a fresh idea, she left the 
window, saying : 

‘And Monsieur Delaherche—I must see.’ 

Tt had just occurred to her that the manufacturer also had 
spent the night at Bazeilles, and that if he had returned he 
would be able to give her some news of her husband. She swiftly 
went downstairs again, and this time, instead of passing out 
by way of the Rue des Voyards, she crossed the narrow yard 
of the house, and followed the passage leading to the large 
factory buildings, whose monumental fagade overlooked the 
Rue Maqua. As she reached the old central garden, now 
paved with stones, and retaining only a lawn girt round with 
superb trees, gigantic elms of the last century, she was greatly 
surprised at sight of a sentry mounting guard in front of the 
closed doors of a coach-house. Then she suddenly remembered 
why he was there. She had learnt the day before that the 
treasury chest of the Seventh Army Corps had been deposited 
there, and she experienced a singular feeling at thought of all 
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that gold, millions of francs, so it was said, hidden away in 
that coach-house, whilst they were already killing one another 
over yonder. 

However, at the moment when she was beginning to 
ascend the servant’s staircase, on her way to Gilberte’s room, 
she met with a fresh surprise, indeed so unforeseen an en- 
counter that she hastily stepped down the three stairs which 
she had already climbed, doubting whether she would still 
dare to go and knock at the door above. A soldier, a captain, 
had just tripped past her as lightly as a fleeting apparition, 
and yet she had had sufficient time to recognise him, having 
met him at Gilberte’s house at Charleville in the days 
when she—Gilberte—was still Madame Maginot. Henriette 
took a few steps across the courtyard, and looked up at the 
two lofty bedroom windows, the shutters of which were 
still closed. Then, having come to a decision, she climbed 
the stairs. 

A friend since childhood, quite intimate with Gilberte, she 
occasionally went to chat with her of a morning ; and she 
intended, on reaching the first landing, to knock, as was her 
wont, at the dressing-room door. But she found that it had 
been left ajar, and she merely had to push it open and cross 
the dressing-room to reach the bedchamber, an extremely 
lofty apartment, from the ceiling of which descended flowing 
curtains of red velvet, enveloping a large bedstead. All was 
quiet in this room, the atmosphere of which was saturated 
with a vague perfume of lilac ; there was merely a sound of 
calm breathing, and even that was so faint as to be scarcely 
audible. 

‘Gilberte !’ called Henriette, gently. In the dim light 
that filtered through the red curtains drawn before the 
windows she could see her friend’s pretty round head, which 
had slipped from off the pillow and was resting on one of her 
bare arms, whilst all around streamed her beautiful black hair, 
which had become uncoiled. ‘ Gilberte !’ 

The young woman moved, stretched herself, but did not at 
first open her eyes. All at once, however, raising her head 
and recognising Henriette, she exclaimed : ‘Why, is it you ? 
What o'clock is it?’ 

When she learnt that six was striking she felt uncomfort- 
able, and in order to hide it began jesting, asking whether that 
were a proper time to come and awaken people. Then, at the 
first question respecting her husband, she exclaimed ; ‘ But he 
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hasn’t come home. I hardly expect he will be here before nine 
o'clock. Why should he come back so early 2’ 

And as she still continued smiling in her sleepy torpor, 
Henriette had to insist : ‘ But I tell you that they have been 
fighting at Bazeilles since daybreak, and as I am very anxious 
about my husband ; 

‘Oh! my dear,’ exclaimed Gilberte, ‘there is no occasion 
for anxiety. My husband is so prudent that he would have 
been here long ago had there been the slightest danger. As 
long as you don’t see him you may be quite easy.’ 

Henriette was impressed by this remark. Delaherche was 
certainly not the man to expose himself unnecessarily. And, 
thereupon, feeling reassured, she approached the windows, 
drew back the curtains, and threw the shutters open. The 
ruddy light from the sky where the sun was now beginning to 
show itself, gilding the fog, streamed into the room. One of 
the windows remained slightly open, and now in this large, 
warm chamber, so close and suffocating a moment previously, 
the cannon could be distinctly heard. ~ 

Sitting up, with one elbow buried in the pillow, Gilberte 
gazed at the sky with her pretty, expressionless eyes. Her 
chemise had slipped from one of her shoulders, and her skin 
looked beautifully pink and delicate under her scattered locks 
of black hair. ‘And so they are fighting,’ she murmured. 
‘Fighting so early! How ridiculous it is to fight !’ 

Henriette, however, had just espied a pair of gloves, military 
gloves, lying forgotten upon a side table, and at this significant 
discovery she could not restrain a start. Then Gilberte flushed 
a deep crimson, and drawing her friend to the side of the bed, 
in a confused, coaxing way, she hid her face against her shoulder. 
‘TI felt you must know it, that you must have seen him,’ she 
murmured ; ‘you must not judge me too severely, darling. I 
have known him so long. You remember, at Charleville, I 
confessed to you . And then, lowering her voice, she 
continued, with a touch of emotion through which there stole, 
however, something like a little laugh: ‘You do not know 
how he spoke to me when I met him again yesterday. And, 
only think, he has to fight this morning, and perhaps he will 
be killed. What could I do?’ She had simply wished that 
he might be happy before he went to risk his life for his 
country on the battle-field. And such was her bird-like 
giddiness, that it was this which somehow made her smile, 
despite all her confusion. ‘Do you condemn me ?’ she asked. 
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Henriette had listened to her with a grave expression on 
her face. Such things surprised her ; she could not understand 
them. Doubtless she herself was different. Her heart was 
with herhusband and her brother over yonder, where the bullets 
were raining. How was it possible to slumber peacefully, or 
think of passion, and smile and jest when loved ones were in 
peril ? 

‘But your husband, my dear, and that young fellow too ; 
does it not stir your heart not to be with them ?’ she said. 
‘Think of it ; they may be brought back to you, dead, at any 
moment.’ 

With a wave of her beautiful bare arm Gilberte swiftly 
drove the frightful vision away. ‘Good heavens! what’s that 
you say? How cruel of you to spoil my morning for me like 
that. No, no, I won’t think of it ; it is too dreadful.’ 

Then even Henriette could not help smiling. She remem- 
bered their childhood, when Gilberte had been sent for the 
benefit of her health to a farm near Le Chéne Populeux ; 
her father, Commander de Vineuil—Director of Customs at 
Charleville since his retirement from the army in consequence 
of his wounds—having felt the more anxious about her when 
he had found her coughing, as he was haunted by the remem- 
brance of his young wife, carried off by phthisis a short time 
previously. Gilberte was then only nine years old, but she 
was already a turbulent coquette, fond of juvenile theatricals, 
invariably wishing to play the part of the queen, draped in 
all the scraps of finery she could find, and carefully preserving 
the silver paper wrapped round her chocolate in order to 
make crowns and bracelets of it. And she had remained 
much the same when in her twentieth year she had become 
the wife of M. Maginot of Méziéres, an inspector of the State 
forests. Mézitres, which is cramped up within its ramparts, 
was not to her liking ; she infinitely preferred the open, féte- 
enlivened life of Charleville, and continued residing there. 
Her father was no longer alive and she enjoyed complete 
liberty, her husband being such a perfect cipher that she in 
nowise troubled herself about him. Provincial malignity had 
bestowed many lovers upon her at that time, but although, by 
reason of her father’s old connections and her relationship to 
Colonel de Vineuil, she lived amid a perfect stream of 
uniforms, she had really had but one weakness, and that for 
Captain Beaudoin. She was not of a perverse nature ; she 
was simply giddy, fond of pleasure, and, if she had erred, it 


NAPOLEON’S AGONY—TWO WOMEN 221 


certainly seemed to be because of the irresistible need she 
experienced to be beautiful and gay. 

‘It was very wrong of you,’ said Henriette, at last, with a 
grave look. 

She might have said more, but Gilberte with one of her 
pretty caressing gestures closed her mouth. And there they 
remained, neither speaking any further, but linked in an 
affectionate embrace albeit so dissimilar from one another. 
They could hear the beating of each other’s hearts, and might 
have realised how different was their language—the one the 
heart of a woman who gave herself up to mirth, who wasted 
and frittered away her life ; the other a heart that was bound 
up in one unique devotion, full of the great, mute heroism of 
a strong and lofty soul. 

‘It’s true ; they are fighting,’ Gilberte at last exclaimed. 
‘T must make haste and dress.’ 

The detonations seemed to have been growing louder since 
silence had reigned in the room. Gilberte sprang out of bed, 
and, unwilling to summon her maid, asked Henriette to 
help her. She put on a dress and a pair of boots, so that she 
might be ready either to receive or to go out, and she was 
hastily dressing her hair—indeed, had almost finished doing 
so—when there came a knock at the door, and, on recognising 
the voice of old Madame Delaherche, she ran to open it. 
‘Certainly, mother dear, you can come in,’ she said, and with 
her usual thoughtlessness she ushered her mother-in-law into 
the room, forgetting that the gloves were still lying on the 
side-table. 

In vain did Henriette dart forward to take and throw 
them behind an armchair. They must have been seen by the 
old lady, for she stopped short as if she were stifling, as though 
unable to catch her breath. But at last, after glancing around 
the room, she said : ‘So Madame Weiss came up to wake you. 
Were you able to sleep, then ?’ 

She had evidently not come for the mere purpose of talk- 
ing in that strain. Ah! that unfortunate second marriage 
which her son had insisted upon, despite all her remonstrances, 
which he had contracted after twenty years of frigid matri- 
mony with a skinny, sulky wife! During all that time he had 
been so sensible and reasonable, and then, all at once, at 
fifty years of age, he had been carried away by quite a youth- 
ful desire for that pretty widow, so frivolous and gay. She, 
the mother, had vowed that she would watch over the present, 
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and now here was the past coming back again! But ought 
she to speak out ? Her presence in the house nowadays was 
like a silent blame, and she almost always remained in her 
own room occupied with her devotions. This time, however, 
the wrong was so serious that she resolved to warn her son. 

‘You know that Jules has not come back ?’ said Gilberte. 

The old lady nodded. Since the beginning of the can- 
nonade she had felt anxious, and had been watching for her 
son’s return. She was, however, a brave mother. And now 
she remembered for what reason she had come upstairs. 
‘Your uncle, the colonel,’ she said to her daughter-in-law, 
‘has sent us Major Bouroche with a note in pencil, asking if 
we will allow an ambulance to be installed here. He knows 
that we have plenty of room in the factory, and I have 
already placed the drying room and the courtyard at the 
gentlemen’s disposal. Only, you ought to come down.’ 

‘Oh! at once, at once!’ said Henriette, stepping forward, 
‘we will help.’ 

Gilberte herself gave signs of emotion, and became quite 
enraptured with the idea of playing the nurse, which to her 
was a novel part. She barely took time to fasten a strip of 
lace over her hair, and the three women thereupon went 
down. 

Scarcely had they reached the spacious porch, when, the 
gate being open, they saw that a crowd had assembled in the 
street. A low vehicle was slowly approaching, a kind of tilted 
cart drawn by one horse, which a lieutenant of Zouaves was 
leading. They at once thought that a wounded man was 
being brought to them. 

‘Yes, yes, it’s here ; come in!’ 

But they learned that they were mistaken. The wounded 
man lying in the cart was Marshal MacMahon, whose left 
hip had been half carried away by a splinter of a shell, 
and who, after a first dressing at a gardener’s little house, was 
now being taken to the Sub-Prefecture. His head was bare 
he was half undressed, and the gold embroidery of his uniform 
was soiled with dust and blood. He did not speak, but he 
had raised his head and was glancing vaguely around him. 
On perceiving the three women who stood there painfully im- 
pressed, their hands clasped at sight of the great misfortune 
that was passing—the whole army struck in the person of its 
commander at the very first shells fired by the foe—he made 
a slight inclination of the head, smiling feebly in a paternal 
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way. Some of the bystanders respectfully uncovered, whilst 
others bustled about, relating that General Ducrot had just 
been appointed commander-in-chief. It was now half-past 
seven o'clock. 

‘ And the Emperor?’ asked Henriette of a bookseller who 
was standing at his door near by. 

‘He passed about an hour ago. I followed him, and saw 
him go off by the Balan gate. There’s a report that a cannon 
ball has carried off his head.’ 

At this, however, a grocer over the way became quite in- 
dignant. ‘It’s alla pack of lies,’ said he. ‘Only brave men 
come to any harm.’ 

The cart conveying the marshal was now drawing near to 
the Place du Collége, where it became lost to view amid a 
swelling crowd, through which the most extraordinary rumours 
from the battlefield were already circulating. The fog was at 
last dispersing, and the streets were filling with sunlight. 

‘Now, ladies, it isn’t outside, but here that you are wanted,’ 
a gruff voice suddenly called from the courtyard. 

They all three went in again, and found themselves in 
presence of Major Bouroche, who had already flung his uniform 
in a corner and donned a large white apron. Above all this 
whiteness, as yet unspotted, that huge head of his, covered 
with coarse bristling hair, that lion-like countenance was 
glowing with haste and energy. And so terrible did he seem 
to them, that they at once became his slaves, obedient to his 
beck and call, and bustling about to satisfy him. 

‘We have nothing,’ said he ; ‘give me some linen. Try 
and find me some more mattresses. Show my men where the 
pump is.’ And thereupon they ran hither and thither, and 
multiplied themselves as though they were his servants, 

It was a capital idea to select the factory for an ambu- 
lance. Merely in the drying room, a vast hall with large 
windows, there was ample space to make up a hundred beds, 
and an adjoining shed would suit remarkably well as an 
operating room. A long table had just been placed in it; the 
pump was only a few steps off, and the men who were but 
slightly wounded could wait on the lawn near by. And, more- 
over, it was all so very pleasant with those beautiful old elms, 
which spread such delightful shade around. 

Bouroche had preferred to establish his quarters inside 
Sedan immediately ; for he foresaw the massacre, the fearful 
onslaught which would eventually throw the troops into the 
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town. He had therefore contented himself with leaving a 
couple of field ambulances with the Seventh Corps in the rear 
of Floing ; and the injuredmen, after having their wounds 
summarily dressed there, were to be sent on to him. All the 
bearer-squads had remained with the troops for the purpose of 
picking up the wounded on the field, and the entire transport 
matériel—stretchers, waggons, vans—was with them. And, on 
the other hand, excepting a couple of assistant surgeons, whom 
he had left in charge of the field-ambulances, Bouroche had 
brought with him to the factory his entire medical staff, two 
second-class surgeons, and three under-assistant surgeons, who 
would no doubt suffice for the operations that might have to 
be performed. He also had with him three apothecaries and 
a dozen infirmary attendants. 

However, he did not cease fuming, for he could never do 
anything otherwise than in a passionate way: ‘What the 
deuce are you up to? Just place those mattresses closer 
together! We'll lay some straw in that corner if necessary !’ 
he shouted. 

The cannon was growling, and he knew very well that work— 
waggon-loads of mangled, bleeding flesh—would be arriving 
at the factory in a few moments ; so with violent haste he got 
everything ready in the large hall which as yet was empty. 
Then, other preparations had to be made under the shed, the 
pharmaceutical and dressing chests were opened and set out 
on a plank, with packets of lint, rollers, compresses, linen- 
cloths, and fracture bandages; whilst on another plank, be- 
side a large pot of cerate and a bottle of chloroform, the 
cases of bright steel instruments were spread out—the probes, 
forceps, catlings, scissors, saws, quite an arsenal of every- 
thing pointed and cutting, everything that searches, opens, 
gashes, slices, and lops off. There was, however, a lack of 
basins. 

‘You must have some pans or pails, or earthenware pots,’ 
said Bouroche ; ‘give us whatever you like. Of course we 
are not going to smear ourselves with blood up to our eyes. 
And some sponges, too ; try and get me some sponges.’ 

Old Madame Delaherche went off at once, and returned 
with three servant girls carrying all the pans she could find. 
Gilberte, standing meanwhile before the instrument cases, 
signed to Henriette to approach, and, with a faint shudder, 
showed her the terrific arsenal. And then they remained 
standing there in silence, holding each other by the hand, their 
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grasp pregnant with all the vague terror and anxious pity that 
agitated them. 

‘Ah! my dear, just think of having a leg or an arm cut 
off |’ 

‘Poor fellows !’ 

Bouroche had just placed a mattress on the long table in the 
shed, and was covering it with some oil-cloth, when the stamp- 
ing of horses was heard under the porch. It was the first 
ambulance waggon entering the courtyard. The ten men, 
seated face to face in the vehicle, were, however, only slightly 
wounded : a few who were injured in the head had their fore- 
heads bandaged, whilst each of the others had an arm in a 
sling. They alighted with a little assistance, and the inspec- 
tion at once began. 

Whilst Henriette was gently helping a young fellow, with 
a bullet in his shoulder, to take off his capote, an operation 
which drew from him many cries of pain, she noticed the 
number of his regiment on his collar. ‘Why, you belong to 
the 106th,’ said she; ‘are you in Captain Beaudoin’s com- 
pany ?’ 

No, he was in Captain Ravaud’s, he replied ; but all the 
same he knew Corporal Jean Macquart, and he felt certain 
that the latter’s squad had not yet taken part in the fighting. 
This information, vague as it was, sufficed to make the young 
woman quite cheerful : her brother was alive and she would feel 
altogether at her ease as soon as she had kissed her husband, 
whose arrival she was still every minute expecting. 

At this moment, however, as she raised her head she was 
thunderstruck to see Delaherche standing in a group a few 
paces off, engaged in recounting all the terrible dangers through 
which he had just passed on his way back from Bazeilles. 
How did he happen to be there? She had not seen him 
come in. 

‘Isn’t my husband with you ?’ she asked. 

Delaherche, however, whom his mother and wife were 
complaisantly questioning, was in no hurry to answer her. 
‘Wait a bit,’ said he, and returning to his narrative he 
continued : ‘I was nearly killed a score of times between 
Bazeilles and Balan. There was a perfect hurricane of bullets 
and shells. And I met the Emperor—oh ! he was very brave 
—and then I ran from Balan here " 

‘My husband ?’ asked Henriette, shaking his arm. 

‘Weiss? Why, he stopped there.’ 
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‘ Stopped there !’ 

‘Yes; he picked up a dead soldier’s chassepot, and he’s 
fighting !’ 

‘Fighting, how’s that ?’ 

‘Oh! he was quite mad! He wouldn’t come, though I 
asked him over and over again to do so, and at last, of course, 
T left him ‘ 

Henriette was gazing at Delaherche with fixed, dilated 
eyes. A pause ensued, during which she quietly made up her 
mind. ‘Then I’m going there,’ she said. 

Going there, indeed! But it was impossible, senseless, 
And again did Delaherche talk of the bullets and shells that 
were sweeping the road. Gilberte, too, again took hold of 
her hands, this time to detain her; whilst old Madame Dela- 
herche did all she could to show her how blindly rash her pro- 
ject was. But with that unpretending, gentle air of hers, she 
repeated : ‘It is of no use talking to me ; I am going.’ 

And she became obstinate, and would take no advice, 
accept nothing but the strip of black lace that covered Gil- 
berte’s head. Hoping that he might still convince her of her 
folly, Delaherche ended by declaring that he would accom- 
pany her at least as far as the Balan gate. However, he had 
just caught sight of the sentry who, amid all the confusion 
occasioned by the establishment of the ambulance, had not 
ceased marching slowly up and down in front of the coach- 
house, where the treasure chest of the Seventh Corps was 
deposited ; and suddenly remembering it, and feeling anxious 
for its safety, Delaherche went to glance at the coach-house 
door by way of making sure that the millions were still there. 
Henriette, meanwhile, turned towards the porch. 

‘Wait for me!’ exclaimed the manufacturer. 
word you are every bit as mad as your husband !’ 

It so happened that another ambulance cart was just 
then arriving, and they had to step aside to let it pass. It 
was a. smaller vehicle than the first, on two wheels only, and 
contained a couple of men both severely wounded and lying 
on sacking. The first, who was taken out with every kind of 
precaution, appeared to be one mass of bleeding flesh ; one of 
his hands was shattered, and his side had been ripped open by 
a splinter of a shell. The other had his right leg crushed. 
He was immediately laid up on the oil-cloth, covering the 
mattress on the long table, and Bouroche began to perform 
lus first operation, whilst his assistants and the attendants 


‘Upon my 
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hurried hither and thither. Meanwhile, old Madame Dela- 
herche and Gilberte sat on the lawn, busily rolling linen bands. 

Delaherche overtook Henriette just outside. ‘Now surely, 
my dear Madame Weiss,’ said he, ‘you are not going to 
do anything so rash—how can you possibly join Weiss over 
there? Besides, he can’t be there now, he must have come 
away ; no doubt he’s returning through the fields. I assure 
you you cannot possibly get to Bazeilles.’ 

She did not listen to him, however ; she hastened her steps 
and turned into the Rue du Ménil to reach the Balan gate. 
Tt was nearly nine o’clock, and nothing in the aspect of Sedan 
now suggested that black shivering of a few hours previously, 
that lonesome, groping awakening amid the dense fog. At 
present an oppressive sun clearly outlined the shadows cast 
by the houses, and the paved streets were obstructed by an 
anxious crowd through which estafettes were continually gal- 
loping. The townsfolk clustered more particularly around the 
few unarmed soldiers who had already come in from the battle, 
some of them slightly wounded, others shouting and gesticu- 
lating, in an extraordinary state of nervous excitement. And 
yet the town would almost have worn its everyday aspect had 
it not been for the closed shops, the lifeless house-fronts, 
where not a shutter was opened ; and had it not been also 
for the cannonade, that incessant cannonade, that shook every 
stone, the roadways, the walls, and even the slates of the 
house-roofs. 

A most unpleasant conflict was going on in the mind of 
Delaherche. On the one hand was his duty as a brave man, 
which required that he should not leave Henriette ; on the 
other, his terror at the thought of going back to Bazeilles, 
through the shells. All at once, just as they were reaching 
the Balan gate, they were separated by a stream of mounted 
officers, returning from the tight. There was quite a crush of 
townsfolk near this gate, waiting for news; and in vain did 
Delaherche run hither and thither, looking for the young 
woman ; she was gone, she must have already passed the 
rampart, and was doubtless hurrying along the road. He did 
not allow his zeal to take him any farther, but suddenly 
caught himself exclaiming : ‘Ah! well, so much the worse ; 
it’s too stupid !’ 

And then he began strolling through Sedan, like an in- 
quisitive bowrgeois bent on missing none of the sights, though 


to tell the truth he was now labouring under increasing dis- 
Q 2 
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quietude. What would be the end of it all? Would not the 
town suffer a great deal if the army were beaten? Such 
were the questions he put to himself; but the answers re- 
mained obscure, being almost wholly dependent on the course 
that events might take. Nevertheless, he began to feel very 
anxious about his factory, his house property in the Rue 
Maqua, whence, by the way, he had been careful to remove 
all his securities, burying them in a safe place. At last he 
repaired to the town-hall, where, finding the municipal council 
assembled en permanence, he lingered a long while, without, 
however, learning anything fresh, except that the battle was 
progressing unfavourably. The army no longer knew whom 
to obey—drawn back as it had been by General Ducrot during 
the two hours when he had exercised the chief command, and 
suddenly thrown forward again by General de Wimpffen, who 
had succeeded him; and these incomprehensible veerings, 
these positions which had to be reconquered after being 
abandoned, the utter absence of any plan, any energetic direc- 
tion, all combined to precipitate the disaster. 

Delaherche next went as far as the Sub-Prefecture to 
ascertain whether the Emperor had returned. But here they 
could only give him news of Marshal MacMahon, who, having 
had his wound, which was of but little gravity, dressed by a 
surgeon, was now lying quietly in bed. At about eleven 
o'clock, however, whilst Delaherche was again roaming the 
streets, he was stopped for a moment in the Grande Rue, just 
in front of the Hétel de l'Europe, by a cortege of dusty horse- 
men, who were slowly walking their dejected steeds. And at 
the head of the party he recognised the Emperor, who was 
now returning to his quarters after spending four hours on the 
battle-field. Decidedly, death had not been willing to take 
him. The perspiration caused by the anguish of that long 
ride through the defeat, had made the paint trickle from his 
cheeks, and softened the wax of his moustaches, which were 
now drooping low, whilst his cadaverous countenance expressed 
the painful stupor of mortal agony. An officer, who alighted 
at the hotel, began to explain to a cluster of townsfolk that 
they had ridden all along the little valley from La Moncelle to 
Givonne, among the troops of the First Corps, whom the 
Saxons had thrown back on to the right bank of the stream - 
and they had returned by way of the hollow road of the Fond. 
de-Givonne, which was already so obstructed that had the 
Emperor desired to proceed once more to the front, he could 


NAPOLEON’ S AGONY—TWO WOMEN 229 


only have done so with very great difficulty. Besides, what 
would have been the good of it ? 

Whilst Delaherche was listening to these particulars a 
violent explosion shook the entire neighbourhood. <A shell 
had just carried away a chimney in the Rue Ste.-Barbe near 
the Keep. There was quite a sawve-qui-peut, and women were 
heard shrieking. For his own part he had drawn close to a 
wall, when all at once another detonation shattered the 
window panes of a neighbouring house. Matters were becom- 
ing terrible if the enemy were bombarding Sedan, and he 
hastened as fast as he could to the Rue Maqua, seized with so 
pressing a desire to ascertain the truth that, without pausing 
for a moment, he darted up the stairs to a terrace on the roof, 
whence he could overlook the town and its environs. 

He almost immediately felt somewhat reassured. The 
fight was being waged over the housetops. The German bat- 
teries of La Marfée and Frénois were sweeping the plateau of 
Algeria beyond the town. For a moment Delaherche even 
became quite interested in watching the flight of the shells, 
the long curved sweep of light smoke which they left above 
Sedan, like a slender track of grey feathers scattered by inyi- 
sible birds. At first it seemed to him evident that the few 
shells which had damaged some of the roofs around him were 
simply stray projectiles. The town was not as yet being bom- 
barded. Ona more careful inspection, however, it occurred 
to him that these shells must have been aimed in reply to the 
infrequent shots fired by the guns of Sedan itself. He then 
turned round and began to examine the citadel on the nor- 
thern side—a formidable, complicated mass of fortifications, 
huge pieces of blackened wall, green patches of glacis, a 
swarming of geometrical bastions, prominent among which 
were the threatening angles of three gigantic horn-works, Les 
Ecossais, Le Grand-Jardin, and La Rochette ; whilst on the 
west, like a Cyclopean prolongation of the defences, came the 
fort of Nassau, followed by that of the Palatinate, above the 
suburb of Le Ménil. This survey left him a melancholy im- 
pression, however. All these works were enormous, yet how 
child-like! Of what possible use were they nowadays, when 
artillery could so easily send projectiles flying from one hori- 
zon to the other? Moreover, they were not armed, they had 
neither the guns, nor the ammunition, nor the men that were 
needed to turn them to account. Barely three weeks had 
elapsed since the Governor had begun to organise a national 
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guard, formed of volunteer citizens, for the purpose of work- 
ing the few guns that were in a serviceable condition. It 
thus happened that three cannon were firing from the Palati- 
nate fort, and perhaps half a dozen from the Paris gate. As, 
however, the ammunition was limited to seven or eight charges 
per gun, it was necessary to husband it, so that a shot 
was only fired every half-hour or so, and then simply for 
honour’s sake ; for the projectiles did not earry the required 
distance, but fell in the meadows just in front, for which 
reason the enemy’s disdainful batteries merely replied at long 
intervals, and as though out of charity. 

Tt was those batteries of the foe that interested Delaherche. 
His keen eyes were exploring the slopes of the Marfée hill, 
when he suddenly remembered that he had a telescope which, 
by way of amusement, he had in former times often pointed 
on the environs from that very terrace. He fetched it and 
set it in position, and whilst he was taking his bearings, 
slowly moving the instrument so that the fields, trees, and 
houses passed in turn before him, his eyes fell on the same 
cluster of uniforms, grouped at the corner of a pine wood, 
above the great battery of Frénois, that Weiss had faintly 
espied from Bazeilles. Delaherche, however, thanks to the 
magnifying power of his telescope could have counted the 
officers of this staff, so plainly did he see them. Some were 
reclining on the grass, others stood up, grouped together, and 
in advance of them was one man, all by himself, lean and 
slim, in a uniform free from all showiness, but whom he in- 
stinctively divined to be the master. It was, indeed, the 
King of Prussia, barely half an inch high, like one of those 
diminutive tin soldiers that children play with. Delaherche 
only became quite certain of it later on; still, from that 
moment he scarcely took his eyes off that tiny little fellow 
whose face, the size of a pin’s head, appeared simply like a 
pale spot under the vast blue heavens. 

It was not yet noon; the King was verifying the mathe. 
matical, inexorable march of his armies since nine o’clock, 
They were ever pressing onward and onward, following the 
routes traced out for them, completing the circle, and raising, 
step by step, around Sedan their wall of men and iron. That 
on the left, which had proceeded by way of the level plain of 
Donchery, was still debouching from the defile of St. Albert, 
passing beyond St. Menges, and beginning to reach Fleigneux ; 
and in the rear of his Eleventh Corps, hotly grappling with 
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General Douay’s troops, the King could distinctly see the 
stealthy advance of his Fifth Corps, which, under cover of the 
woods, was making for the Calvary of Illy. And meantime 
batteries were being added to batteries, the line of thundering 
guns was incessantly being prolonged, and the entire horizon 
was gradually becoming one belt of flames. The army on the 
right hand henceforth occupied the whole valley of the Givonne; 
the Twelfth German Corps had seized La Moncelle, and the 
Guard had just passed through Daigny, and was already as- 
cending the banks of the stream, also marching upon the 
Calvary of Illy, after compelling General Ducrot to fall back 
behind the wood of La Garenne. One more effort and the 
Crown Princes of Prussia and Saxony would join hands over 
yonder, amid those bare fields on the very verge of the forest 
of the Ardennes. South of Sedan one could no longer per- 
ceive Bazeilles ; it had disappeared in the smoke of the burn- 
ing houses, in the dun-coloured dust of a furious struggle. 

And the King was tranquilly looking on, waiting as he 
had waited since the early morning. One, two, perhaps three 
hours must still elapse: it was merely a question of time, one 
wheel was impelling another, the pounding machine was at 
work, and would complete its task. The battlefield was now 
contracting under the infinite expanse of sunny sky ; all the 
furious mélée of black specks was tumbling and settling closer 
and closer around Sedan. In the town some window panes 
were aglow ; it seemed as though a house were burning on 
the left, near the Faubourg de la Cassine. Far around, how- 
ever, in the once more deserted fields, towards Donchery and 
towards Carignan, there was a warm, luminous peacefulness 
that stretched in the powerful noontide glow over the clear 
waters of the Meuse, over the trees so pleased with life, the 
large fertile expanses of arable Jand, and the broad emerald 
meadows. 

The King, in a few words, had just asked for some infor- 
mation. He wished to know every move that was made, hold 
in his hand, as it were, the human dust that he commanded 
on that colossal chessboard. On his right a flight of swallows, 
frightened by the cannonade, rose whirling, ascended to a 
great height, and vanished southward. 
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CHAPTER IV 
A WOMAN’S HEROISM—THE HORRORS OF BAZEILLES 


Henriette was at first able to walk rapidly along the road 
leading to Balan, It was barely more than nine o’clock, and 
for some distance the broad paved highway, edged with houses 
and gardens, was still free; though towards the village it 
was becoming more and more obstructed by the flight of the 
inhabitants and the movements of the troops. At each fresh 
stream of the crowd that she encountered, she pressed close 
against the walls,or glided hither and thither, invariably con- 
triving to pass on, no matter what obstacles there might be. 
And slight of figure as she was, unobtrusive, too, in her dark 
dress, with her beautiful fair hair and her little pale face half- 
hidden by Gilberte’s black lace fichu, she escaped the notice of 
those she met ; and nothing was able to stay her hight and 
silent steps. 

At Balan, however, she found the road barred by a regi- 
ment of Marine Infantry—a compact mass of men who were 
waiting for orders, under the shelter of some large trees which 
hid them from the enemy. She rose on tip-toe, but the column 
was of such length that she could not even see the end of it. 
Nevertheless, she tried to slip by, seeking to make herself 
even smaller than she was. Elbows pushed her back, how- 
ever ; the butt-ends of guns digged her in the sides, and when 
she had taken a score of steps, loud shouts and protests rose 
up around her. A captain turned his head and angrily de- 
manded: ‘Here! woman, are you mad? Where are you 
going 2’ 

‘T am going to Bazeilles.’ 

‘What! to Bazeilles ?’ 

A general roar of laughter ensued. The men pointed her 
out to one another, and jested. The captain, whom her 
answer had also enlivened, exclaimed : ‘ Well, if you are going 
to Bazeilles you ought to take us with you, little one! We 
were there just now, and I hope we are going to return there. 
But I warn you that it’s warm.’ 


‘IT am going to Bazeilles to join my husband,’ declared 
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Henriette in a gentle voice, her pale blue eyes retaining their 
expression of quiet decision. 

At this the men ceased laughing; and an old sergeant 
extricated her from the ranks and compelled her to retrace 
her steps. ‘You can see very well, my poor child,’ said he, 
‘that it is impossible for you to pass. It isn’t a woman’s 
place to be at Bazeilles just now. You'll find your husband 
again later on. Come, be reasonable !’ 

She had to give way, and step back to the rear of the 
column ; and there she remained standing, at each minute 
rising upon tip-toe to look along the road ; for she was stub- 
bornly bent upon resuming her journey as soon as this became 
possible. From the talk around her she derived some know- 
ledge of the situation. Several officers were bitterly com- 
plaining of the orders to retreat which had caused them to 
abandon Bazeilles at a quarter-past eight that morning, when 
General Ducrot on succeeding the marshal had resolved to 
concentrate the entire army upon the plateau of Illy. The 
worst was that the First Corps in surrendering the valley of 
the Givonne to the Germans, had fallen back too soon, so that 
the Twelfth Corps, already hotly attacked in front, had also 
been overlapped on the left. And, now that General de 
Wimpfien had succeeded General Ducrot, the original plan 
was again in the ascendant, and orders were coming to recon- 
quer Bazeilles at any cost, and to throw the Bavarians into 
the Meuse. Was it not really idiotic, however, that they 
should have had to abandon this position, and now have to 
reconquer it when it was in possession of the enemy? They 
were quite willing to give their lives, but not for the mere 
fun of doing so. 

All at once there was a great rush of men and horses, and 
General de Wimpffen galloped up, erect in his stirrups, his 
face aglow and his voice greatly excited as he shouted : ‘We 
cannot fall back, my lads ; it would be the end of everything. 
If we must retreat we will retire on Carignan and not on 
Méziéres. But we will win! You beat them this morning, 
and you will beat them again !’ 

Then away he galloped, going off by a road that ascended 
towards La Moncelle; and the rumour spread that he had 
just had a violent discussion with General Ducrot, during 
which each had upheld his own plan and attacked the other’s ; 
one declaring that a retreat on Mézitres had been an impos- 
sibility since the night before, whilst the other predicted that 
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if they did not now retire to the plateau of Illy the entire 
army would be surrounded before evening. And they also 
accused one another of knowing neither the district nor the 
real state of the troops. The worst was, that both of them 
were in the right. 

For a moment or so, pressing as was Henriette’s desire to 
go forward, her attention had been diverted from her purpose. 
She had just recognised some fugitives from Bazeilles stranded 
by the roadside—a family of poor weavers, the husband, the 
wife and their three girls, the eldest of whom was only nine 
years old. They were so overcome, so utterly distracted by 
weariness and despair, that they had been able to go no 
farther, but had sunk down against a wall. ‘Ah! my 
dear lady,’ said the woman to Henriette, ‘we have nothing 
left. Our house, you know, was on the Place de lEglise. A 
shell set it on fire, and I don’t know how the children and we 
two didn’t leave our lives there.’ 

At this remembrance the three little girls again began 
sobbing and shrieking, whilst the mother, with the gestures 
of one deranged, gave a few particulars of their disaster : ‘I 
saw the loom burn like a faggot of dry wood,’ said she ; ‘the 
bed, the furniture flamed up faster than straw—and there 
was the clock too; yes, the clock which I didn’t even have 
_ time to carry away with me.’ 

‘Thunder !’ swore the man, with his eyes full of big tear- 
drops,’ ‘ what on earth will become of us ?’ 

To tranquillise them, Henriette replied in a voice that 
quivered slightly : ‘ At all events, you are together ; neither 
‘of you has come to any harm, and you have your little girls 
with you too, You must not complain.’ 

Then she began to question them, anxious to know what 
was taking place at Bazeilles, whether they had seen her hus- 
band there, and what had been the condition of her house at 
the time they came away. In their shivering fright, however, 
they gave contradictory answers. No, they had not seen 
Monsieur Weiss. But at this, one of the little girls declared 
that she had seen him ; he was lying on the footway, said she, 
with a big hole in his head. Her father thereupon gave her 
asmack to teach her not to tell such stories, for a story it 
was, undoubtedly. As for the house, that must have been 
standing when they came away; in fact, they now remem- 
bered noticing, as they passed it, that the door and the 
windows were all carefully closed, as if nobody were there. 
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Besides, at that time, the Bavarians were only in possession 
of the Place de I’Eglise, and they had to conquer the village, 
street by street, house by house. Since then, however, they 
must have made no little progress, and at the present time, 
no doubt, all Bazeilles was on fire! And the wretched couple 
continued talking of all these things with fumbling gestures 
of fear, evoking the whole frightful vision of flaming roofs, 
flowing blood, and corpses strewing the ground. 

‘And my husband ?’ repeated Henriette. 

They no longer answered her, however ; they were sob- 
bing, with their hands before their eyes. And she remained 
there consumed by atrocious anxiety, but erect and without 
weakening, merely a faint quiver causing her lips to tremble. 
What ought she to believe? In vain did she repeat that the 
child must have been mistaken ; still and ever she seemed to 
see her husband lying across the read with a bullet in his 
head. Then, too, she was disquieted on thinking of the house 
where, so it seemed, every shutter was closed. Why was 
that? Was he no longer there? All at once a conviction 
that he was dead froze her heart to the core. Perhaps, 
though, he was only wounded, and at this thought her urgent 
longing to go there and be with him seized hold of her once 
more, and so imperiously that she would again have tried to 
make her way through the ranks of the soldiers had not the 
bugles at that moment sounded the advance. 

Many of the young fellows gathered together here had 
come from Toulon, Rochefort, or Brest, barely drilled, with- 
out ever having fired a shot in their lives, and yet they had 
been fighting since the morning as bravely and as stoutly as 
veterans. They, who had marched so badly from Rheims to 
Mouzon, weighed down by the unwonted task, were proving 
themselves the best disciplined, the most fraternally united 
of all the troops—linked together in presence of the enemy 
by a solid bond of duty and abnegation. The bugles had 
merely to sound and they were returning to the fight, march- 


1 Tn order that the reader may form some idea of Bazeilles, it may 
be mentioned that in 1870 it was a large village of over 2,000 inhabi- 
tants. The great majority of these were weavers. There were a few 
cloth manufactories and fulleries there, together with some ironworks 
with furnaces, plate-rolling mills, etc. Balan, between Bazeilles and 
Sedan, had a population of 1,500; whilst Sedan itself counted over 
13,000 inhabitants, but nearly half of these had fled to Belgium prior to 
the battle.—Z7ans. 
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ing once more to the attack despite all the anger that swelled 
their veins. Thrice had they been promised the support of 
a division which did not come, and they felt that they were 
being abandoned, sacrificed. To send them back to Bazeilles, 
like this, after making them evacuate the village, was equiva- 
lent indeed to asking each one of them for his life. And they 
all knew it, and they all gave their lives without a thought of 
revolting. The ranks closed up, and they advanced beyond 
the trees that screened them, to find themselves once more 
among the bullets and the shells. 

Henriette gave a deep sigh of relief. So at last they 
were marching! She followed, hoping to reach Bazeilles in 
company with the troops, and quite prepared to run, should 
they, on their side, do so. But they had already halted again. 
The enemy’s projectiles were now fairly raining around them, 
and to reoccupy Bazeilles each yard of the road had to be 
conquered, the lanes, houses, and gardens recaptured both on 
the right and on the left. The men in the first ranks had 
opened fire, and they now only advanced by fits and starts, 
long minutes being consumed in overcoming the slightest 
obstacles. And Henriette soon realised that she would never 
get there if she continued remaining in the rear waiting for 
victory. So she made up her mind, and threw herself between 
two hedges on the right hand, taking a path that descended 
towards the meadows. 

Her project now was to get to Bazeilles by way of those 
vast pasture-lands skirting the Meuse. But she had no very 
distinct idea how she should manage this, and all at once she 
found her way barred by a little sea of still water. It was 
the inundation, the defensive lake formed by flooding the low 
ground, which she had altogether forgotten. For a moment 
she thought of retracing her steps ; then, skirting the edge of 
the water, at the risk of leaving her shoes in the mud, she 
continued on her way through the drenched grass, in which 
she sank up to her ankles. This was practicable for a hun- 
dred yards or so ; but she was then confronted by a garden 
wall. The ground descended at this spot, and the water 
washing the wall was quite six feet in depth. So it was im- 
possible to pass that way. She clenched her little fists, and 
had to put forth all her strength to bear up against this 
crushing disappointment and refrain from bursting into tears. 
However, when the first shock was over, she skirted the in- 
closure and found a lane running along between some scat- 
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tered houses. And she now thought herself saved, for she 
was acquainted with that labyrinth, those bits of tangled 
paths whose skein, perplexing though it was, ended at last at 
the village. 

So far there had been no shells to impede her progress, but 
all at once, with her blood curdling and her face very pale, 
she stopped short amid the deafening thunderclap of a fright- 
ful explosion, the blast of which enveloped her. <A projectile 
had just burst a few yards ahead. She looked round and 
examined the heights on the left bank of the river, where the 
smoke of the German batteries was ascending to the sky ; 
then realising whence the shell had come, she once more 
started off, with her eyes fixed upon the horizon, watching for 
the projectiles so as to avoid them. Despite the mad temerity 
of her journey she retained great sang-froid, all the brave 
tranquillity that her little housewife’s soul was capable of 
showing. Her desire was to escape death, to find her hus- 
band, and bring him away that they might yet live together 
and be happy. The shells were now falling without a pause, 
and she glided along close to the walls, threw herself behind 
border-stones, and took advantage of every nook that afforded 
the slightest shelter. But at last there came an open space, 
a stretch of broken-up road which was already covered with 
splinters ; and she was waiting at the corner of a shed, when 
all at once, level with the ground, she espied a child’s in- 
quisitive face peeping out of a hole. It was a little boy some 
ten years old, barefooted, and wearing simply a shirt and a 
pair of tattered trousers—some ragamuffin of the roads whom 
the battle was greatly amusing. His narrow black eyes were 
sparkling with delight, and at each detonation he gleefully 
exclaimed : ‘Oh! how funny they are! Don’t move, there’s 
another one coming! Boum! Didn’t that one make a row 4 
Don’t move ! Don’t move !’ And, for his own part, he 
would dive into his hole, reappear raising his wren-like head, 
and then dive again each time a projectile fell.’ 

Henriette now remarked that the shells were coming from 
the Liry hill, and that the batteries of Pont-Maugis and 
Noyers were firing only on Balan. She could distinctly per- 
ceive the smoke of each discharge, and almost immediately 


1 This incident will not surprise those who remember how, during 
the bombardment of Paris, the urchins used to lie about waiting for the 
shells, and, after each explosion, pounce upon the splinters with the 
view of selling them as ‘ souvenirs of the siege.’—Trans. 
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afterwards she heard the hissing of the shell, followed by the 
detonation. A short pause must have occurred in the firing, 
for at last she could only see some light vapour which was 
slowly dispersing. 

‘They must be drinking a glass,’ said the youngster ; 
‘make haste, give me your hand ; we'll get off.’ 

He took her hand and forced her to follow him, and bend- 
ing low they both galloped, side by side, across the open space. 
At its farther extremity, as they were throwing themselves 
for shelter behind a rick, they glanced round and saw an- 
other shell arrive, which fell right upon the shed, at the 
very spot where they had been waiting a moment before. 
The crash was frightful, the shed itself fell in a heap to the 
ground. 

At this spectacle the urchin danced with senseless delight, 
considering it extremely funny. ‘Bravo! there’s a smash! 
All the same, it was time we crossed !’ 

And now Henriette, for a second time, came upon im- 
passable obstacles—garden walls with never a lane between 
them. Her little companion, however, kept on laughing, and 
declared that it was easy enough to pass.if one chose to do so. 
Climbing on to the coping of a wall he assisted her over, and 
they jumped down into a kitchen garden among beds of beans 
and peas. There were walls all round, and in order to get out 
again they had to pass through a gardener’s low house. Whist- 
ling and swinging his arms, the lad went on ahead, showing 
no surprise at anything he saw. He opened a door, found 
himself in a room, and made his way into another one, where 
an old woman, probably the only living creature who had 
remained in the place, was standing near a table with a look 
of stupor. She gazed at these two strangers who were thus 
passing through her house ; but she did not say a word to 
them, nor did they speak to her. Once out of the house they 
found themselves in a lane which for a moment they were able 
to follow. Then, however, came other obstacles, and for half 
a mile or more, according to the chances of the road they con- 
trived to make for themselves, it was frequently necessary to 
climb over walls or creep through gaps in hedges, and pass out 
by cart-shed doors, or ground-floor windows, by way of taking 
a short cut. They could hear dogs howling, and once they 
were almost knocked down by a cow, which was fleeing at a 
mad gallop. However, they must have been getting nigh, for 
a smell of fire was wafted to them, and large stretches of ruddy 
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smoke were every minute veiling the sun, like light, wavy 
fragments of crape. 

All at once, however, the urchin stopped, and, confronting 
Henriette, inquired : ‘I say, Madame, pray where are you 
going like that ?’ 

You can see very well. I’m going to Bazeilles.’ 

He whistled and burst into a shrill laugh, like a scape- 
grace playing the truant from school, and having a fine time 
of it: ‘To Bazeilles! Oh! that’s not my direction. I’m going 
another way. Good day.’ 

And thereupon he turned on his heels and went off as he 
had come, and she never knew where he had sprung from or 
whither he went. She had found him in a hole, and she lost 
sight of him round a corner, and never set eyes upon him 
again. 

Henriette experienced a singular sensation of fear when 
she once more found herself alone. No doubt that puny child 
had scarcely been of any protection, but his chatter had 
diverted her thoughts. And now she, who was naturally so 
brave, had begun to tremble. The shells were no longer fall- 
ing, the Germans had ceased firing on Bazeilles, no doubt for 
fear of killing their own men, who were masters of the village. 
But for a few minutes already she had heard the whistling 
of bullets, that blue-bottle kind of buzzing which she had 
been told about, and recognised. So confused were all 
the noises of the rageful fight afar off, so violent was the 
universal clamour, that she could not distinguish the crackling 
of the fusillade. All at once, whilst she was turning the 
corner of a house, a dull thud resounding near her ear abruptly 
arrested her steps. A bullet had chipped some plaster from 
the corner of the house-front, and she turned very pale. Then, 
before she had time to ask herself if she would have sufficient 
courage to persevere, it seemed to her as though she were 
struck on the forehead by a blow from a hammer, and she fell 
on both knees, half stunned. A second bullet, in ricochetting, 
had grazed her forehead just above the left eyebrow, badly 
bruising it, and carrying away a strip of skin, And when 
she withdrew her hands which she had raised to her forehead, 
she found them red with blood. Beneath her fingers, however, 
she had felt her skull intact, quite firm ; and to encourage her- 
self she repeated aloud : ‘It is nothing, it is nothing. Come, 
T am surely not frightened ; no, I am not frightened.’ 

And ’twas true; she picked herself up, and henceforth 
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walked on among the bullets with the indifference of one 
detached from herself, who has ceased to reason and gives her 
life. And she no longer even sought to protect herself, but 
went straight before her with her head erect, hastening her 
steps only because of her desire to reach her destination. The 
projectiles were falling and flattening around her, and she 
narrowly missed being killed a score of times without ap- 
parently being aware of it. Her lightsome haste, her silent 
feminine activeness seemed to assist her as it were, to render 
her so slight and so agile amid the peril that she escaped it, 
At last she had arrived at Bazeilles, and she at once cut across 
a field of lucerne to reach the highroad which passes through 
the village. Just as she was turning into it, on her right 
hand, a couple of hundred paces away, she recognised her 
house, which was burning, the flames not showing in the bril- 
liant sunlight, but the roof already half fallen in, and the 
windows vomiting big whirling coils of black smoke. Then 
a gallop carried her along ; she ran breathlessly. 

At eight o'clock, Weiss had found himself shut up there, 
separated from the retreating troops. Immediately after- 
wards it had become impossible for him to return to Sedan, 
for the Bavarians, streaming forth from the park of Montivil- 
liers, intercepted the road. He was alone, with his gun and 
his remaining cartridges, when he suddenly espied at his door 
a small detachment of soldiers, who, parted from their com- 
rades, had remained behind like himself, and were seeking 
some place of shelter where they might, at any rate, sell their 
lives dearly. He hastily went down to open the door, and the 
house henceforth had a garrison: a captain, a corporal, and 
eight men, all of them beside themselves, quite maddened, and 
resolved upon no surrender. 

‘What! are you one of us, Laurent?’ exclaimed Weiss, 
surprised to see among the soldiers a young man in blue linen 
trousers and jacket, who carried a chassepot which he had 
picked up beside some corpse. 

Laurent, a tall, thin fellow, thirty years of age, was a 
journeyman gardener of the neighbourhood. He had lately 
lost his mother and his wife, both carried away by the same 
malignant fever. ‘Why shouldn’t I be one of you?’ he 
answered. ‘I’ve only my carcase left, and I can very well 
give it. Besides, it amuses me, you know, for I’m not a bad 
shot, and it would be good sport to bring down one of those 
brutes each time I fire.’ 
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_ Meanwhile, the captain and the corporal had already 
begun to inspect the house. Nothing could be done on the 
ground floor, so they contented themselves with pushing a 
quantity of furniture before the door and the windows, with 
the view of barricading them as stoutly as possible. Then 
they organised the defence in the three little rooms on the 
first floor and the garret up above ; approving, by the way, of 
the preparations that Weiss had already made, the mattresses 
placed against the shutters, and the loopholes devised in the 
latter between the transverse laths. Whilst the captain was 
venturing to peep out to examine the surroundings, he heard 
a child calling and crying. ‘ Who’s that ?’ he asked. 

Then Weiss, in his mind’s eye, again espied poor little 
Auguste in the adjacent dyeworks, his face purple with fever 
as he lay between his white sheets asking for something to 
drink, and calling for his mother, who could never more answer 
him ; for she was lying across the tiled threshold with her 
head smashed to pieces. And as this vision rose up before 
him he made a sorrowful gesture, and replied: ‘It’s a poor 
little fellow whose mother has been killed by a shell, and who 
is crying there, next door.’ 

‘Thunder !’ muttered Laurent. ‘What a price we shall 
have to make them pay for it all!’ 

As yet only some stray bullets had struck the house-front. 
Weiss and the captain, accompanied by the gardener and two 
soldiers, had gone up to the garret, whence they could keep 
watch over the road. They could see it obliquely as far as the 
Place de ’Eglise, which was now in the possession of the Ba- 
varians, who only continued advancing, however, with great 
difficulty and extreme caution. A handful of soldiers, at the 
corner of a lane, kept them at bay during nearly a quarter of 
an hour, with so galling a fire that there was soon quite a heap 
of slain. Then, at the other corner, there was a house which 
they had to secure possession of before proceeding any farther. 
At one moment, as the smoke blew off, a woman could be 
espied firing with a gun from one of the windows. It was the 
house of a baker ; some other soldiers had been forgotten 
there, mingled with the occupants ; and when the place was 
at last captured by the foe, loud shouts resounded, and a 
frightful scramble whirled to the wall over the way—a rush, 
amid which the woman’s skirt and a man’s jacket and bristling 
white hair suddenly appeared to view. Then came the sound 


of platoon firing, and blood spurted to the coping of the wall. 
R 


242 THE BATTLE OF SEDAN 


The Germans were inflexible ; every person, not belonging to 
the belligerent forces, who was captured with arms in his 
hand, was shot down there and then, as having placed himself 
beyond the pale of the law of nations. And their wrath was 
rising in presence of the furious resistance offered by the vil- 
lage. The frightful losses they had sustained during nearly 
five hours’ combat urged them on to atrocious reprisals. The 
gutters were running red with blood, corpses were barring the 
streets, and some crossways were like charnel-houses, whence 
the rattle of death could be heard ascending to the sky. And 
they were seen to throw lighted straw into each house they 
carried by force. Some of them ran about with torches, others 
smeared the walls with petroleum, and soon entire streets were 
on fire—Bazeilles blazed. 

At last, in the central part of the village there only re- 
mained Weiss’s house, with its closed shutters, that retained the 
threatening appearance of a citadel resolved upon no surrender, 

‘ Attention ! here they come,’ exclaimed the captain. 

A volley from the garret and the first floor stretched on the 
ground three of the Bavarians who were stealthily advancing 
close to the walls. The others thereupon fell back, placing 
themselves in ambush at the corners of the road, and the siege 
of the house began, such a shower of bullets pelting the front 
that one might have thought there was a hailstorm. For 
nearly ten minutes this fusillade went on without cessation, 
denting the plaster without doing much damage. One of the 
two soldiers, whom the captain had taken with him into the 
garret, imprudently showed himself, however, at a dormer 
window, and was instantly killed by a bullet, which struck 
him full in the forehead. 

‘Curse it! that’s one less!’ growled the captain. ‘Be 
cautious, we are not numerous enough to get ourselves killed 
for the fun of the thing.’ He himself had taken a chassepot, 
and was firing from behind a shutter. 

Laurent, the gardener, particularly excited his admiration, 
On his knees, as though he were stalking game, with the barrel 
of his gun resting in a narrow loophole, the young fellow only 
fired when he was sure of bringing down his man, and he 
himself predicted the result of each shot before it took effect. 
‘That little blue officer over there,’ said he, ‘in the heart, 
That other one, the skinny chap, farther off, between the eyes, 
That fat fellow with the carroty beard—I can’t stand him—in 
the stomach,’ 
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And the man he named invariably fell, struck in the very 
spot he had mentioned ; and he quietly continued firing, with- 
out the least haste, having plenty of work before him, as he 
said, and requiring, indeed, more time than he could command, 
to pick them all off in that fashion. 

‘Ah! if I could only see,’ Weiss kept on repeating, in a 
furious voice. He had just broken his spectacles, and was in 
despair at this untimely accident. Certainly, he still had his 
eye-glasses, but with the perspiration that was streaming down 
his face he was unable to fix them firmly on his nose ; and in 
a feverish state, with his hands trembling, he frequently fired 
quite at random. Increasing passion was now sweeping away 
all that remained of his accustomed calmness. 

‘Don’t be in such a hurry; it does no good,’ remarked 
Laurent. ‘There! see that one who no longer has his helmet, 
at the corner by the grocer’s. Aim at him carefully. Why! 
that’s first rate; you have broken his leg! See how he’s 
floundering about in his blood.’ 

Weiss, who was rather pale, looked at the man, and mut- 
tered, ‘ Finish him off.’ 

‘Waste a bullet? Not if I know it! Far better bring 
down another one,’ 

The attacking party had observed the galling fire directed 
upon them from the garret windows. Not one of their men 
could advance without being hit, and accordingly they brought 
up some fresh troops, who received orders to riddle the roof 
with bullets. The garret then became altogether untenable. 
The slates were transpierced as easily as though they had 
been mere sheets of paper ; and, with a buzzing like that of 
bees, the projectiles flew into the attic here, there, and every- 
where. At each moment the defenders were in danger of 
being killed. 

‘ Let’s go down,’ said the captain. ‘We can still hold out 
on the first floor.’ As he was stepping towards the ladder, 
however, a bullet struck him in the groin and he fell : ‘Too 
late! Curse it!’ he muttered. 

* With the help of the remaining soldier, Weiss and Laurent 
insisted upon carrying him down, although he told them not 
to waste time in attending on him. His account was settled, 
he remarked, and he might just as well kick the bucket up 
there as down below. However, when they had laid him on 
a bed, in a room on the first floor, he became desirous of still 


directing the defence. ; 
R 2 
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‘Fire into the lot of them—don’t trouble about anything 
else. They are too prudent to risk coming forward as long as 
your fire doesn’t slacken.’ 

And, indeed, the siege of the little house continued as 
though it were to last for ever. A score of times it seemed 
upon the point of being carried by the tempest of lead that 
assailed it ; but through the hurricane and the smoke it again 
and again appeared to view, still standing, dented, perforated, 
and lacerated, but none the less vomiting bullets from every 
aperture. Exasperated at losing so many men, at being kept 
so long at bay by such a paltry shanty, the assailants were 
fairly howling with rage, but they continued firing from a 
distance, lacking the courage to rush forward and burst open 
the door and windows below. 

‘Look out !’ suddenly exclaimed the corporal ; ‘a shutter 
is falling.’ 

The violence of the bullets had, indeed, torn one of the 
shutters from its hinges. Weiss, however, darted forward, 
pushing a wardrobe against the window, and Laurent, in 
ambush behind it, was able to continue firing. One of the 
soldiers, whose jaw had been shattered, was lying at his feet 
losing a great quantity of blood. Another, hit by a bullet in 
the throat, rolled over to the wall, beside which he lay with a 
convulsive shudder shaking him from head to foot, whilst from 
his parted lips escaped an endless rattle. Without counting 
the captain, who—lying on the bedstead with his back resting 
against the head of it—was already too weak to speak, but 
still gave some orders by signs—there were at present only 
eight of them left. And now the three rooms on the first 
floor were, like the garret, becoming untenable, for the mat- 
tresses had been reduced to shreds, and no longer kept out 
the projectiles ; at each moment bits of plaster fell from the 
walls and the ceiling, corners were chipped off the articles of 
furniture, whilst the wardrobe was being slit and rent as 
though with a hatchet. Worst of all, however, ammunition 
was failing. 

‘ What a pity !’ growled Laurent ; ‘it’s been going on so 
well. 


ee a bit!’ replied Weiss, as an idea flashed through his 
mind. 

He had just remembered the dead soldier lying in the 
garret upstairs, and he went up to search the body and take 
the cartridges that must be upon it. He found that a large 
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piece of the roof had now fallen in, and he could see the blue 
sky, a bright sunshiny expanse, at sight of which he was very 
much astonished. To avoid being killed he dragged himself 
over the floor on his knees, and when he had secured the 
cartridges, some thirty or thereabouts, he made all haste and 
bounded down again. 

Whilst he was dividing these new supplies with the gar- 
dener, however, one of the soldiers gave a shriek and fell on 
his knees. There were now only seven, and a moment after- 
wards there were only six of them left, for the corporal was 
hit in the left eye by a bullet, which blew out his brains. 

From that moment Weiss was no longer conscious of any- 
thing. He and the five others continued firing like madmen, 
consuming the remaining cartridges without a thought even 
of the possibility of surrendering. The tiled floors of the three 
little rooms were now littered with remnants of furniture. 
Corpses blocked the doorways, and in one corner a wounded 
man was giving vent to a frightful, continuous moan. Wherever 
they stepped blood stuck to the soles of their shoes ; and some 
of it, after coursing through the rooms, was even trickling 
down the staircase. Moreover, it was no longer possible to 
breathe up there; the atmosphere was dense and hot with 
powder-smoke, a pungent, nauseating dust plunging them into 
almost complete obscurity, which was streaked, however, by a 
ruddy flame each time a shot was fired. 

‘Thunder!’ exclaimed Weiss; ‘why, they are bringing 
cannon !’ 

It was true. Despairing of reducing the handful of mad- 
men, who thus delayed their advance, the Bavarians were now 
placing a gun in position at the corner of the Place de l’Eglise. 
And the honour thus shown them, that artillery pointed at 
them from over yonder, made the besieged furiously mirthful. 
They jeered contemptuously : Ah! those dirty cowards with 
their cannon! Laurent, meanwhile, was still on his knees, 
carefully aiming at the gunners and bringing a man down at 
each shot he fired, so that for a time the gun could not be 
worked ; in fact, five or six minutes elapsed before the first 
discharge. And even then, the gun being pointed too high, 
merely a strip of the roof was carried away. 

But the end was at hand. In vain did they search the 
dead; there was not a cartridge left! Haggard and ex- 
hausted, the six men fumbled here and there, seeking for 
something which they might fling from the windows to crush 
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the enemy. One of them, on showing himself at a window, 
vociferating and brandishing his fists, was riddled by a volley 
of lead, and then only five of them were left. What could 
they do? Go down—try to escape by way of the garden and 
the meadows? But at that moment there was a loud uproar 
below, and men streamed furiously up the stairs. The Bavarians 
had at last crept round the house, broken open the back door, 
and invaded the ground floor. A terrible mé/ée ensued in the 
little rooms, among the corpses and the shattered furniture. 
The chest of one of the French soldiers was transpierced by a 
bayonet thrust, and the two others were taken prisoners, whilst 
the captain, who had just vented his last gasp, lay there with 
his mouth open and his arm still raised, as though to give an 
order. 

However, a German officer, a stout, fair man, armed with 
a revolver, and whose bloodshot eyes seemed to be starting 
from his head, had caught sight of Weiss and Laurent, the 
one in his black coat and the other in his blue linen jacket, 
and savagely asked them in French : ‘Who are you? What 
the —— are you doing here ?” 

Then, seeing that they were black with powder, he realised 
the truth, and stammering with fury, heaped insults upon them 
in German. He had already raised his weapon to blow their 
brains out, when the soldiers he commanded rushed forward, 
caught hold of the two civilians and pushed them before them 
down the stairs. The two men were carried along by the 
human wave which flung them upon the road, where they 
rolled over as far as the opposite wall, amid such vociferous 
shouts that the voices of the officers could be no longer heard. 
Then, during two or three minutes which elapsed whilst the 
stout fair officer was endeavouring to clear a space, in view of 
proceeding with their execution, they were able to pick them- 
selves up and look about them. 

Other houses were now blazing—all Bazeilles was becoming 
wfurnace. I'lames were beginning to stream through the lofty 
windows of the church. Some soldiers were driving an old 
lady out of her house after compelling her to give them some 
matches that they might set her bed and her curtains on fire. 
What with all the lighted wisps of straw flung here and there, 
and all the petroleum poured upon the walls, the conflagra- 
tions were spreading from street to street. It was warfare as 
waged by savages—savages infuriated by the duration of the 
struggle, and avenging their dead, their heaps of dead over 
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whom they had to march. Bands of men were yelling amid 
the smoke and the sparks, amid all the fearful uproar com- 
pounded of dying groans and shrieks, falling walls, and dis- 
charges of musketry. They could scarcely see one another ; 
large clouds of livid dust, impregnated with an insufferable 
stench of fat and blood, as though laden indeed with all the 
abominations of the massacre, flew up, obscuring the sun, And 
they were still killing, still destroying in every corner ; the 
human beast was let loose, all the idiotic anger, all the furious 
madness of man preying upon man. 

And, at last, in front of him, Weiss could see his own 
house burning. Soldiers had hurried up with torches, and 
others were feeding the flames with the remnants of the fur- 
niture. The ground floor speedily blazed, and the smoke 
poured forth from all the gaping wounds of the roof and the 
front. The adjacent dyeworks, too, were already catching 
fire; and—oh, the pity of it !—little Auguste, lying in 
bed, delirious with fever, could still be heard calling for 
his mother, whose skirts were beginning to burn as her 
corpse, with its head pounded to pieces, lay there across the 
threshold. 

‘ Mother, I’m so thirsty ; mother, give me some water.’ 

But the flames roared, the plaint ceased, and then nothing 
could be distinguished save the deafening hurrahs of the 
conquerors ! 

All at once, however, above every noise, above all the 
shouting, there arose a terrible cry. It was Henriette arriv- 
ing—Henriette, who had just espied her husband standing 
with his back to a wall, in front of a platoon which was load- 
ing its weapons. 

She sprang upon his neck: ‘My God! what is it? They 
are not going to kill you!’ 

Weiss gazed at her in stupefaction. “Iwas she, his wife 
whom he had so long desired, whom he had adored with 
such idolising tenderness. And with a shudder he awoke, 
distracted, to the awful reality. Why had he tarried there 
firing upon the foe instead of returning to her, as he had 
sworn to do? His lost happiness flashed before his dizzy 
eyes ; they were to be torn asunder, parted for evermore. 
Then he was struck by the sight of the blood upon her fore- 
head, and in a mechanical voice he stammered, ‘Are you 
wounded? It was madness for you to come——’ 

With a wild gesture, however, she interrupted him, ‘Qh! 
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me ; it’s nothing, a mere scratch—but you, why are they 
keeping you? I won’t have them shoot you !’ 

The officer who was struggling in the middle of the 
obstructed road, trying to clear a space so that the platoon 
might fall back a few paces, turned round on hearing the 
sound of voices ; and when he perceived the woman hanging 
on the neck of one of the prisoners, he again savagely 
shouted in French : ‘No, no—no humbug, please! Where 
have you come from? What do you want ?’ 

‘T want my husband.’ 

‘Your husband, that man there? He has been condemned ; 
justice must be done.’ 

‘T want my husband.’ 

‘Come, be reasonable—move aside, we don’t wish to do 
you any harm.’ 

‘T want my husband.’ 

Renouncing his attempts at persuasion, the officer was 
about to give orders that she should be torn from the prisoner’s 
arms, when Laurent, hitherto silent and impassive, ventured 
to intervene : ‘I say, captain, it was I who knocked so many 
of your men over, and it’s right enough that you should 
shoot me. Besides, I’ve nobody to think of, neither mother, 
nor wife, nor child—but this gentleman’s married—why not 
let him go, and settle my affair ?’ 

‘What’s that tomfoolery !’ yelled the captain, quite beside 
himself ; ‘are you making fun of me? Here! a man here to 
take this woman away.’ 

He had to repeat the order in German, whereupon a sol- 
dier stepped forward, a short, broad-chested Bavarian, whose 
enormous head was bushy with carroty beard and hair, amidst 
which one could only distinguish a broad square-shaped nose, 
and a pair of big blue eyes. He was a frightful object, stained 
all over with blood, looking like some bear from a mountain 
cavern—one of those hairy monsters, red with the blood of 
the prey whose bones they have just been crunching. 

‘I want my husband ; kill me with my husband!’ repeated 
Henriette, in a heartrending cry. 

But, dealing himself heavy blows on the chest with his 
clenched fist, the officer declared that he was not a murderer, 
and that if there were some who slaughtered the innocent, he 
at all events was not one of them. She had not been con- 
demned, and he would cut off his hand rather than touch a 
hair of her head, ; 
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Then, as the soldier was approaching her, Henriette dis- 
tractedly coiled her limbs round Weiss: ‘Oh! I beseech 
you, dear, keep me, let me die with you.’ 

Weiss was shedding big tears, and without answering was 
trying to unloosen the unhappy woman’s convulsive grasp 
upon his shoulder and his loins. 

‘Do you no longer care for me,’ she pleaded, ‘that you 
wish to die without me? Keep me here; it will tire them 
out, and they will shoot us both.’ 

He had now succeeded in detaching one of her little hands, 
and was pressing it to his mouth, covering it with kisses, 
whilst still striving to loosen the grasp of the other one, 

‘No, no! Keep me,’ she cried, ‘I want to die.’ 

At last, however, after infinite trouble, he held both her 
hands in his own. And, hitherto silent, having purposely 
refrained from answering her, he now said but three words : 
‘ Farewell, dear wife !’ 

He himself had thrown her into the arms of the Bavarian 
who carried her away. She struggled and shrieked, whilst 
the soldier, doubtless for the purpose of calming her, gave 
vent to a stream of gruff words. With a violent effort she 
had managed to disengage her head, and she saw every- 
thing. 

In less than three seconds it was over. Weiss, whose 
glasses had slipped down while he was parting from his wife, 
had hastily set them on his nose again, as though he wished 
to look death full in the face. He stepped back and leant 
against the wall, with his arms crossed ; and this stout peaceable 
fellow, in his coat torn to shreds, had a wildly excited face, 
aglow with all the beauty of courage. Near him was Laurent, 
who had contented himself with shoving his hands into his 
pockets. The cruel scene, the abominableness of those savages 
who shot men down before the very eyes of their wives, seemed 
to fill him with indignation. He drew himself up, scanned 
the firing party, and in a contemptuous tone spat forth the 
words : ‘ You filthy pigs!’ 

But the officer had raised his sword, and the two men fell 
like logs, the gardener with his face on the ground, the book- 
keeper on his flank, alongside the wall. The latter, before 
expiring, experienced a final convulsion, his eyelids blinked, 
his mouth writhed. Then the officer stepped up to him, and 
stirred him with his foot, desirous of making sure that he was 
quite dead, 


250 THE BATTLE. OF SEDAN 


Henriette had seen everything : those dying eyes seeking 
for her, that frightful quiver of the death-pangs, that big boot 
pushing the corpse aside. She did not cry out, but she silently, 
furiously bit at what was near her mouth ; and it was a hand 
that her teeth caught hold of. The Bavarian roared, the pain 
was so atrocious. He threw her down, almost felling her. 
Their faces met, and never was she able to forget that red 
hair and beard splashed with blood, and those blue eyes 
dilated and swimming with fury. 

Later on, Henriette could not clearly remember what had 
happened after her hushand’s death. She, herself, had had 
but one desire, to return to his corpse, take it, and watch over 
it. However, as happens in nightmares, all sorts of obstacles 
rose up before her, staying her course at every step. Again 
had a brisk fusillade broken out, and there was a great stir 
among the German troops who occupied Bazeilles. The 
French Marine Infantry was, at last, again reaching the 
village, and the engagement began afresh with so much vio- 
lence that the young woman was thrown into a lane on the 
left, among a crazed, terrified flock of villagers. There could 
be no doubt, however, as to the issue of the struggle ; it was 
too late to reconquer the abandoned positions. During another 
half-hour the men of the Marine Infantry fought with the 
utmost desperation, sacrificing their lives in a superb, furious 
transport ; but at each moment the foe received reinforce- 
ments which streamed forth from all sides, the meadows, the 
roads, and the park of Montivilliers. Nothing could now 
have dislodged them from that village, which they had secured 
at such fearful cost, where several thousands of their men 
were lying dead amid blood and flames. Destruction was now 
completing its work, the place had become but a charnel-house 
of scattered limbs and smoking ruins. Slaughtered, annihi- 
lated, Bazeilles was dwindling into ashes. 

For a last time did Henriette espy in the distance her 
little house, the floors of which were falling into a vortex of 
_ fiery flakes. And ever, alongside the wall facing the house, 
could she see her husband’s corpse. But another human 
stream caught her in its flow, the bugles sounded the retreat, 
and she was carried away, how she knew not, among the 
troops as they gradually fell back. And then she became as 
it were a thing, a mere rolling waif borne onward amid the 
confused tramping of a multitude that was streaming along 
the highway. And she was conscious of nothing further, till 
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at last she found herself at Balan, in the house of some 
strangers, where she sat sobbing in a kitchen, with her head 
resting upon a table. 


CHAPTER V 


THE STRUGGLE FOR THE CALVARY—THE GREAT CHARGE 


Art ten o'clock the men of Captain Beaudoin’s company were 
still lying in the cabbage field on the plateau of Algeria, 
whence they had not stirred since early morning. The cross 
fire from the batteries on the Hattoy hill and the peninsula 
of Iges was increasing in violence, and had again just killed 
a couple of soldiers; but still no orders came to advance. 
Were they going to remain there all day then, allowing them- 
selves to be pounded like that, without making any attempt 
at fighting ? 

The men were no longer even able to relieve their feelings 
by firing their chassepots, for Captain Beaudoin had succeeded 
in putting a stop to that furious and useless fusillade, directed 
upon the little wood over yonder, where not a single Prussian 
seemed to have remained. The sun was now becoming most 
oppressive ; the men fairly roasted as they lay there under 
the flaming sky. 

Jean, on turning round, feltanxious on seeing that Maurice’s 
head had sunk to the ground. The young fellow’s eyes were 
closed, and his cheek was close pressed to the soil ; he looked, 
too, extremely pale and did not stir. ‘Hallo, what’s up?’ 
asked Jean. 

Maurice, however, had simply fallen asleep. He had been 
overcome by waiting and weariness, although death was on 
the wing all around. When he suddenly awoke again there 
was a calm look in his widely opened eyes, but the scared, 
wavering expression of the battlefield immediately returned 
to them. He had no notion how long his slumber had lasted ; 
it seemed to him as though he were emerging from delightful, 
infinite nihility. 

‘Ah! that’s funny,’ he muttered, ‘I’ve been asleep—it 
has done me good.’ 

Indeed, he now felt less of that painful oppression, the 
bone-splitting clasp of fright upon his temples and his ribs ; 
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and he began to poke fun at Lapoulle, who had not merely 
been expressing anxiety about Chouteau and Loubet, ever 
since their disappearance, but had even talked of going to look 
for them. That was a fine idea ; all he wanted, no doubt, 
was to shelter himself behind a tree and smoke a pipe there ! 
Pache opined that the two men had been detained at the am- 
bulance, where there was probably a lack of bearers. Ah! 
that business of picking up the wounded under the enemy’s 
fire was by no means a pleasant one. Full of the superstitious 
notions of his native village, Pache added that it was very 
unlucky to touch a corpse—whoever did so would soon die. 

‘Thunder! will you just shut up?’ cried Lieutenant 
Rochas, who had overheard this remark. ‘Does anybody 
die ?’ 

Colonel de Vineuil, erect on his big charger a few paces 
away, turned his head at this, and smiled for the first time 
that morning, Then he again subsided into his motionless 
attitude, still impassively waiting for orders, whilst the shells 
continued raining around him. 

Maurice, who had now become interested in the bearers, 
watched them as they searched about in the various folds of 
the ground. A field ambulance was being installed behind a 
bank, at the edge of the hollow road near by, and the bearers 
attached to it were beginning to explore the plateau. A tent 
was promptly pitched whilst the necessary matériel was re- 
moved from a van waiting on the road. Instruments, appa- 
ratus, and linen were produced—the few things, in fact, that 
were requisite for summary dressings pending the despatch 
of the wounded to Sedan, whither they were sent as rapidly 
as could be managed. Vehicles, however, were already be- 
coming scarce. There were only some assistant surgeons in 
charge of the ambulance, and it was more particularly the 
bearers who gave proof of a stubborn, inglorious courage. 
Clad in grey, with the red cross of Geneva on their caps and 
their arm-badges, they could be seen venturing slowly and 
quietly under the projectiles, as far as the spots where the 
soldiers had fallen. They often crawled along on hands and 
knees, and endeavoured to take advantage of the various 
ditches and hedges, of all the protection that the ground 
afforded, never evincing any braggardism in unnecessarily 
exposing themselves to peril. As soon as they found any 
men on the ground their laborious task began, for many of 
those who were lying there had simply fainted, and it was 
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necessary to distinguish the wounded from the dead. Some 
men had remained face downwards, and were stifling with 
their mouths in pools of blood ; others had their throats full 
of earth, as though they had bitten the ground; others, 
again, were lying in a heap, pell-mell, with their arms and 
legs contracted and their chests half crushed. The bearers 
carefully extricated and picked up those who were still breath- 
ing, stretching their limbs and raising their heads, which they 
cleaned as well as they could manage. Each bearer carried 
a can of water, in the use of which he was extremely sparing. 
And one or another of them would often be seen kneeling 
on the same spot for many minutes together, trying to 
revive some wounded man and waiting for him to open his 
eyes. 

At fifty yards or so, on his left hand, Maurice noticed one 
bearer looking for the wound of a little soldier, from one of 
whose sleeves a streamlet of blood trickled continuously. 
This was a case of hemorrhage, and the man with the red 
cross having at last found the wound managed to stop the flow 
of blood by compressing the artery. In this manner the 
bearers attended to all urgent cases. Whenever there was 
a fracture they were not only particularly careful how they 
moved the man, but they fixed and bandaged his damaged 
limb, so that his condition might not be aggravated by trans- 
port. The conveyance of the wounded to the ambulance was 
indeed the great affair ; the bearers supported those who could 
still walk, and carried others either in their arms like babies 
or in pick-a-back fashion. At times also, according to the 
difficulties of the case, two, three, or four of them assembled and 
formed a seat with their joined hands, or carried the sufferer 
away in a horizontal position, by his legs and shoulders. To 
supplement the regulation stretchers, recourse was had to all 
sorts of ingenious devices ; at times a stretcher would be 
formed by linking a couple of chassepots together with knap- 
sack-straps. And all over the bare plateau which the shells 
were ploughing the bearers could be seen, now single, now in 
small parties, gliding along with their burdens, bending their 
heads, testing the ground with their feet, and displaying pru- 
dent but admirable heroism. 

Whilst Maurice was watching one of them on his right 
hand, a thin, puny fellow, who, like some toilsome ant bur- 
dened with too large a grain of wheat, was staggering along 
with bended legs, carrying a heavy sergeant whose arms were 
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entwined around his neck, he suddenly saw both men topple 
over and disappear amid the explosion of a shell. When the 
smoke had cleared off the sergeant again appeared to view, 
lying on his back and without any fresh wound, whereas the 
bearer was stretched beside him with his flank ripped open. 
And thereupon another bearer came up, another busy ant, 
who after turning his comrade over and finding him dead, 
again picked up the wounded sergeant and carried him away. 

Maurice thereupon remarked to Lapoulle : ‘ Well, if you 
like their job better than ours, just go and lend them a hand.’ 

For a moment or so the batteries of St. Menges had been 
firing their utmost, and the hailstorm of projectiles was be- 
coming more violent. Captain Beaudoin, who was still ner- 
vously walking up and down in front of his company, at last 
ventured to approach the colonel. It was pitiful, said he, 
that the spirits of the men should be worn out like that, by 
long hours of idle waiting. 

‘T have no orders,’ stoically repeated the colonel. 

Just then General Douay was again seen galloping past, 
followed by his staff. A few minutes previously he had met 
General de Wimpften, who had hastened to this part of the 
field to beg him to hold out; and this he had thought he 
might promise to do, on the express condition, however, that 
the Calvary of Illy, on his right, should be defended. If the 
position of Illy were lost, he should be unable to answer for 
anything ; for a retreat would then become unavoidable. 
General de Wimpffen declared that some troops of the First 
Corps were about to occupy the Calvary, and, in fact, almost 
immediately afterwards a regiment of Zouaves was seen to 
establish itself there ; whereupon General Douay, feeling more 
at his ease, consented to send Dumont’s division to the sup- 
port of the Twelfth Corps, which was being hard pressed. A 
quarter of an hour afterwards, however, he was returning from 
an inspection of his left wing, which still presented a firm 
front, when, on raising his eyes, he gave vent to a cry of dis- 
may, for the Calvary was bare : not a Zouave remained there. 
Under the terrific fire from the Fleigneux batteries the position 
was not tenable, and had consequently been abandoned. In 
despair, foreseeing the disaster that must overwhelm the army, 
General Douay was galloping off to rejoin his right wing, when 
he encountered Dumont’s division falling back in disorder, 
panic-stricken, and mingled with some remnants of the First 
Corps. The latter, after its early retreat, had failed to re- 
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conquer the positions it had held at dawn, and, leaving Daigny 
in possession of the Saxons, and Givonne in that of the Prus- 
sian Guard, it had been obliged to proceed northwards through 
the wood of La Garenne, cannonaded by the batteries which 
the enemy planted upon every crest from one to the other end 
of the valley. The terrible circle of flame and iron was closing 
up. Whilst a portion of the Prussian Guard turned the 
heights and proceeded on its westward march towards Illy, 
the Fifth German Corps, screened by the Eleventh, which was 
in possession of St. Menges, still continued on its easterly 
course, already leaving Fleigneux behind it, and incessantly 
throwing its artillery forward with the most impudent teme- 
rity ; its commanders being so convinced, indeed, of the igno- 
rance and powerlessness of the French generals that they did 
not even wait for infantry to support their gunners. It was 
now midday, and the whole horizon was glowing and thunder- 
ing, raining cross fires upon theSeventh and First French Corps, 

And now, whilst the foe’s artillery was in this wise pre- 
paring for the supreme attack on the Calvary, General Douay 
determined upon a last desperate effort to reconquer it. He 
despatched orders, threw himself in person among the fugitives 
of Dumont’s division, and succeeded in forming a column 
which he hurled upon the plateau. It held out there for a 
few minutes, but the bullets rained so thickly, and such an 
avalanche of shells swept the bare, treeless fields, that a panic 
speedily broke out, and carried the men down the slopes again, 
whirling them away like bits of straw caught in a storm. 
The general was obstinate, however, and ordered up other 
regiments. 

An estafette, galloping past, shouted some order to Colonel 
de Vineuil amid the fearful uproar. The colonel was already 
erect in his stirrups with his face aglow ; and brandishing his 
sword and pointing to the Calvary, he cried: ‘It’s our turn at 
last, my boys ! Forward, up yonder !’ 

Inspirited by the colonel’s manner, the 106th set out. 
Beaudoin’s men had been among the first to spring to their 
feet, jesting together, and remarking that they felt quite rusty, 
and had every joint clogged with earth. They had taken but 
a few steps, however, when so violent became the enemy’s fire 
that they had to dive into a shelter-trench which they luckily 
came upon. They filed along it, bending double. 

‘Take care, youngster,’ said Jean to Maurice ; ‘ here’s the 
rub. Don’t show the tip of your nose even ; if you do, it will 
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surely be carried away. And get your bones well together if 
you don’t want to drop any of them on the road. Those who 
come back from this affair will be lucky ones.’ 

Amid the buzzing, mob-like clamour that filled his head, 
Maurice could scarcely hear the corporal. He no longer knew 
whether he was afraid or not; he ran along, carried onward 
by the gallop of his comrades and destitute of any personal 
will, having but one desire, that of finishing the business at 
once. And so completely had he become a mere wave of this 
marching torrent, that he felt panic seize hold of him and was 
ready to take to flight as soon as a sudden recoil set in at the 
farther end of the trench, at view of the bare ground remain- 
ing to be climbed. The instinct of self-preservation broke 
loose within him ; swayed by the impulses around him his 
muscles rebelled against his duty. 

Some men were already turning back, when the colonel 
threw himself in their way. ‘Come, my boys,’ said he, ‘you 
don’t mean to grieve me like that ; you are surely not going 
to behave like cowards ! Remember, that the 106th has never 
recoiled ; you would be the first to stain our colours !’ 

Urging on his horse he barred the way, expostulating in 
turn with each of the fugitives, and speaking of France in a 
voice that was tremulous with tears. 

Lieutenant Rochas was so affected by the scene that he 
flew into a violent passion, and, raising his sword, began beat- 
ing the men with it, as though it were a stick. ‘You dirty 
curs !’ he shouted, ‘ I'll kick you all the way up—that I will ! 
Mind you obey orders, or I'll smash the jaw of the first man 
who turns tail.’ 

This violence, however, this idea of kicking soldiers into 
fighting, was not to the colonel’s taste. ‘No, no, lieutenant,’ 
he said ; ‘they'll all follow me. Isn’t that so, my boys? You 
won’t let your old colonel face the Prussians all alone? Yor- 
ward then, up yonder !’ 

Thereupon he set out, and they one and all followed him, 
feeling that he had talked to them like a father whom they 
could not abandon without showing themselves to be arrant 
cowards. And he quietly rode across the bare fields on his big 
charger, whilst his men scattered and spread themselves out 
like skirmishers, taking advantage of the slightest cover. The 
ground rose, and more than five hundred yards of stubble and 
beetroot fields had to be crossed before reaching the Calvary. 
Instead of the correct lines of the classical assault, such as 
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is witnessed in sham-fighting, all that could be seen in a 
minute or two was the backs of the men as they bent double 
and glided along close to the ground, now singly, and now in 
little groups, now crawling on their knees, and now suddenly 
springing forward like insects, making their way to the sum- 
mit, by dint of agility and cunning. The hostile batteries 
must have perceived them, for the soil was ploughed up by the 
shells which fell so frequently that there was no pause in the 
detonations. On the way five of the men were killed, and a 
leutenant was cut clean in half. 

Maurice and Jean were lucky enough to come upon a 
hedge, behind which they were able to run on without being 
seen. A bullet, however, here penetrated the temple of one 
of their comrades, who, in falling, almost tripped them up. 
They had to push him aside with their feet. They no longer 
paid any attention to the dead ; there were too many of them. 
The horrors of the battlefield—a wounded man whom they 
perceived howling and holding in his entrails with both hands, 
a horse, which was still dragging itself along although its 
haunches were broken—all the frightful agonies displayed to 
view had ended by no longer affecting them. Their only suf- 
ferings were occasioned by the oppressive heat of the midday 
sun which was biting into their shoulders, 

‘ How thirsty I am !’ stammered Maurice ; ‘it seems as if 
my throat were full of soot. Can’t You smell that horrible 
stench of burning wool ?’ 

Jean nodded: ‘It was the same at Solferino. Perhaps 
it’s the smell of war. Wait a bit ; I’ve still some brandy left, 
we'll drink a drop together.’ 

They quietly halted for a minute behind the hedge, but 
the brandy burnt their stomachs, instead of quenching their 
thirst. That burning taste in their mouths was quite exaspe- 
rating. And, besides, they felt famished, and would willingly 
have devoured the half-loaf which Maurice still had in his 
knapsack. But was there any possibility of getting at it? 
Other men were each moment coming up behind them, and 
pushing them onward. At last, they too bounded over the 
last slope and found themselves upon the plateau, at the very 
foot of the Calvary, the old stone cross reared between two 
meagre lime-trees, and eaten away here and there by the wind 
and the rain. 

‘ Ah, dash it ! here we are at last !’ Jean exclaimed ; ‘ but 
the thing is to stop here.’ 
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He was right. As Lapoulle, ina plaintive voice, remarked 
to the amusement of his comrades, the spot was hardly a 
pleasant one. And now, once again, they all stretched them- 
selves among somestubble... Nevertheless three more men were 
speedily killed. A perfect hurricane was raging up there ; 
the projectiles came from St. Menges, Fleigneux, and Givonne, 
in such numbers that vapour seemed to issue from the soil, as 
happens during a heavy storm of rain. Evidently enough, the 
position could not be long retained unless artillery promptly 
arrived to support the men who had been so daringly sent to 
the front. General Douay, it was said, had given orders to 
run up a couple of batteries of the reserve artillery ; and the 
men looked round anxiously every moment, waiting for these 
guns which did not arrive. 

‘Tt’s ridiculous, ridiculous !’ repeated Captain Beaudoin, 
who had again resumed his jerky promenade. ‘A regiment 
ought not to be sent to an exposed position like this without 
being at once supported.’ Then, noticing a dip in the ground on 
his left, he called out to Rochas: ‘I say, lieutenant, the com- 
pany might lhe down there.’ 

Rochas, erect and motionless, shrugged his shoulders: ‘Oh ! 
captain, here or there, it’s all the same. The best is not to stir.’ 

Thereupon Beaudoin, who as a rule never swore, flew into 
a passion. ‘But, d it, we shall all leave our carcases 
here,’ said he ; ‘ we can’t allow ourselves to be destroyed in 
this fashion.’ 

And, getting obstinate, he determined to inspect the 
position which he had pointed out as a preferable one. 
He had not taken a dozen steps, however, when he disap- 
peared in a sudden explosion. His right leg was smashed by 
a splinter of a shell, and he fell upon his back, raising a shrill 
cry, like a woman surprised. 

‘It was a dead certainty,’ muttered Rochas ; ‘so much 
moving about does no good, Besides, there’s no escape from 
fate.’ 

Some of the men raised themselves up on seeing their 
captain fall; and as he called for help, begging that they 
would carry him away, Jean at last ran to him, immediately 
followed by Maurice. 


‘In heaven’s name, my friends, don’t abandon me ; carry 
me to the ambulance.’ 


‘Well, sir, it won’t be an easy job. However, we'll try.’ 
They were already concerting as to how they should lift 
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him, when, sheltered behind the hedge which they had pre- 
viously skirted, they noticed a couple of bearers who appeared 
to be waiting for employment. Jean and Maurice signed tc 
them energetically and prevailed upon them to approach. If 
these men could only carry the captain to the ambulance 
without mishap, he might be saved. The road was a long one, 
however, and the storm of iron hail was increasing in violence. 

As the bearers, after tightly bandaging the wounded limb, 
were carrying the captain away on their joined hands, one of 
his arms being passed round each of their necks, Colonel de 
Vineuil, who had been informed of the casualty, rode up, urging 
on his horse. He had a liking for the young officer, whom he 
had known ever since he had left St. Cyr, and he showed him- 
self much affected. ‘Keep up your courage, my poor fellow,’ 
said he ; ‘it won’t be anything serious. They'll save you.’ 

The captain made a gesture of relief, as though a great 
deal of courage had at last come to him. ‘No, no,’ he an- 
swered ; ‘it’s all over, and I prefer it should be so. The ex- 
asperating thing is having to wait for what we cannot avoid.’ 

He was carried away, and the bearers were lucky enough 
to reach the hedge without any mishap. They swiftly skirted 
it with their burden, and when the colonel saw them disappear 
behind the clump of trees, where the ambulance was esta- 
blished, he gave a sigh of relief. 

‘But you yourself are wounded, sir,’ Maurice suddenly 
exclaimed. He had just noticed that the colonel’s left boot 
was covered with blood. The heel had been carried away, and 
a piece of leather had penetrated into the flesh of the leg. 

M. de Vineuil quietly leant over his saddle and looked for 
a moment at his foot, which must have felt both burning hot 
and terribly heavy. ‘ Yes, yes,’ he muttered, ‘I caught that 
just now. But it’s nothing, it doesn’t prevent me from keep- 
ing in the saddle.’ And as he rode off to take his place again 
at the head of his regiment, he added : ‘ A man can always get 
on when he’s in the saddle and can stay there.’ 

The two batteries of the reserve artillery were now at last 
coming up, to the intense relief of the anxious soldiers, to 
whom it seemed as though these guns were bringing salvation, 
‘a rampart and thunder that would speedily silence the cannon 
of the foe over yonder. It was, moreover, a superb sight, so 
correctly were the batteries run up in order of battle, each 

n followed by its caisson, the drivers astride the near-horses, 
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on the boxes ; and the corporals and sergeants galloping along- 
side in their respective places. It might have been thought 
they were parading, anxious to preserve the regulation dis- 
tances as they dashed at full speed over the stubble, with a 
dull rumbling like that of a storm. 

Maurice, who was again lying in a furrow, raised himself 
up, enraptured, and said to Jean: ‘There, that is Honoré’s 
battery on the left. I recognise the men.’ 

With a back-hander, Jean threw him to the ground again. 
‘ Lie flat, and keep still,’ he said. 

With their cheeks resting on the soil, however, they both 
continued watching the battery, feeling greatly interested in 
the manceuvres that were being executed, and with their hearts 
beating quickly at sight of the calm, active bravery of the 
artillerymen from whom they yet expected victory. 

The battery had suddenly halted on a bare summit, on 
their left hand, and in a moment everything was ready ; the 
gunners sprang from the boxes and unhooked the limbers, and 
the drivers, leaving the pieces in position, wheeled their horses 
and withdrew to a distance of some fifteen yards, where they 
remained motionless, facing the enemy. The six guns were 
already levelled, set wide apart, in three sections, commanded 
by lieutenants, and united under the orders of a captain 
whose slim, extremely tall figure rose up, unluckily for him, like 
some conspicuous landmark. And when he had rapidly made 
a calculation, he was heard to exclaim : ‘Sight at 1,700 yards.’ 

The mark was to be a Prussian battery established behind 
some bushes on the left of Fleigneux, and whose terrible fire 
was rendering the plateau of Illy untenable. 

‘Do you see,’ again began Maurice, who was quite unable 
to hold his tongue, ‘ Honoré’s gun is in the central section. 
There he is, leaning forward with the gun-layer—little 
Louis—we drank a glass together at Vouziers, as you 
may remember. And that driver over there who sits so 
stiffly on his horse, a beautiful chestnut, is Louis’ chum, 
Adolphe.’ 

The whole stream of men, horses and matériel, was disposed 
in a straight line about a hundred yards in depth. First was 
the gun with its six gunners and its quarter-master,! farther 


1 The sergeants of the French Artillery are usually styled quarter- 


masters. This was Honoré’s rank, We have quarter-master sergeants 
in our own seryice.—TZrans, 
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off the limber and its four horses and its pair of drivers; then 
the caisson with its six horses and its three drivers ; further 
still the ammunition and forage waggonsand the field smithy ; 
whilst the spare caissons and spare men and horses, provided 
to fill up any gaps in the battery, waited at some distance on 
the right, so that they might not be unnecessarily exposed in 
the enfilade of the firing. 

Honoré was now attending to the loading of his gun. 
Two of his men were already bringing the charge and the pro- 
jectile from the caisson, over which the corporal and the arti- 
ficer were watching ; and two other gunners, after inserting 
the serge-covered charge by the muzzle, at once rammed it 
carefully into position and then slipped in the shell, the points of 
which grated as they slid along the grooves. Then the assistant 
gun-layer, after pricking the cartridge with the priming- 
wire, swiftly applied the match to the touch-hole. Honoré 
was desirous of aiming this first shot himself, and half-lying on 
the block-trail, he worked the regulating screw to obtain the 
correct range, indicating the proper direction by a gentle, con- 
tinuous wave of the hand, whilst the gun-layer, holding the 
lever behind him, imperceptibly moved the piece more to the 
right or more to the left. 

‘That must be right,’ said Honoré, rising up. 

The captain, with his lofty figure bent double, inspected 
the sighting. At each piece the assistant gun-layer was in 
position, holding the lanyard in readiness to pull the saw-like 
blade that ignited the fulminate. And the command was 
then given slowly, and in due order: ‘Number one, fire! 
Number two, fire !’ 

The six shells were hurled into space, the guns recoiled 
and were brought back into position, whilst the quarter- 
masters noted that their fire had not nearly reached the re- 
quired distance. They rectified it ; the practice began afresh 
in the same orderly fashion as before ; and it was this precise 
routine, this mechanical labour that needed to be calmly and 
deliberately accomplished, that sustained the men’s firmness. 
That beloved creature, the gun, grouped a little family around 
her, whose members were closely united by the bonds of a 
common occupation. The gun was indeed the connecting link, 
the one object of concern; it was for her that they all 
existed, the caisson, the waggons, the horses, even the men 
themselves. And from all this sprang the great cohesion of 
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the battery, a steadfastness and tranquillity such as prevail 
in happy families. 

Some acclamations from the men of the 106th had greeted 
the first discharge. At last, then, they were going to stop 
the jabbering of those Prussian cannon. But a feeling of 
disappointment immediately followed when it was seen that the 
shells did not travel the distance; most of them bursting in 
the air before reaching the bushes among which the enemy’s 
artillery was hidden. 

‘ Honoré,’ resumed Maurice, ‘says that the other guns are 
mere nails by the side of his. In his estimation his one will 
never be matched! See how lovingly he looks at it, and how 
carefully he has it sponged so that the dear thing may not 
feel too warm.’ 

In this way he jested with Jean, both of them quite in- 
spirited by the smart, calm bravery of the artillerymen. In 
three shots, however, the Prussian batteries had regulated 
their fire ; their range had at first been too long, but their 
practice now became so wonderfully accurate that their shells 
fell upon the French guns, which, despite every effort to in- 
crease their range, still failed to carry the distance. One of 
Honoré’s men, on the left, was killed. The corpse was pushed 
aside, and the firing continued, still with the same careful 
regularity, and without the slightest display of haste. Pro- 
jectiles were coming from, and exploding on all sides, whilst 
around each piece the same methodical manceuyres were re- 
peated, the gun was loaded with its charge and shell, the 
sighting was regulated, the shot was fired, and the piece, 
having recoiled, was run up again as though the work 
absorbed these men to such a degree that they could neither 
see nor hear anything else. 

Maurice, however, was especially struck by the demeanour 
of the drivers, who, stiffly erect on their horses, confronted 
the enemy, fifteen yards or so in the rear of the guns. 
Adolphe was among them with his broad shoulders, bushy 
fair moustaches, and rubicund face ; and a man needed to be 
brave, indeed, to stay there like that, without so much as 
blinking his eyes, whilst he watched the shells coming straight 
towards him, and without being able even to bite his 
nails by way of occupation, and in order to divert his thoughts. 
The gunners on their side were working ; they had so much to 
attend to that they could not think of danger, whereas the 
motionless drivers saw but death before their eyes, and had 
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full leisure to ponder upon it and await its coming. They 
were compelled to face the enemy, because, had they turned 
their backs upon him, an irresistible impulse to flee might 
have carried both men and horses away. A man can brave 
danger when he sees it. There is no more obscure and yet no 
greater heroism than this. 

Another gunner had just had his head carried off ; two 
horses, harnessed to a caisson, had fallen with their bellies 
ripped open ; and the fire of the foe was proving so slaugh- 
terous that it was evident the entire battery would be dis- 
mounted, if they obstinately remained on this same spot. 
Despite all the inconvenience of a change of position, it was 
necessary to foil the enemy’s terrible fire, and the captain no 
longer hesitated, but ordered up the fore-carriages. 

The dangerous maneuvre was executed with lightning-like 
rapidity ; the drivers wheeled round again, bringing back the 
limbers, to which the gunners at once hooked the carriage 
trails. Whilst this was being accomplished, however, a 
lengthy front was developed, at sight of which the enemy 
redoubled his fire. Three more men thereupon fell to the 
ground. Then the battery dashed off at a fast trot, describ- 
ing an arc through the fields, and establishing itself some 
fifty yards farther away on the right, upon a little plateau on 
the other side of the position held by the 106th. The guns 
were unlimbered, the drivers again found themselves con- 
fronting the foe, and the fire began afresh, without a pause, 
and with so much commotion that the ground did not cease 
shaking. 

All at once Maurice raised a cry. In three shots the 
Prussian batteries had again regulated their fire, and the 
third shell had fallen upon Honoré’s gun. Honoré was seen 
to dart forward and feel the freshly made wound with a 
trembling hand ; a large piece had been chipped off the 
bronze muzzle. The gun could still be worked, however, and 
as soon as the wheels had been cleared of the corpse of 
another gunner, whose blood had splashed the carriage, the 
practice was resumed. 

‘No, it isn’t little Louis,’ continued Maurice, venting his 
thoughts aloud. ‘There he is aiming ; he must be wounded, 
however, for he’s only using his left arm. Ah! little Louis— 
he got on so well with Adolphe, on condition though that the 
gunner, the footman, should, in spite of his superior education, 
act as the humble servant of the driver, the mounted man d 
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At this moment Jean, hitherto silent, interrupted Maurice 
with a cry of anguish : ‘They can never stay there ; we are 
done for !’ 

In less than five minutes, indeed, this new position had 
become as untenable as the previous one. The enemy’s pro- 
jectiles rained upon it with precisely the same accuracy. One 
shell smashed a gun and killed a lieutenant and two men. 
Every shot took effect, to such a degree, in fact, that if they 
obstinately lingered there neither a gun nor an artilleryman 
would soon remain. The enemy’s fire was destruction incar- 
nate ; it swept everything away. And so, for the second 
time, the captain’s voice rang out, ordering up the limbers. 

Once more was the manceuvre executed, the drivers setting 
their horses at a gallop, and wheeling so that the gunners 
might again limber the pieces. This time, however, during 
the movement, a splinter gashed Louis’ throat and tore away 
his jaw, and he fell across the block-trail which he had been 
raising. And just as Adolphe came up, at the moment when 
the enemy obtained a flank view of the line of teams, a furious 
volley swooped down. Adolphe fell, with his chest split open, 
and his arms outstretched, and in a last convulsion he caught 
hold of his comrade ; and there they lay embracing, fiercely 
contorted, coupled together even in death. 

But, despite the killing of many horses, despite the dis- 
order which the slaughterous volley had wrought in the ranks, 
the entire battery was already ascending a slope, establishing 
itself in a more advanced position at a few yards from the 
spot where Maurice and Jean were lying. The guns were now 
unlimbered for the third time, the drivers again found them- 
selves facing the enemy, whilst the gunners immediately re- 
opened fire with the obstinacy of unconquerable heroism. 
‘This is the end of everything,’ said Maurice, in a dying 
voice, 

It seemed, indeed, as though earth and sky were mingled. 
The stones split asunder, dense smoke occasionally hid the 
sun. The horses stood with their heads low, dizzy, stupefied 
amid the fearful uproar. Wherever the captain appeared he 
seemed abnormally tall. At last he was cut in two—snapped, 
and fell like a flag-staff. 

The effort was being tenaciously, deliberately prolonged, 
however, especially by Honoré and his men. He, himself 
despite his stripes, now had to help work the gun, for only 
three gunners remained to him. He levelled and fired whilst 
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the three men fetched the ammunition, loaded the piece, and 
handled the sponge and the rammer. Spare men and horses 
had been asked for to fill up the gaps that death had made, 
but they were a long time coming, and meanwhile it was 
necessary to do without them. The worry was that the gun 
still failed to carry the distance, almost all the projectiles 
bursting in the air, and doing but little harm to those terrible 
batteries of the foe whose fire was so efficacious. And all at 
once Honoré swore an oath which rang out above all the 
thunder of the cannonade : there was no end to their ill luck, 
the gun’s right wheel had just been pounded to pieces. 
Thunder! So now the poor creature had a leg broken, and 
was thrown on her side, with her nose on the ground, crippled 
and useless! Honoré shed big tears at the sight, and clasped 
her neck with his twitching hands, as though he hoped to set 
her erect again by the mere warmth of hisaffection. Tothink 
of it !—the best gun of all, the only one that had managed to 
send a few shells over yonder! Then a mad resolution took 
possession of him, that of immediately replacing the shattered 
wheel under the enemy’s fire. With the assistance of a gunner, 
he himself went to fetch a spare wheel from the ammunition 
waggon, and the work then began, the most dangerous that 
can be performed on the field of battle. Fortunately the spare 
men and horses had eventually arrived, and a couple of fresh 
gunners lent a helping hand. 

But once again the battery was dismantled. This heroic 
madness could be carried no farther. Orders to fall back for 
good were on the point of being given. 

‘We must make haste, comrades!’ shouted Honoré. 
‘We'll take her away at any rate ; they sha’n’t have her.’ 

’Twas his one idea, to save his gun, like others save the 
colours. And he was still speaking when he was annihilated, 
his right arm torn away and his left side ripped open. He 
fell upon the gun and remained there as though stretched 
upon a bed of honour, his head still erect, and his face un- 
scathed, turned with a fine expression of anger towards the 
enemy yonder. A letter—Silvine’s—had slipped through a 
rent in his uniform and was stained with drop after drop of 
his blood, as he grasped it with his twisted fingers. 

The only lieutenant who had not been killed now shouted 
the command : ‘ Limber up !’ 

One of the caissons had already blown up with the com- 
motion of fireworks, fusing and bursting. The horses of 
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another caisson had to be taken tosave a gun whose team was 
lying on the ground. And, this last time, when the drivers 
had wheeled, and the four remaining guns had again been 
limbered, the battery galloped off without stopping until it 
was some eleven hundred yards away, behind the fringing 
trees of the wood of La Garenne. 

Maurice had seen everything, and with a faint shudder of 
horror he repeated in a mechanical fashion : ‘Oh! the poor 
fellow, the poor fellow!’ : 

It seemed as though his grief imparted increased intensity 
to the growing pain that was griping his stomach. The animal 
part of his nature was rebelling ; his strength was exhausted ; 
he was dying of hunger. His eyesight was becoming dim, he 
was no longer conscious even of the danger to which the regi- 
ment was exposed, now that the battery had been compelled 
to fall back. At any moment, indeed, the plateau might be 
attacked by the enemy in force. 

‘T say,’ he remarked to Jean, ‘I really must eat—I'd 
rather eat and be killed at once.’ 

Having opened his knapsack, he took the bread in his 
trembling hands and began to bite it voraciously. The bullets 
whistled by, a couple of shells exploded a few yards away, 
but nothing had any existence for him save his hunger, which 
must be satisfied. 

‘Will you have a bit, Jean 9’ 

Stultified, his eyes swollen, and his stomach rent by a 
similar craving, Jean looked at him and answered : ‘ Yes, all 
the same I'll have some ; I feel too bad.’ 

They divided the bread and ate it gluttonously, without a 
thought of anything else so longas a mouthful of it remained. 
And it was only after they had finished that they again saw 
their colonel, ‘on his big charger, with his bloody boot. The 
106th was being overlapped on either side. Some companies 
must have already fled, and M. de Vineuil, compelled to give 
way to the torrent, raised his sword, and, with his eyes full of 
tears, exclaimed, ‘God shield us, my lads, since He would not 
take us!’ Bands of fugitives were surrounding him, and 
he disappeared from view in a depression of the ground. 

Without knowing how they had got there, Jean and 
Maurice next found themselves with the remnants of their 
company behind the hedge which they had skirted in the 
morning. There remained at most some forty men under the 
command of Lieutenant Rochas. The colours were with them, 
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and with a view of trying to save them, the sub-lieutenant, 
acting as ensign, had just rolled the silk around the staff. 
They all filed along to the end of the hedge, and then threw 
themselves among some little trees on a slope, where Rochas 
ordered them to open fire again. Sheltered and scattered in 
skirmishing order, the men were able to hold out here, the 
more especially as a mass of cavalry was being set in motion 
on their right, and regiments of infantry were again being 
brought into line to support it. 

And now Maurice realised the slow, invincible encompass- 
ment which was on the point of being completed. Early 
in the morning he had seen the Prussians debouching from 
the defile of St. Albert, reaching first St. Menges, and then 
Fleigneux, and now he could not only hear the cannon of the 
Prussian Guard thundering behind the wood of La Garenne, 
but began to perceive some other German uniforms coming up 
by the heights of Givonne. But a few minutes more and the 
circle would close up, and the Guard would join hands with 
the Fifth German Corps, surrounding the French army with 
a living wall, an annihilating belt of artillery. It must have 
been with the desperate thought of making a last effort, of 
striving to break through this marching wall, that a division of 
the reserve cavalry, that commanded by General Margueritte, 
was now being massed behind a fold in the ground in readi- 
ness to charge. They, were, indeed, about to charge to death, 
without any possibility of effecting their object, but for the 
honour of France. And Maurice, thinking of Prosper, wit- 
nessed the terrible sight. 

Since early morning Prosper had done nothing but urge 
on his horse, continually marching and counter-marching from 
one to the other end of the plateau of Illy. He and his com- 
rades had been wakened one by one at dawn, without any 
trumpet call ; and in order that they might make their coffee 
they had ingeniously contrived to screen each fire with a 
cloak so as not to set the Prussians on the alert. After that 
they had remained in ignorance of everything. They could 
certainly hear the guns, see the smoke, espy distant move- 
ments of infantry, but in the complete inaction in which they 
were left by the generals they knew nothing of the incidents 
of the battle, its importance and its results. Prosper, for his 
own part, was so sleepy that he could hardly keep up. Fatigue 
was the great suffering : bad nights, an accumulation of wear- 
ness, followed by invincible somnolence when the men rocked 
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in the saddle. Prosper himself became a prey to hallucina- 
tions—fancied at times that he was on the ground, snoring on 
a mattress of pebbles; or dreamt that he was in a comfort- 
able bed with clean white sheets. Sometimes he actually slept 
in the saddle for minutes together, becoming a mere moving 
thing, carried along according to the chances of the trot. In 
this way some of his comrades had occasionally fallen from 
their mounts. They were all so weary that the trumpet calls 
no longer awoke them ; it was only by dint of kicking that 
they could be roused from oblivion and set upon their legs. 

‘What game are they having, what game are they having 
with us?’ Prosper kept on saying, in the hope that by doing 
so he might shake off his irresistible torpor. 

The cannon had been thundering since six o'clock. A 
couple of comrades had been killed by a shell beside him while 
they were ascending a hill, and, farther on, three others had 
fallen to the ground, riddled with bullets which had come 
no one knew whence. This useless, dangerous military pro- 
menade across the battlefield was altogether exasperating. At 
last, however, at about one o’clock, he realised that the com- 
manders had decided to get them killed in a decent fashion, 
at any rate. The whole of General Margueritte’s division, 
three regiments of Chasseurs d'Afrique, one of Chasseurs de 
France, and one of Hussars had just been assembled in a fold 
of the ground, on the left of the road, and slightly below the 
Calvary. The trumpets had sounded ‘ Dismount,’ and the 
officers thereupon gave orders to tighten the girths and secure 
the kits. 

Prosper dismounted, stretched himself, and fondled Zephyr 
with his hand. Poor Zephyr! he was as stultified as his 
master, quite worn out by the stupid life he was led. Besides, 
he carried such a multitude of things: First, there was the 
linen in the holsters, and the cloak rolled up above them ; 
then the blouse, the overalls, and the haversack, with every- 
thing required for grooming, behind the saddle ; and in addi- 
tion there was the provision bag thrown across the horse’s 
back, without mentioning the goat-skin, the water-can, and 
the mess-tin. The Chasseur’s heart was flooded with tender 
compassion for his steed as he tightened the girth and made 
sure that all the paraphernalia on his back was properly secured. 

It was a trying moment. Prosper, who was not more of a 
coward than his comrades, felt his mouth quite parched, and 
lighted a cigarette. When orders are given to charge, each 
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man may fairly say: ‘It’s all up with me this time ;’ so few, 
indeed, are the chances in his favour. 

Some five or six minutes went by, and the men told one 
another that General Margueritte had gone forward to recon- 
noitre the ground. Meantime, they waited. The five regi- 
ments had been assembled in three columns ; each column was 
seven squadrons deep, so there would be plenty of food for the 
enemy’s cannon. 

All at once the trumpets sounded: ‘To horse!’ And 
almost immediately afterwards another command rang out: 
‘ Draw swords !’ 

The colonel of each regiment had already galloped forward, 
taking up his regulation position—at seven-and-twenty yards 
in advance of the front. The captains were at their places at 
the head of their men. Then the spell of waiting began again, 
amid death-like silence. No longer a sound, not even the 
faintest breath was heard under the fierce sun. The men’s 
hearts alone were beating. But another command, the last, 
and then this motionless mass would spring forward, and rush 
onward with the speed of a tempest. 

At that moment, however, a mounted officer, wounded and 
supported by two men, appeared upon the hill-crest. At first 
he was not recognised ; then a roar resounded, swelling into 
a furious clamour. It was General Margueritte, whose cheeks 
had been transpierced by a bullet, and who was destined to 
die of his wound. He was unable to speak, but he waved his 
arm towards the enemy. 

The clamour was still increasing : ‘Our general! Ven- 
geance ! vengeance !’ 

Thereupon the colonel of the first regiment raised his 
sabre in the air, and cried in a voice like thunder : ‘ Charge !’ 

The trumpets sounded and the mass started off, first of all 
at a trot. Prosper was in the front rank, but almost at the 
end of the right wing. The greatest danger is in the centre, 
upon which the enemy instinctively directs his more violent 
fire. When they had reached the crest of the Calvary and 
were beginning to descend the other slope, in the direction of 
the broad plain, Prosper could distinctly see, a thousand 
yards ahead of him, the Prussian squares against which they 
were being hurled. He trotted along, however, as though in 
a dream, with the undulations of a sleeping being, feeling 
light and buoyant, and with his brain so empty that he had 
no idea of anything, He had become a mere machine worked 
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by an irresistible power. Orders were repeated for the men 
to keep as close together as possible, knee to knee, so that 
they might acquire the resistive strength of granite. And as 
the trot became swifter and changed into a desperate gallop, 
the Chasseurs d’Afrique in Arab fashion began raising savage 
yells which maddened their horses. It soon became a dia- 
bolical race, at hellish speed, and as an accompaniment to the 
furious gallop and the ferocious howls there resounded the 
crackling of the fusillade, the bullets striking the cans and 
pans of the advancing squadrons, the brass on the uniforms of 
the men and on the harness of the horses, with the loud pit-a- 
pat of hail. And through this hail swept the shells—the 
hurricane of wind and thunder which shook the ground and 
impregnated the sunlight with a stench akin to that of burn- 
ing wool and sweating beasts. 

At five hundred yards from the foe a furious eddy, sweep- 
ing everything away, threw Prosper from his horse. He 
caught Zephyr by the mane, however, and managed to get 
into the saddle again. Riddled and broken by the fusillade, 
the centre had just given way, and the two wings were whirl- 
ing round, falling back to re-form and rush forward once 
more. This was the fatal, foreseen annihilation of the first 
squadron. The fallen horses barred the ground ; some had 
been struck dead on the spot; others were struggling in 
violent throes ; and dismounted soldiers could be seen running 
hither and thither at the full speed of their little legs in search 
of other horses. The dead were already strewing the plain, 
and many riderless chargers continued galloping, coming back 
to the ranks of their own accord so that they might return at 
a mad pace to the fight, as though the powder fascinated them. 
The charge was resumed ; the second squadron swept on with 
growing fury, the men bending low over their horses’ necks, 
with their sabres on a level with the knee, ready to strike. 
Another couple of hundred yards were covered amid a deafen- 
ing, tempestuous clamour. Yet again did the bullets make a 
gap in the centre, men and horses fell, arresting the onslaught 
with the inextricable obstruction of their corpses. And thus, 
in its turn, was the second squadron mowed down, annihilated, 
leaving the front place to those that followed behind it. 

When, with heroic obstinacy, the third charge was made, 
Prosper found himself mixed up with some Hussars and 
Chasseurs de France. The regiments were mingling ; there 
was now only a huge wave of horsemen which incessantly 
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broke and re-formed, carrying whatever it met along with it. 
Prosper no longer had any idea of anything ; he had surren- 
dered himself to his horse, brave Zephyr, whom he was so 
fond of, and who seemed maddened by a wound in the ear. 
At present he was in the centre ; other horses reared and fell 
around him ; some men were thrown to the ground as by a 
hurricane, whilst others, though shot dead, remained in the 
saddle, and continued charging, showing but the whites of 
their eyes. And, this time, again, another two hundred 
yards having been covered, the stubble in the rear of the 
squadrons was littered with dead and dying. There were 
some whose heads had sunk deep into the soil. Others, who 
had fallen on their backs, gazed at the great round sun with 
terrified eyes starting from their sockets. Then there was a 
big black horse, an officer’s charger, whose belly had been 
ripped open, and who vainly strove to rise with the hoofs of 
both forelegs caught in his entrails. Whilst the foe re- 
doubled his fire, the wings whirled once again, and fell back, 
to return, however, to the charge with desperate fury. 

It was, indeed, only the fourth squadron, at the fourth 
onslaught, that reached the Prussian lines. Prosper, with 
his sabre uplifted, smote the helmets and the dark uniforms 
that he saw through the smoky mist. Blood flowed, and on 
noticing that Zephyr’s mouth was ensanguined, he imagined that 
it was through having bitten the foe. So frightful was the 
clamour becoming, that he could no longer hear himself shout, 
and yet his throat was being almost torn away by the yells 
that issued from it. Behind the first Prussian line, however, 
there was yet another one, then another, and then another. 
Heroism remained of no avail; those deep masses of men 
were like lofty herbage amid which horses and horsemen dis- 
appeared. Mow them down as you might, there were always 
thousands left standing. The firing continued with such in- 
tensity, the muzzles of the needle guns were so close, that, 
uniforms were set on fire. All foundered, sank down among 
the bayonets ; chests were transpierced, and skulls were split. 
Two-thirds of those regiments of horsemen were to remain on 
the field, and of that famous charge there would abide but 
the memory of the glorious madness of having attempted it. 
And, all at once, Zephyr, in his turn, was struck by a bullet 
full in the chest, and fell to the ground, crushing under him 
Prosper’s right thigh, the pain of which was so acute that the 
Chasseur fainted. 
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Maurice and Jean, who had been watching the heroic 
gallop of the squadrons, gave vent to a cry of rage: ‘Thunder! 
Bravery’s not a bit of good.’ 

And then they continued discharging their chassepots, on 
their haunches behind the bushes of the little hillock, where 
they and their comrades were scattered in skirmishing order. 
Rochas himself had picked up a gun and joined in the firing. 
This time, however, the plateau of Illy was well lost, the 
Prussian troops were invading it from all sides. It must now 
have been about two o’clock, the junction of the hostile forces 
was at last being effected, the Fifth Corps and the Prussian 
Guard were meeting and buckling the belt. 

All at once Jean was thrown to the ground. ‘I’m done 
for,’ he stammered. 

A heavy blow, like that of a hammer, had struck him on 
the crown of the head, and his cap, torn and carried off, was 
lying behind him. He at first thought that his skull was 
split, that his brain was bare, and for a few seconds he dared 
not raise his hand to the spot, feeling certain he should find a 
hole there. Then, having ventured to do so, he drew away 
his hands and found them red with a thick flow of blood. 
And the pain was so great that he fainted. 

At that same moment Rochas gave orders to fall back. 
A Prussian company was now no more than two or three 
hundred yards distant. If they remained they would be 
caught. ‘Don’t hurry, though,’ said he, ‘turn on the way 
and fire another shot. We will rally behind that low wall.’ 

Maurice, however, was in despair. ‘We are surely not 
going to leave our corporal here, sir ?’ 

‘But what can be done if his account’s settled ?’ 

‘No, no ; he still breathes. Let’s carry him.’ 

Rochas shrugged his shoulders as though to say that they 
could not encumber themselves with every man who fell. 
Then Maurice turned supplicatingly to Pache and Lapoulle : 
‘Come,’ said he, ‘lend mea hand. I’m not strong enough by 
myself.’ 

But they did not listen to him, did not hear him ; the in- 
stinct of self-preservation was so absorbing that neither had 
thought for any but himself. They were already gliding along 
on their knees, disappearing at a gallop in the direction of the 
low wall. And now the Prussians were only a hundred yards 
away. 


Shedding tears of rage, Maurice, who had remained alone 
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with Jean, took him in his arms and endeavoured to carr 
him off. But he was indeed too weak, too : i 

; puny, exhausted 
moreover by fatigue and anguish. Almost at the first step 
he staggered and fell with his burden. If he could only have 
seen a bearer! He looked about him wildly, fancied he 
could distinguish some bearers among the fugitive soldiers 
and waved his arm to them. But nobody came. Then, col- 
lecting all his remaining strength, he again took up Jean, and 
succeeded in carrying him some thirty paces, when a shell 
having exploded near them, he fancied it was all over, and 
that he also was about to die on his comrade’s body. 

He slowly picked himself up, felt himself, found himself 
unscathed, without a scratch. Why did he not flee? There 
was still time ; he could reach the wall in a few bounds, and 
that would mean salvation. Fear was coming back again, 
distracting him, and he was on the point of rushing away, 
when bonds, stronger even than death, held him back. No! 
it was impossible ; he could not abandon Jean. It would have 
made him bleed from every pore; the fraternity that had 
sprung up between that peasant and himself extended to the 
depths of his being, to the very roots of life. Its origin 
might have been traced back, perhaps, to the first days of the 
world ; for it was as though there had been but two men left 
in all creation, one of whom could not part from the other 
without parting from himself. 

If Maurice had not eaten that crust of bread amid the 
shells, an hour previously, he would never have found the 
strength to do that which he now did. Later on, moreover, 
he was unable to recollect how he had accomplished it. He 
must have lifted Jean on to his shoulders, have dragged him- 
self along, have halted and set out afresh a score of times 
amid the stubble and the bushes, stumbling over each stone 
he encountered, but still and ever setting himself upon his 
legs again. He was sustained by an unconquerable will, a 
resistive power that would have enabled him to carry a moun- 
tain. When he at last got behind the wall, he there again 
found Rochas and the few remaining men of the company, 
who were still firing, defending the colours which the sub- 
lieutenant was carrying under his arm. 

No line of retreat had been indicated to the different army 
corps for adoption in the event of a defeat. This lack of 
foresight and the prevailing confusion left each general free 


to act as he pleased, and now they all found themselves 
T 
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thrown back on Sedan, within the formidable embrace of the 
victorious German armies. The Seventh Corps’ Second Divi- 
sion was retiring in fairly good order, but the remnants of its 
other divisions, mingled with the remnants of the First Corps, 
were already rolling towards the town in a fearful mob—a 
torrent of rage and fright, in which men and horses were 
swept along. 

Just then, however, Maurice was delighted to see Jean 
opening his eyes. He wished to wash his face for him, and 
as he was hastening to arill near by, he was greatly astonished 
when, on his right hand, in the depths of a secluded valley, 
sheltered by rugged slopes, he again espied the same peasant 
whom he had seen in the morning, and who was still leisurely 
turning up the sod, guiding his plough drawn by a big white 
horse. Why should a day be lost? Corn would not cease 
growing, nor would the human race cease living simply because 
it pleased some men to fight. 


CHAPTER VI 


THE WHITE FLAG—THE HORRORS OF AN AMBULANCE 


At last, up above on the lofty terrace, whither he had climbed 
to obtain some idea of the situation, Delaherche again became 
excited by impatience to know what was happening. He saw 
very well that the shells were passing over the town, and 
realised that the three or four, which had burst through some 
of the surrounding roofs, could merely be infrequent replies 
to the fire of the Palatinate fort, so slack and inefticacious. 
But he distinguished nothing of the battle, and experienced 
a pressing desire for information which was quickened by 
the dread that he might lose both fortune and life in the 
catastrophe. So he went down, leaving the telescope up 
there, levelled upon the German batteries. 

Once below, however, the sight which the central garden 
of the factory presented momentarily arrested his steps. It 
was nearly one o’clock, and the wounded were crowding into 
the ambulance. There was already a deficiency of the. <eeus 
lation conveyances, both of the two and the four wheelers : 
and ammunition and forage waggons, vans for the transport 
of matériel, in fact, whateyer yehicles it had been possible to 
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requisition on the battlefield, now made their appearance. 
Eventually there even came tilted and other carts belonging 
_ to cultivators, taken from farms, and to which stray horses 
had been harnessed. And heaped together in all these vehi- 
cles were the men who had been picked up and summarily 
attended to by the field ambulance. Frightful was the un- 
loading of these poor fellows, some greenly pallid, and others 
violet from congestion. Many of them had fainted, and 
others were raising shrill plaints. Some, who were struck 
with stupor, surrendered themselves to the attendants with a 
look of terror, whilst a few expired as soon as touched, unable 
to endure the slightest shaking. To such a degree was the 
ambulance being invaded that in another moment there would 
not remain a single unoccupied mattress in the spacious 
drying-hall, and Surgeon-Major Bouroche was accordingly 
ordering the attendants to utilise the large litter of straw 
which he had spread at one end of the structure. As yet, 
however, he and his assistants sufficed for the requisite opera- 
tions. He had merely asked that a second table, with a mat- 
tress and some oilcloth, might be placed in the shed where he 
operated. Here an assistant swiftly applied a napkin dipped 
in chloroform to the patient’s nose; the narrow steel blades 
flashed before the eyes ; the saws gave out a faint rasping 
sound, and the blood flowed in sudden spurts, instantly 
arrested. The wounded were brought in and carried away 
amid a rapid coming-and-going, time being scarcely allowed 
for wiping the oilcloth with a sponge. And at the farther 
end of the lawn, behind a clump of laburnums, it had been 
necessary to form a kind of charnel-place where the attendants 
disembarrassed themselves of the dead, and whither they also 
went to throw the amputated legs and arms, all the remnants 
of flesh and bones remaining on the tables. 

Old Madame Delaherche and Gilberte, seated under one 
of the lofty trees, could no longer roll bands enough, and 
Bouroche, who passed by with his face flaming and his apron 
already crimson with blood, threw a packet of linen to Dela- 
herche, exclaiming: ‘Here ! do something, make yourself 
useful.’ 

‘Excuse me,’ protested the manufacturer, ‘but I must go 
out for news ; we no longer know whether we arealive.’ And 
then, lightly touching his wife’s hair with his lips, ‘ My poor 
Gilberte,’ he added, ‘to think that a shell might set every- 
thing on fire here, It’s frightful !’ . 

5 T 
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She was very pale, and raising her head, glanced around 
her with a shudder. But that involuntary, invincible smile 
of hers speedily came back to her lips: ‘ Yes, frightful!’ she 
said, ‘all those men whom they are cutting up. It’s a 
wonder that I can stay here without fainting.’ 

Old Madame Delaherche had looked at her son as he 
kissed his wife’s hair, and had made a gesture as though to 
push him aside, for she thought of that other man by whom 
that same hair must also have been kissed. Her old hands 
trembled, however, and she let them fall, murmuring : ‘ How 
much suffering, good Lord! One forgets one’s own.’ 

Delaherche then went off, explaining that he should 
speedily return with positive information. As soon as he was 
in the Rue Maqua he was surprised at the number of soldiers 
who were already returning from the field without their 
weapons, and with their uniforms in shreds, soiled with dust. 
He could not, however, obtain any precise details from those 
whom he endeavoured to question. Some, who were quite 
stupefied, replied that they didn’t know ; whilst others had 
such a deal to relate, and gesticulated so furiously, and talked 
so extravagantly, that they resembled madmen. He there- 
upon directed his steps once more towards the Sub-Prefecture, 
thinking to himself that all the news must flow thither. As 
he was crossing the Place du Collége, a couple of guns, doubt- 
less the only remaining pieces of some battery, came up at a 
gallop, and stranded beside the footway. On reaching the 
High Street he had to acknowledge that the town was be- 
coming quite crowded with fugitives. Three dismounted 
Hussars were sitting in a doorway, dividing a loaf of bread ; 
two others were slowly leading their horses by the bridle, at a 
loss for a stable where they might tether them ; officers, too, 
were running wildly hither and thither, looking as if they did 
not know where they were going. On the Place Turenne a 
sub-lieutenant advised Delaherche not to linger there, for the 
shells were falling very frequently, a splinter of one of them 
having just broken the railing around the statue of the great 
captain, the victor of the Palatinate. And, as Delaherche 
was swiftly gliding along the Rue de la Sous-Préfecture, he 
saw a couple of projectiles explode, with a frightful crash, on 
the bridge spanning the Meuse. 

Reaching the Sub-Prefecture, he was standing in front of 
the porter’s lodge, seeking a pretext to ask for one of the 
aides-de-cammp and question him, when a youthful voice called 
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him by name: ‘Monsieur Delaherche! come in quick ; it’s 
anything but pleasant outside.’ 

The speaker was Rose, his work-girl, whom he had not 
thought of. Thanks to her, however, every door would be 
opened to him. He entered the lodge and accepted a seat. 

‘Just fancy,’ began Rose, ‘all this business has made 
mother quite ill; she’s in bed and can’t get up. So there’s 
only me, you see, for father is at the citadel, being a National 
Guard. A little while ago the Emperor again wanted to 
show his bravery, for he went out again and was able to get 
to the end of the street, as far as the bridge. But then a 
shell fell in front of him, and the horse of one of his equerries 
was killed. And so he came back again—not surprising, is 
it? What would you have him do 9’ 

‘Then you know how we are situated— what do the 
officers say ?’ 

She gave him a look of astonishment. Amid all these 
abominations, but little of which she understood, she bustled 
about assiduously, retaining her gay freshness, with her fine 
hair and her clear eyes, the eyes of the child she was. ‘No, 
I know nothing,’ she said ; ‘at twelve o’clock I took up a letter 
for Marshal MacMahon. The Emperor was with him. They 
remained shut up together for nearly an hour, the marshal in 
bed, and the Emperor on a chair close to the mattress. I 
know that, because I saw them when the door was opened.’ 

‘What were they saying ?’ 

She again looked at him, and could not help laughing. 

‘Why, I don’t know,’ she answered. ‘How could I 
know? Nobody in the world knows what they said to one 
another.’! 

That was true, and Delaherche made a gesture as though 
to apologise for his foolish question. Still the idea of that 
supreme conversation worried him ; how interesting it must 
have been! What decision could they have come to ? 

‘ And now,’ added Rose, ‘the Emperor has gone back into 
his private room, where he’s conferring with two generals 
who arrived just now from the battlefield.’ She paused and 
glanced towards the house-steps : ‘Look! here comes one of 
the generals—and look ! here’s the other.’ 


1 For enlightenment on this point and many others we must wait 
for the publication of Marshal MacMahon’s memoirs, the portion of 
which dealing with the Franco-German war was written some years 
ago, three copies of it being then printed for private use.—Trans. 
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Delaherche hastily stepped out of the lodge and recognised 
Generals Douay and Ducrot, whose horses were waiting. He 
watched them get into the saddle again and gallop off. After 
the abandonment of the.plateau of Illy, each, on his own side, 
had hastened into the town to warn the Emperor that the 
battle was lost. They furnished him with precise details of 
the situation ; the army and Sedan were now completely en- 
veloped, and the disaster would prove frightful. 

For a few minutes the Emperor walked up and down his 
room in silence, with the wavering step of a sick man. The 
only person there besides himself was an aide-de-camp, stand- 
ing erect and silent near a door.. And, with a disfigured face 
which was now twitching with a nervous tic, Napoleon kept 
pacing to and fro between the chimney-piece and the window. 
His back appeared to have become more bent, as though a 
world had fallen upon it ; and his dim eyes, veiled by their 
heavy lids, bespoke the resignation of the fatalist who has 
played and lost his final game with Destiny. Each time, how- 
ever, that he reached the window, set ajar, he gave a start 
which, for a second, made him pause ; and during one of those 
brief halts he raised a trembling hand and muttered : ‘Oh! 
those guns, those guns! one has heard them ever since the 
morning.’ 

From that spot, indeed, the roaring of the batteries of the 
Marfée and Frénois hills reached the ear with extraordinary 
violence—it was a rolling thunder, which not merely rattled 
the window panes, but shook the very walls, a stubborn, in- 
cessant, exasperating uproar. And the Emperor must have 
reflected that the struggle was henceforth a hopeless one, that 
all resistance was becoming a crime. What could it avail, 
why should more blood be spilt, more limbs be shattered, more 
heads be carried off, more and more dead. be ever and ever 
added to those already scattered across the country-side ? 
Since they, the French, were vanquished, since it was all over, 
why continue the massacre any longer? Sufficient abomina- 
tion and suffering already cried out aloud under the sun. 

Once more did the Emperor reach the window, and again 
he began to tremble, with his hands raised : ‘Oh! those guns, 
those guns! Will they never stop ?’ 

Perhaps the terrible thought of his responsibility was 
arising within him, with a vision of the thousands of bleeding 
corpses stretched upon the ground over yonder, through his 
fault. Perhaps, though, it was but the melting of his heart— 
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the pitiful heart of a dreamer, of a man in reality good-natured 
and haunted by humanitarian notions. And albeit Fate had 
dealt him this frightful blow—which was crushing and sweep- 
ing away his fortune as though it were but a bit of straw—he 
yet found tears for others, was distracted that this useless 
butchery should still continue, and lacked the strength to 
endure it any longer. That villanous cannonade was now 
rending his breast, at each moment increasing his agony. 

‘Oh ! those guns, those guns! Make them stop firing at 
once—at once.’ 

And then this Emperor, who, having confided his powers 
to the Empress-Regent, no longer had any throne ; this 
generalissimo, who, since he had surrendered the supreme 
command to Marshal Bazaine, no longer commanded, awoke 
once more to the exercise of his power—to the irresistible 
needment of being the master for the last time. Since his 
stay at Chalons he had kept in the background, had not given 
an order ; content, in his resignation, to become nothing more 
than a nameless and cumbersome inutility, a troublesome 
parcel carried along among the baggage train of the troops. 
And it was only in the hour of defeat that the emperor again 
awoke within him ; the first, the only order that he was yet 
to give, in the scared compassion of his heart, was to hoist the 
white flag upon the citadel to beg a truce. 

‘Oh ! those guns, thoseguns! Take a sheet, a table-cloth, 
no matter what! Run quickly, tell them to stop those guns !’ 

The aide-de-camp hastily left the room, and the Emperor 
continued his wavering march from the chimney-piece to the 
window, whilst the batteries kept on thundering, shaking the 
house from top to bottom. 

Delaherche was still talking with Rose when a sergeant, 
on duty at the Sub-Prefecture, ran into the lodge: ‘Ma- 
demoiselle,’ said he, ‘we can’t find anything. I can’t see a 
servant anywhere. Do you happen to have any linen—a piece 
of white linen 4’ 

‘Will a napkin do ?’ 

‘No, no; that wouldn’t be large enough. Half a sheet 
would do.’ 

Rose, ever obliging, had already darted to the wardrobe. 
‘J haven’t any half-sheets,’ said she. ‘A large piece of white 
linen—no, I don’t see anything that would suit you—Oh ! 
would you like a table-cloth 9’ 

‘A table-cloth ? Nothing could be better ; that’s exactly 
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what we want.’ And ashe turned to go he added: ‘ We are 
going to make a white flag of it, and hoist it on the citadel, to 
ask for peace. Much obliged, mademoiselle.’ 

Delaherche gave a start of involuntary delight. At last, 
then, they were going to have quietness. It occurred to him, 
however, that his joy was unpatriotic, and he restrained it. 
Nevertheless his lightened heart beat quickly, and he eagerly 
watched a colonel and a captain, who, followed by the sergeant, 
were now coming out of the Sub-Prefecture with hasty steps. 
The colone] was carrying the table-cloth, rolled up, under his 
arm. It occurred to Delaherche to follow them, and he took 
leave of Rose, who was quite proud of having provided that 
cloth. Just then it struck two o’clock. 

In front of the town-hall Delaherche was hustled by a 
stream of haggard soldiers coming from the Faubourg of La 
Cassine. He lost sight of the colonel, and thereupon re- 
nounced his intention of going to see the hoisting of the white 
flag. He would certainly not be allowed to enter the keep ; 
and besides, on hearing some people say that shells were fall- 
ing on the college, he was once more filled with anxiety. 
Perhaps his factory had caught fire during his absence. There- 
upon he darted off again, possessed by a feverish desire to be 
on the move, which he endeavoured to satisfy by running 
through the streets. Groups of people barred his way, how- 
ever ; at each crossing there were fresh obstacles. It was 
only on reaching the Rue Maqua that he gave a sigh of 
relief, on finding that the monumental front of his house was 
intact, that neither a puff of smoke nor a spark of fire was to 
be seen. He went in and called out to his mother and his 
wife : ‘ Things are going all right ; they are hoisting the white 
flag, so the firing will soon be over,’ 

Then he stopped short, for the scene which the ambulance 
presented was really terrible. Not only was every mattress 
occupied in the spacious drying-room, the door of which was 
open, but there no longer remained any space even on the 
litter of straw spread out at one end of the building. More 
straw was now being laid between the beds: the wounded 
were being closely packed, one beside the other. There were 
already more than a couple of hundred of them, and others 
were still arriving. A white light streamed from the broad 
windows upon all this accumulation of human suffering. | At 
times there arose some involuntary cry occasioned by too 
sudden a movement ; and now and again the rattle of the 
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death pangs was wafted through the moist atmosphere. From 
one end of the room there long resounded a continuous, gentle, 
aJmost musical wail. Then the silence became deeper, like a 
kind of resigned stupor, like the oppressive mournfulness of a 
death room, broken only by the steps and whispers of the 
attendants. The wounds, most of which had been hastily 
dressed on the battlefield, though some had remained bare, 
untended, were displayed in all their distressful horror, amid 
shreds of torn capotes and trousers. Feet were stretched out, 
still booted, but crushed and bleeding. Inert limbs dangled 
from knees and elbows which had been smashed as though by 
blows of a hammer. There were broken hands and hanging 
fingers, too, sustained by mere strips of skin. Most numerous, 
apparently, were the fractured legs and arms, stiffened by pain 
and as heavy as lead ; but the disquieting wounds were especi- 
ally those that had opened up the stomach, the chest, or the 
head. Blood was flowing from flanks that had been fright- 
fully lacerated ; bowels had become knotted under upraised 
skin ; some men, through their loins being gashed and hacked, 
were twisted into frightfully distorted postures. Some lungs 
had been perforated through and through with so small a hole 
that no blood flowed ; others had a gaping aperture whence 
life was ebbing in a red stream ; and there were men, too, 
who suddenly became delirious and black, killed all at once 
by internal hemorrhage. The heads had suffered yet more 
severely than the bodies ; jaws had been smashed, teeth and 
tongue formed but a bloody mixture ; eyes had been driven 
half out of their torn sockets ; skulls had been split open, and 
cerebral substance was visible. All those whose brains or 
marrow had been touched by the projectiles lay like corpses, 
in the prostration of coma; whilst others, the fractured, the 
feverish ones, moved restlessly and begged for water in low, 
supplicating voices. 

And in the shed close by, where the operations were per- 
formed, there were yet more horrors. In this first scramble, 
only the more urgent operations were proceeded with, those 
necessitated by the desperate condition of the wounded. 
Whenever there was any danger of hemorrhage Bouroche 
immediately began to amputate. And, in the same way, when 
the projectiles were lodged in any dangerous part, the base of 
the neck, the region of the axilla, the origin of the thigh, the 
bend of the elbow, or the knee joint, he did not spend time in 
feeling for them and removing them. The wounds which he 
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preferred to leave under observation, were simply dressed by 
the attendants in accordance with his instructions. For his 
own part he had already performed four amputations, spacing 
them out, resting himself, as it were, between these more serious 
operations by extracting a few bullets. And he was now 
beginning to feel tired, There were only two tables, his own 
and another, at which one of his assistants operated. A sheet 
had just been hung up between them, so that the men operated 
upon might not see one another. And, despite all the wash- 
ing with sponges, the tables remained blood-red, whilst the 
pails, which were emptied a few paces off over a bed of China 
asters, those pails, whose clear water a glassful of blood sufficed 
to dye, seemed to be pails of pure blood—blood flung in a 
splashing, drenching shower over the flowers of the lawn. 
And, although the air freely circulated in the open shed, a 
nauseous stench now arose from the tables, linen and instru- 
ments there, mingling with a vague smell of chloroform. 

Pitiful at heart, Delaherche was shuddering with com- 
passion, when he felt interested at sight of a landau entering 
the porch. This carriage, the only vehicle, no doubt, that the 
men of the field ambulance had been able to find, was packed 
full of wounded. There were eight of them inside it, one atop 
of another ; and when, in the last man who was lifted out, 
the manufacturer recognised Captain Beaudoin, he raised a ery 
of mingled terror and surprise : ‘Oh! my poor friend! Wait 
a moment, I will call my mother and my wife.’ 

They hastened to the spot, leaving a couple of servant- 
girls to continue making the linen-rollers. The attendants, 
who had taken the captain out of the carriage, carried him 
into the drying-room, and were about to lay him on some 
straw there, when, upon one of the mattresses, Delaherche 
perceived a soldier with ashy face and open eyes, who no 
longer stirred. 

‘T say, that fellow’s dead !’ the manufacturer exclaimed. 

‘So he is,’ muttered an attendant. ‘We'll get rid of him 
and make room for that officer.’ Thereupon he and a comrade 
took up the corpse and carried it to the charnel-place behind 
the laburnums. There were already a dozen dead men lying 
there, stiffened in the last rattle, some with their feet stretched 
out as though distended by suffering, others all awry, twisted 
into atrocious postures. ‘There were some showing only the 
whites of their eyes, and sneering, with their lips turned out- 
wardly and displaying their white teeth ; whilst several, upon 
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whose drawn, elongated faces there lingered a fearfully mourn- 
ful expression, were yet shedding big tears. One skinny, 
youthful little fellow, whose head had been split open, was 
convulsively pressing a woman’s portrait—a common, faded, 
blood-smeared photograph—to his heart. And, pell-mell, at 
the feet of the corpses, were piled the amputated legs and 
arms, everything that was cut away, hewn off on the operating 
tables—the parings of flesh and bone of a butcher’s shop, 
swept, as it were, into a corner. 

Gilberte had shuddered at sight of Captain Beaudoin. 
Good God! how pale he was, lying on that mattress there, 
his face quite white under the filth that soiled it. And she 
was frozen with appalment, remembering that but a few hours 
previously he had been full of life. She fell upon her knees: 
‘What a misfortune, my friend! But it’s nothing dangerous, 
is it?’ 

She had pulled out her handkerchief in a mechanical 
fashion, and wiped his face with it, unable to tolerate him in 
that dirty state, grimed with earth, gunpowder, and sweat. 
It seemed to her also that by cleansing him a little, she gave 
him some relief: ‘It is not dangerous, is it? It’s only your 
leg.’ 
Emerging from a kind of somnolence the captain painfully 
opened his eyes, and, recognising his friends, he tried to smile 
at them: ‘Yes, only my leg ; I did not even feel the blow, I 
thought I had slipped and was falling.’ He had to pause, for 
he could only speak with difficulty : ‘Oh! I’m so thirsty,’ he 
added, ‘so thirsty.’ 

Thereupon, old Madame Delaherche, who was leaning over 
him on the other side of the mattress, went off in all haste to 
fetch a glass and a decanter of water with which a small 
quantity of cognac had been mixed. And when the captain 
had eagerly drained the glass, she had to divide what remained 
in the decanter among the wounded near by ; every hand was 
outstretched, and ardent voices supplicated her. A Zouave, 
for whom there was none left, began to sob. 

Delaherche, meantime, was seeking an opportunity to speak 
to the major, in order that the captain might receive prompt 
attention. Bouroche had just come in with his bloody apron, 
his broad perspiring face and flaming leonine mane ; and, as 
he passed along, the men raised themselves up and tried to 
stop him, each burning with a desire to secure the next turn, 
anxious to be succoured and to learn his fate. 
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‘Me, monsiewr le major, me!’ they called. Faltering, 
prayerful voices pursued him, and fumbling fingers clutched 
at his clothes. Without listening 1o anyone, however, quite 
absorbed, breathing hard with fatigue, he decided how he 
would proceed with his work. He talked aloud, counted the 
men with his finger, numbered and classified them : this one, 
that one, and that other one ; numbers one, two, and three ; 
a jaw, an arm, anda thigh. Meantime, an assistant surgeon 
who accompanied him listened attentively, so that he might 
remember which men were to be brought, and in what order, 
into the operating shed. 

‘Major,’ said Delaherche, ‘there’s a captain here, Captain 
Beaudoin i 

‘What! Beaudoin here!’ interrupted Bouroche ; ‘poor 
devil !’ 

He posted himself in front of the wounded officer, and no 
doubt realised the gravity of the case at a glance, for without 
even stooping to examine the damaged leg he immediately 
added : ‘All right! he shall be brought to me at once, as 
soon as I’ve performed the operation which is being prepared.’ 

Thereupon he went back into the outhouse, followed by 
Delaherche, who did not want to lose sight of him for fear 
lest he should forget his promise. 

The disarticulation of a shoulder in accordance with 
Lisfrane’s ' method was this time in question, a pretty opera- 
tion as surgeons say, something elegant and prompt, lasting 
barely forty seconds from first to last. The patient was 
already being chloroformed, whilst an assistant caught hold of 
his shoulder with both hands ; the fingers under the arm-pit, 
the thumbs up above. Thereupon Bouroche, who was armed 
with a large, long knife, called out, ‘Set him up,’ grasped the 
deltoid, transfixed the arm and severed the muscle; then 
stepping back, he detached the articulation at one stroke, and 
the arm fell, amputated in three movements. The assistant 
had immediately stopped the axillary artery with his thumbs. 
‘Lay him down again,’ said Bouroche, laughing involuntarily 
as he proceeded with the ligation, for the operation had only 
taken him five-and-thirty seconds. All that now remained 
was to press the shreds of flesh down upon the wound like a 
shoulder strap. Altogether it was a pretty piece of work 
notably on account of the danger, for, by the axillary artery, 


‘ A celebrated French surgeon of the first half of the present cen} 
tury. — Trans. 
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a man may lose all his blood in three minutes ; besides which 
the life of a patient under the influence of chloroform is 
invariably imperilled when he is raised from a recumbent to a 
sitting posture. 

Frozen with horror, Delaherche had turned to go, but 
before he could do so the arm was already lying on the table. 
The man who had been amputated, a sturdy young peasant, 
emerged from his torpor and saw an attendant carrying his 
arm away, to throw it behind the laburnums. He hastily 
glanced at his shoulder, and, on seeing the bleeding stump, 
flew into a violent rage : ‘Good heavens! that’s a nice thing 
you've done !’ 

Bouroche, who was terribly tired, did not at first reply ; 
but at last in a good-natured way he said: ‘I did it for the 
best, I didn’t want you to kick the bucket, my boy. Besides, 
I asked you beforehand if you'd have it off, and you said 
“ves.” 

‘I said “yes”? I said “yes”? Did I know what you 
meant?’ Then, as his anger fell, he began shedding bitter 
tears, and gasped: ‘What shall I ever be able to do with 
myself now ?’ 

He was carried back to the litter of straw ; the oilcloth 
and the table were violently washed ; and the pailfuls of red 
water which were again flung across the lawn made the white 
bed of China asters quite bloody. 

Delaherche, however, felt astonished at still hearing the 
cannonade. Why did it not stop? Rose’s table-cloth must 
now be hoisted over the citadel. And yet it seemed as if the 
fire of the Prussian batteries were increasing in intensity. 
Such was the uproar, that one could no longer hear oneself ; 
the commotion shook the least nervous from head to foot, 
amid growing anguish. These shocks which tore away the 
heart were suited neither to amputators nor amputated. They 
upset, fevered the entire ambulance to the point of exasperation. 

‘But it was all finished ; so why do they keep on firing ?’ 
exclaimed Delaherche, listening anxiously, and imagining every 
second that the shot he heard would be the last. 

Then, as he turned to remind Bouroche of the captain, he 
was astonished to find the surgeon lying on his stomach atop 
of a truss of straw, with both arms bared to the shoulders and 
plunged in a couple of pails full of icy water. In this fashion 
was the major refreshing himself, for he was both physically 
and morally worn out, crushed, overwhelmed by immense sad- 
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ness and distress, experiencing one of those momentary agonies 
of the practitioner who realises his powerlessness. Bouroche, 
albeit, was a sturdy fellow, hard-skinned and stout-hearted. 
But the thought ‘what avails it?’ had flashed across his 
mind, and filled him with sorrow. He had been suddenly 
paralysed by the consciousness that he would never be able to 
accomplish everything ; that it was not given to him to do so. 
So of what use was it all, since Death was bound to prove the 
stronger 4 

Two attendants came up, with Captain Beaudoin on a 
stretcher. ‘Here’s the captain, major,’ Delaherche ventured 
to say. 

Bouroche opened his eyes, took his arms out of the pails, 
shook them, and wiped them in the straw. Then, raising 
himself on his knees: ‘ Yes, dash it!’ said he; ‘come, come, 
the day is by no means over.’ 

He was already getting up, shaking his lion-like head and 
tawny hair; set erect again by habit and imperious disci- 
pline. Gilberte and Madame ‘Delaherche had followed the 
stretcher, and when the captain had been laid on the oilcloth- 
covered mattress, they still lingered there, standing just a few 
paces away. 

‘Good! it’s above the right ankle,’ said Bouroche, who 
talked a good deal by way of occupying the minds of his 
patients. ‘That’s not so bad. Wounds there can be cured— 
Pll examine it.’ 

It was evident, however, that Beaudoin’s state of torpor 
preoccupied him. On looking at the provisional dressing—a 
simple band tightened and secured to the trousers by a bayonet 
sheath—he began growling between his teeth, asking what 
fool was responsible for that. Suddenly, however, he became 
silent again. The truth had just dawned upon him. During 
the transport, no doubt—in the landau packed full of wounded 
the bandage had loosened and slipped, ceasing to compress 
the wound, so that an abundant loss of blood had ensued. 

Guessing this, Bouroche—by way of venting his feelings— 
flew into a violent rage with an attendant who was helping 
him. ‘You dawdler ; make haste with that cutting,’ he 
shouted, 

The captain’s trousers and drawers, shoe and sock were 
thereupon cut open. First the leg, thei the foot appeared ; 
their wan nudity stained with blood. And above the ankle 
there was a frightful hole, into which a splinter of a shell had 
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driven a shred of red cloth. A swelling of lacerated flesh, a 
protuberance of the muscle emerged in a pulpous state from 
the wound. 

Gilberte had to lean against one of the posts supporting 
the roof of the shed. Ah! that flesh, that flesh so soft and 
white, now bleeding and mangled! Despite her horror, she 
could not turn her eyes away from it. 

‘The devil!’ said Bouroche, ‘they’ve put you in a nice 
state !’ 

He felt the foot and found it cold; no beat of the pulse 
could be detected. His face had become very grave, and his 
lips were drawn down, as always happened when he found 
himself confronted by a disquieting case. ‘The devil!’ he 
repeated, ‘ that foot’s bad.’ 

Roused from his somnolence by anxiety, the captain looked 
at him, waiting ; and ended by saying: ‘Do you think so, 
major ?’ 

Although amputation might be a matter of necessity, 
Bouroche’s system. was never to ask a wounded man point- 
blank for the customary authorisation. He preferred that 
the sufferer should, of his own accord, resign himself to the 
operation. ‘A bad foot,’ he muttered, as if he were thinking 
aloud ; ‘we can’t save it.’ 

‘Come, major, to the point,’ resumed Beaudoin, nervously ; 
‘what do you think of it ?’ 

‘J think you are a brave man, captain, and that you are 
going to let me do what must be done.’ 

Beaudoin’s paling eyes were dimmed by a kind of ruddy 
smoke. He had understood. However, despite the insup- 
portable fear that was throttling him, he replied simply, like a 
gallant man: ‘ Do it, major.’ 

The preparations did not take long. The assistant, who 
had already dipped the napkin in chloroform, immediately ap- 
plied it to the patient’s nose. Then, at the moment when the 
slight agitation preceding anesthesia manifested itself, two 
attendants slid the captain along the mattress so that his legs 
might project beyond it ; and, whilst one of them held up the 
left leg, an assistant-surgeon, seizing hold of the right one, 
grasped it tightly with both hands, at the origin of the thigh 
for the purpose of compressing the artery. 

On seeing Bouroche approach with his narrow blade, 
Gilberte felt she could endure no more: ‘No, no, it’s too 
dreadful !’ 
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She felt faint, and leant upon the arm which Madame De- 
laherche held out to prevent her from falling. 

‘Why do you stop, then ?’ 

However, they both remained there ; averting their heads, 
it is true, not wishing to see any more, and standing motion- 
less and trembling, pressed close to one another, despite the 
little affection there was between them. 

At no other time that day did the cannon thunder so 
loudly as it thunderednow. It was three o'clock, and Dela- 
herche, disappointed, exasperated, declared the uproar to be 
incomprehensible. Far from ceasing their fire, the German 
batteries were redoubling it. Why? What could be taking 
place? It was a hellish bombardment ; the ground shook, the 
very atmosphere seemed on fire. The belt of artillery en- 
circling Sedan, the eight hundred guns of the German armies, 
were firing simultaneously, ravaging all the surrounding fields 
with continuous thunderbolts ; and a couple of hours of this 
converging fire directed centreward from all the encompassing 
heights would suffice to burn and pulverise the town. The 
situation was serious, for shells were again beginning to fall on 
the houses. The detonations were heard more and more fre- 
quently. One shell burst in the Rue des Voyards. Another 
chipped a corner off the high factory chimney, and some 
fragments of brick and cement fell just outside the operating- 
shed. 

Bouroche raised his eyes, and growled : ‘Do they want to 
finish off our wounded? That row is insupportable.’ 

In the meantime an attendant had caught hold of the 
captain’s wounded leg by the foot, and by a rapid circular 
incision the major now cut the skin below the knee, at a couple 
of inches from the point where he contemplated sawing the 
bone. Then, with the same narrow knife, which he did not 
exchange for another, since he wished to accomplish the opera- 
tion as speedily as possible, he detached the skin, raising it up 
all round, much in the fashion in which one peels an orange. 
Just as he was about to sever the muscles, however, an at- 
tendant approached him and whispered in his ear: ‘ Number 
two has dropped off.’ 

So frightful was the din that the major could not hear. 
‘Speak louder, will you? My ears are tingling with that 
cursed cannonade.’ 

‘Number two has dropped off,’ 

‘Who’s number two ?’ 
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‘The arm.’ 

ae !all right! Well, you'll bring me number three—the 
Then, with extraordinary skill, he at one stroke severed 
the muscles to the bone. He bared the tibia and the fibula, 
and, as a support, passed the three-tail compress between 
them. Then, with a single kerf of the saw, he lopped them 
off, the foot remaining in the hands of the attendant who was 
holding it. 

But little blood flowed, thanks to the pressure which the 
assistant was maintaining higher up, around the thigh ; and 
the ligation of the three arteries was swiftly accomplished. 
Nevertheless, the major shook his head ; and when his assist- 
ant had taken his hands away, he examined his work, and, 
certain that his patient could not as yet hear him, muttered : 
‘It’s a nuisance ; no blood comes from the little arteries.’ 

Then, with a wave of the hand, he completed his diagnosis : 
Another poor devil done for! Again upon his perspiring face 
appeared that expression of immense fatigue and sadness, that 
despair summed up in the words: ‘ Of what useisit?’ And, 
indeed, what did his labour avail since he did not succeed in 
saving four out of ten? However, he wiped his forehead, 
and having turned down the flesh of the captain’s stump, he 
began to sew the three sutures. 

Gilberte had just turned round, Delaherche having told 
her that it was finished, and that she could look. However, 
she caught sight of the captain’s foot as the attendant carried 
it of into the garden. The charnel-place was now becoming 
more and more crowded ; two more corpses were lying there, 
one with the mouth wide open and black, looking as though 
it were still howling ; the other shrunk by an abominable 
agony, reduced to the size of a puny, deformed child. The 
annoyance was that the pile of remnants was now stretching 
into the path near by. The attendant hesitated for a moment 
as to where he might fitly deposit the captain’s foot, but at 
last he made up his mind to throw it on the heap. 

‘Well, it’s all finished,’ said the major to Beaudoin, who 
was being roused ; ‘you're out of danger.’ 

The captain’s, however, was not that gladsome awakening 
which follows upon successful operations. He slightly raised 
himself, but fell back stammering in a feeble voice: ‘Thanks, 
major. I would rather it were all over.’ : 

However, he could feel the smart of the spirit dressing. 
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And just as the stretcher was being brought near, so that he 
might be carried back to his mattress,.a terrible detonation 
shook the entire factory ; a shell had burst behind the shed, 
in the little yard where the pump was. Several window- 
panes were smashed to pieces, and thick smoke poured into 
the ambulance. In the drying-room, panic raised the wounded 
up on their straw pallets, and all cried out in terror, and all 
were eager to flee. 

Delaherche rushed off in distraction to ascertain the 
extent of the damage. Were they now going to demolish 
his house, set it on fire? What could be happening? Why 
did they keep on firing when the Emperor wanted them to 
stop ? 

’D n! bestir yourselves!’ shouted Bouroche to his 
attendants, whom terror rooted to the spot. ‘Wash the 
table ; go and fetch me number three !’ 

The table was washed, and once again the pailfuls of red 
water were flung across the lawn. The bed of China asters had 
become a bloody hash—the chopped stalks and flowers were 
swimming in blood. And now, by way of relaxation, the 
major, having had number three brought to him, began 
searching for a bullet which, after shattering the inferior 
maxilla, must have lodged itself under the tongue. <A deal 
of blood was flowing, and made his fingers quite sticky. 

Captain Beaudoin was again lying on his mattress in the 
drying-room, Gilberte and her mother-in-law had followed 
the stretcher, and Delaherche himself came to chat for a 
moment, despite his agitation. ‘Keep quiet and rest your- 
self, captain,’ said he ; ‘we will have a room got ready, you 
shall stay with us.’ 

Amid his prostration, however, the captain awoke to a 
short interval of lucidity. ‘No,’ said he, ‘I really think I 
am going to die.’ And he gazed at the three of them, with 
dilated eyes full of the fear of death. 

‘Oh ! what are you saying, captain?’ murmured Gilberte, 
forcing herself to smile, though she felt quite frozen. ‘You 
will be up again in a month’s time.’ 

He shook his head, however ; and now he looked at her 
alone, with immense regret for life in his eyes, quailing at the 
thought that he must go off like that, before his time, and 
without having exhausted the delights of existence. 

‘I’m going to die, ’m going to die. Ah! it’s awful.’ 

Then all at once his glance fell on his soiled, torn uniform 
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and black hands, and it made him uncomfortable to find him- 
self in such a horrid state in the presence of ladies. He felt 
ashamed, too, of his self-abandonment ; and the thought that 
he was wanting in smartness restored to him a deal of bravery 
‘Well,’ he managed to resume, in a gay voice, ‘if I am to 
die, I should at least like to die with my hands clean. Would 
you have the kindness, madame, to dip a towel in some water 
and give it me ?’ 

Gilberte darted off, and on returning with the towel, in- 
sisted upon cleaning his hands for him. From that moment 
he displayed very great courage, desirous as he was that his 
end might be that of a well-bred man. Delaherche encou- 
raged him, and assisted his wife in arranging him in a becom- 
ing manner. And in presence of this dying man, on seeing 
husband and wife so assiduous in their attentions, old Madame 
Delaherche felt her rancour pass away. Once more would she 
keep silent, she who knew and had sworn to tell her son every- 
thing. But why plunge the house in affliction, since death 
was carrying away the sin ? 

The end came almost immediately. Captain Beaudoin, 
growing weaker and weaker, again fell into a state of pros- 
tration. An icy sweat streamed from his forehead and his 
neck. For a moment he reopened his eyes, and fumbled as 
though he were seeking a blanket, and drawing it up close to 
his chin, with a gentle, stubborn pull of his twisted hands : 
‘Oh ! I am so cold, so very cold.’ 

And he passed away, expired without a sob, his calm, 
wasted face retaining an expression of infinite sadness. 

Delaherche did not allow the corpse to be carried to the 
charnel-place, but saw to its being deposited in a coach-house ; 
and he then tried to induce Gilberte, who was sobbing, quite 
upset, to go back into the house. She declared, however, that 
she should feel too frightened if she remained alone, and that 
she preferred staying with her mother-in-law amid the bustle 
of the ambulance, which diverted her thoughts. She was 
already running off to give some water to a Chasseur d’Afrique 
delirious with fever, and to help dress the hand of a little 
Linesman, a recruit of twenty, who had come on foot from the 
battlefield. One of his thumbs had been carried away; and 
as he was a good-looking, comical fellow, who jested about 
his wound with the heedless air of a Parisian wag, she ended 
by getting quite lively in his company. 


The cannonade seemed to have become still more violent 
u2 
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whilst the captain was agonising ; a second shell had fallen in 
the garden, cutting down one of the centenarian trees. More- 
over, a conflagration of considerable magnitude had broken 
out in the Faubourg of La Cassine, and some terror-stricken 
people cried out that all Sedan was burning. It would be the 
end of everything if this bombardment were to continue for 
any length of time with such fearful violence. 

‘Tt’s incomprehensible. I’m going back!’ exclaimed 
Delaherche, at last, quite beside himself. 

‘Where to?’ asked Bouroche. 

‘Why, to the Sub-Prefecture, to ascertain whether the 
Emperor’s playing the fool with us when he talks of hoisting 
the white flag.’ 

For a few seconds the major remained dumbfounded by this 
idea of the white flag, defeat, and capitulation, which broke 
upon him amid his powerlessness to save the poor mangled 
fellows who were being brought to him in such numbers. He 
made a gesture of furious despair. ‘ Well, go to the devil !’ 
he shouted ; ‘we are none the less done for.’ 

Once outside, Delaherche experienced far greater difficulty 
than before in making his way through the groups of people, 
which were now much larger. The streets were every minute 
filling with the stream of disbanded soldiers. He questioned 
several of the officers he met, but none of them had seen the 
white flag upon the citadel. At last, however, a colonel de- 
clared that he had espied it there for an instant ; it had been 
taken down almost as soon as hoisted. That seemed to ex- 
plain everything ; either the Germans had not perceived it, 
or else, seeing it appear and disappear, they had realised that 
the last agony was at hand, and had thereupon redoubled 
their fire. Indeed, a story was already circulating of a general 
who, at sight of the flag, had flown into a mad rage, had rushed 
upon it, and torn it down with his own hands, breaking the 
staff and trampling the linen under foot. And thus the Prus- 
sian batteries were still firing ; the projectiles rained upon the 
roofs and the streets, houses were burning, and a woman had 
just had her head smashed, at the corner of the Place Turenne. 

On reaching the Sub-Prefecture, Delaherche did not find 
Rose in the lodge. Every door of the house was now open ; 
the rout was beginning. He entered and went upstairs, meet 
ing only a few scared people, none of whom inquired his busi- 
ness. Whilst he was hesitating on the first-floor landing, he 
came upon the young girl. j 
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‘Oh, Monsieur Delaherche, matters are getting much 
worse,’ said she. ‘There, make haste and look if you want to 
see the Emperor.’ 

A door on the left hand stood ajar, and, through the open- 
ing, one could perceive Napoleon III. who had resumed his 
wavering march from the chimney-piece to the window. He 
tramped up and down without a pause, despite his intolerable 
sufferings. 

An aide-de-camp had just entered the room—it was he 
who had carelessly left the door ajar—and the Emperor was 
heard asking in a voice enervated by wretchedness: ‘ But 
why are they still firing, monsieur, when I have had the white 
flag hoisted ?’ 

Still did he experience the same unbearable torment at 
sound of that cannonade which never ceased, but on the con- 
trary increased in violence every minute. It struck him in 
the heart each time that he drew near to the window. Still 
more blood, still more human lives destroyed through his fault ! 
Each minute added more corpses to the pile, to no purpose 
whatever. And, commiserative dreamer that he was, his 
whole being revolted at the thought of this slaughter ; and a 
dozen times already he had put the same despairing question 
to those who entered the room : ‘ But why are they still firing 
when I have had the white flag hoisted ?’ 

Delaherche did not manage to catch the muttered answer 
of the aide-de-camp. Besides, the Emperor had not paused 
in his walk. Faint though he felt each time that he reached 
the window, he yielded to the needment of returning thither. 
His pallor had increased, his long-drawn, mournful face, but 
imperfectly cleansed of the paint with which it had been 
brightened that morning, plainly told his agony. 

At that moment a vivacious little man, in a dusty uni- 
form, whom Delaherche recognised as General Lebrun, crossed 
the landing and pushed the door open, without waiting to 
be announced. And the Emperor’s anxious voice could imme- 
diately be distinguished, once more asking : ‘ But why, gene- 
ral, why are they still firing when I have had the white flag 
hoisted ?’ 

The aide-de-camp came out of the room and shut the 
door behind him, so that Delaherche could not even hear the 
general’s answer. All was blank again. : 

‘Ah!’ repeated Rose, ‘ things are getting bad, I can tell it 
by the gentlemen’s faces, It’s like my table-cloth, which I 
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shall never see again ; some say it has been torn up. After 
all, it’s the Emperor whom I pity the most, for he’s in a worse 
state even than the marshal. He would be far better in his 
bed than in that room, where he’s wearing himself out with 
walking.’ 

She was quite affected, and her pretty, fair face expressed 
sincere compassion ; for which very reason Delaherche, whose 
Bonapartist fervour had been sensibly cooling during the last 
two days, considered her rather foolish. He lingered with 
her downstairs, however, whilst watching for General Lebrun’s 
departure. And when the general came down he followed 
him. 

General Lebrun had explained to the Emperor that if he 
desired to ask for an armistice, a letter signed by the com- 
mander-in-chief of the French forces must be transmitted to 
the commander-in-chief of the German armies. He had then 
offered to write the letter in question and to start in search of 
General de Wimpffen, by whom it should be signed. And 
now he was carrying this letter away, and his only fear was 
that he might be unable to find Wimpffen, for he did not 
know on what part of the field he was. The crush by this 
time had become so great that he was compelled to walk his 
horse through Sedan, thus enabling Delaherche to follow him 
as far as the Ménil gate. 

Once on the highway, however, General Lebrun put his 
horse at a gallop, and as he was approaching Balan, he was 
lucky enough to perceive General de Wimpfien. A few 
minutes previously the latter had written to the Emperor: 
‘Sire, come and place yourself at the head of your troops ; 
they will esteem it an honour to open you a passage through 
the enemy’s lines.’ Accordingly, at the first word of a truce 
he flew into a furious passion. No, no! he would sign 
nothing ; he meant to fight. It was then half-past three 
o'clock, and shortly afterwards came the last onslaught, that 
heroic, despairing attempt to pierce through the Bavarians by 
marching yet once more upon Bazeilles. To restore the spirits 
of the soldiers, lies were circulated along the streets of Sedan 
and across the surrounding fields. ‘Bazaine is coming up ! 
Bazaine is coming up!’ was the cry. It was a dream that 
many had indulged in since the morning, thinking, each time 
that the Germans unmasked a fresh battery, that the guns 
they heard were those of the army of Metz. ‘ 

Some twelve hundred men were got together, disbanded 
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soldiers of all arms, from every corps ; and along the road, 
swept by the enemy’s projectiles, the little column dashed 
with glorious gallantry, at the double-quick. It was superb 
at first; the men who fell did not arrest the dash of the 
others, and some five hundred yards were covered with a per- 
fect fury of courage. But the ranks were speedily thinned, 
and the bravest at last fell back. What could be done 
indeed against such overwhelming numbers? This effort was 
but the mad temerity of a commander who refused to be 
beaten. And at last General de Wimpffen found himself 
alone with General Lebrun, on that road to Balan and 
Bazeilles, which they finally had to abandon. No course now 
remained but to retreat under the walls of Sedan. 

As soon as he had lost sight of the general, Delaherche 
returned in all haste to the factory, possessed by one idea, 
that of again climbing to his observatory, and thence watching 
the course of events. He was delayed for a moment, how- 
ever, as he reached the house, for in the porch he came upon 
Colonel de Vineuil, who, lying in a half-fainting state on 
some hay, in a market-gardener’s tilted cart, was just then 
arriving with his bloody boot. The colonel had stubbornly 
persisted in trying to rally the remnants of his regiment until 
the moment when he had fallen from his horse. He was at 
once carried to a room on the first floor, and Bouroche, has- 
tening to him, and finding he had only a split in the ankle, 
contented himself with dressing the wound, after extracting 
the pieces of boot-leather that had lodged in it. Then, over- 
tasked and exasperated, he rushed downstairs again, shouting 
that he would rather cut off one of his legs than continue 
working in that dirty fashion, without the proper supplies or 
the necessary assistants. And indeed the ambulance people 
no longer knew where to place the wounded; they had been 
obliged to lay some of them in the grass on the lawn. There 
were two rows of them there already, waiting and wailing in 
the open air, under the shells which continued raining upon 
Sedan. Since noon more than four hundred men had been 
brought to this one ambulance, and in vain had Bouroche 
asked for surgeons—the only person sent to him was a young 
doctor of the town. It was impossible for him to suffice for 
everything ; he probed, cut, sawed, and sewed, quite beside 
himself, sorely distressed to find that far more work kept on 
arriving than he could possibly cope with. Gilberte, intoxi- 
cated with horror, sickened by the sight of so much blood and 
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so many tears, now remained upstairs with her uncle, the 
colonel, whilst old Madame Delaherche stayed below, bring- 
ing water to the feverish ones, and wiping the clammy faces 
of those who were agonising. 

On reaching the terrace up above, Delaherche had at once 
endeavoured to form some idea of the situation. The town 
had suffered less than he had thought ; there was only one 
conflagration, throwing up a column of dense black smoke in 
the Faubourg of La Cassine. At present the Palatinate fort 
had ceased firing, for want, no doubt, of ammunition ; and 
only the guns of the Paris gate continued discharging a few 
shots, at long intervals. What, however, immediately inte- 
rested him, was to find that the white flag had again been 
hoisted on the keep ; but, probably, it could not be seen from 
the battlefield, for the firing continued, as intense as ever. 
Some neighbouring roofs prevented him from seeing the Balan 
road, so that he could not watch the movements of the troops 
there. However, on applying his eye to the telescope, which 
had remained in position, he again perceived the German staff 
on the same spot where he had noticed it at noon. The 
master—the tiny tin soldier, no taller than half of one’s little 
finger, in whom he fancied he could recognise the King of 
Prussia—was still standing in his dark uniform in advance of 
the other officers, most of whom, scintillating with embroidery, 
were lying upon the grass. Among them were foreign officers, 
aides-de-camp, generals, court marshals, princes and princelets, 
all provided with field-glasses, with which, since early morn- 
ing, they had been surveying the agony of the French army, 
as though they were at a theatre. And now the formidable 
drama was drawing to a close. 

From that wooded height of La Marfée King William had 
just beheld the junction of his troops. It was accomplished ; 
the Third Army, under the orders of the Crown Prince, his son, 
which had proceeded by way of St. Menges and Fleigneux, was 
taking possession of the plateau of Illy, whilst the Fourth Army, 
commanded by the Crown Prince of Saxony, reached the meet- 
ing place by way of Daigny and Givonne, after turning the 
wood of La Garenne. Thus the Eleventh and Fifth German 
Corps joined hands with the Twelfth Corps and the Prussian 
Guard. And the supreme effort made to break the circle at 
the very moment when it was closing up, that useless but 
glorious charge of General Margueritte’s division, had wrung 
an admiring exclamation from the King: ‘Ah! the berate 
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fellows !’ Now the mathematical, inexorable encompassment 
was completed, the vice-chops had met ; and at a glance the 
King could survey the immense wall of men and guns envelop- 
ing the vanquished army. On the north the grasp pressed closer 
and closer home, throwing the fugitives back into Sedan under 
the redoubling fire of the batteries which fringed the horizon 
all around in an unbroken line. On the south Bazeilles, con- 
quered, empty, and mournful, was burning away, throwing up 
whirling clouds of spark-laden smoke ; whilst the Bavarians, 
now masters of Balan, were levelling their guns at three hun- 
dred yards from the gates of Sedan itself. And the other 
batteries, those on the left bank at Pont-Maugis, Noyers, 
Frénois, and Wadelincourt, which for nearly twelve hours had 
been firing without a pause, were now thundering yet more 
loudly, completing the impassable belt of flames, even under 
the King’s feet. 

Somewhat tired, however, King William laid his field-glass 
aside for a moment, and continued examining the scene with- 
out its help. The sun was descending obliquely towards the 
woods, sinking to rest in a sky of unspotted purity ; it gilded 
the whole vast stretch of country, bathed it in so limpid a 
light that the smallest objects acquired remarkable distinct- 
ness. The King could distinguish the houses of Sedan, with 
their little, black window bars, the ramparts and the fortress, 
all the complicated defensive works, clearly and sharply out- 
lined. Then all around, scattered amid the fields, were the 
villages, fresh-coloured and shiny as with varnish, like the 
farmhouses one finds in boxes of toys. On the left was 
Donchery, at the edge of the level plain ; on the right were 
Douzy and Carignan in the meadows. It seemed as though 
one could count the trees of the Forest of the Ardennes, 
whose sea of verdure stretched away to the frontier. In the 
crisp light, the lazily winding Meuse looked like a river of 
pure gold, and the fearful blood-smeared battle, seen from this 
height, under the sun’s farewell rays, became as it were a 
delicate piece of painting. Some corpses of cavalry soldiers, 
and dead horses with their bellies ripped open, scattered 
bright touches over the plateau of Floing. Towards the right, 
in the direction of Givonne the eye was amused by the 
scrambles of the retreat, the vortex of running, falling black 
specks ; whilst on the peninsula of Iges, on the left, a Bava- 
rian battery, whose guns looked no bigger than lucifer 
matches, was served with such clock-work regularity, that it 
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seemed like some piece of mechanism, carefully put together. 
And all this was victory—victory surpassing hope, overwhelm- 
ing; and the King felt. no remorse whatever as he looked 
down upon all those tiny corpses, those thousands of men 
occupying less space than the dust of the roads, that immense 
valley where neither the conflagrations of Bazeilles, the mas- 
sacres of Illy nor the anguish of Sedan could prevent im- 
passive nature from remaining beauteous in this, the serene 
close of a lovely day. 

All at once, however, Delaherche perceived a French 
general, clad in a blue tunic and mounted on a black horse, 
who was ascending the slopes of La Marfée preceded by a 
Hussar carrying a flag of truce. It was General Reille, 
charged by the Emperor to deliver this letter to the King of 
Prussia :— 

‘Sir, my Brother,—Not having been able to die in the 
midst of my troops, it only remains for me to place my sword 
in your Majesty’s hands.—I am your Majesty’s good Brother, 

‘ NAPOLEON.’ 


In his eagerness to stop the slaughter, since he was no 
longer the master, the Emperor delivered himself up, hoping 
that he might thereby soften the victor. And Delaherche saw 
General Reille, who was unarmed and carried merely a riding- 
whip, rein in his horse at ten paces from the King, alight, and 
then step forward and deliver the letter. The sun was sink- 
ing in a far-spreading, roseate glow ; the King seated himself _ 
on a chair, rested his arm on the back of another one held by 
a secretary, and replied that he accepted the sword, pending 


the despatch of an officer, empowered to treat for the capitu- 
lation. 


CHAPTER VII 


THROUGH THE ROUT—THE FIGHT AT THE HERMITAGE 


From all the lost positions around Sedan, from Floing, from 
the plateau of Illy, the wood of La Garenne, the valley of the 
Givonne, and the road to Bazeilles, a stream of men, horses, and 
cannon was now flowing back in terror, rolling along towards 
the town. This stronghold, which the commanders of the army 
had so disastrously selected as their base, was proving a balefully _ 
tempting spot, an inviting refuge for the runaways, a place of — 
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seeming safety whither the bravest allowed themselves to 
be allured, in the demoralisation and panic overtaking all. 
They imagined that behind those ramparts yonder, they would 
at last escape from that terrible artillery which had been 
growling for nearly twelve hours; and there was no dis- 
criminative capacity, no reasoning faculty left among them ; 
the animal carried away the man, it was the madness of 
instinct, galloping off and seeking its hole, to hide under- 
ground and sleep. 

When Maurice, whilst bathing Jean’s face with cool water, 
at the foot of the little wall, at last saw him open his eyes 
again, he raised an exclamation of delight: ‘Ah! my poor 
fellow, I thought you were done for! And TI don’t say it to 
reproach you, but you are that heavy !’ 

Jean, still dazed, seemed to be awaking from a dream. 
Then he must have understood and have remembered every- 
thing, for two big tears rolled down his cheeks. So that weak 
fellow Maurice, whom he loved and tended like a child, had, 
in the enthusiasm of his friendship, found arms strong enough 
to carry him thither. 

‘ Let me just look at your nob,’ said Maurice. 

The wound proved to be scarcely anything, a mere scratch 
of the scalp, but it had bled profusely. The hair, glued together 
by the blood, now served the purpose of a pledget, and Maurice 
took good care not to damp it, for fear of reopening the 
sore. 

‘There, you are clean now,’ he added, ‘you look like a 
human being again. Wait a bit, here’s a cap.’ 

Thereupon, picking up the kép7 of a dead soldier which was 
lying beside him, he placed it carefully on Jean’s head: ‘It’s 
just your size,’ said he. ‘Now if you can walk we shall be 
proper.’ 

Jean rose up and shook his head to make sure that it was 
firm. He only felt a slight heaviness, and that he could very 
well endure. Then, carried away by emotion, like the man of 
simple heart he was, he caught Maurice in his arms, and, 
almost smothering him, pressed him to his breast. ‘Oh, my 
dear little fellow, my dear little fellow,’ he repeated ; it was all 
that he could say. 

‘The Prussians were coming up, however, and they ought 
not to dawdle behind that wall. Lieutenant Rochas was 
already beating a retreat with his few men, protecting the 
colours, which the sub-lieutenant still carried, rolled around 
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their shaft. Lapoulle, being very tall, was able to rise on tip- 
toe and fire a few more shots over the coping of the wall ; but 
Pache carried his chassepot slung over his shoulder, opining, 
no doubt, that he had done quite enough work that day, and 
ought now to have something to eat and go to bed. Bending 
double, Jean and Maurice made haste to join the others. 
There was no lack either of guns or cartridges ; one merely 
had to stoop to pick them up. So they again armed them- 
selves, their knapsacks, rifles, and pouches having been 
abandoned over yonder, when Maurice had been obliged to 
hoist Jean upon his shoulders. 

The wall stretched as far as the wood of La Garenne, and 
the little band, fancying itself saved, promptly threw itself 
behind a farmhouse, whence it reached the trees. ‘Ah!’ 
said Rochas, who retained all his fine, unshakable confidence, 
‘we'll just draw breath here for a moment, before resuming 
the offensive.’ 

At the first steps they took, however, they all felt that 
they were entering a hellish place ; still, they could not fall 
back—whatever the danger, they must needs cross that wood, 
through which lay their only line of retreat. And it had 
become a most fearful wood, a wood of despair and death. 
Realising that some of the French troops must be retiring 
through it, the Prussians were riddling it with bullets, and 
covering it with shells. Lashed, as it were, by a tempest, it 
shook and howled amid the shattering of its branches. The 
shells cut down the trees, the bullets brought down the leaves 
in showers, plaintive voices seemed to issue from the split 
trunks, and sobs fell with the sap-laden boughs. It was like 
the awful agony of a chained multitude, the terror and wail- 
ing of thousands of beings rooted to the soil and unable to flee 
from the storm of lead and iron. Never was plaint of anguish 
more intense than in that bombarded forest. 

Maurice and Jean, who had joined their comrades, at once 
felt frightened. They were making their way through full- 
grown trees and there was space to run, but the bullets whizzed 
past them every second, wildly ricocheting hither and thither, 
so that, as they glided from trunk to trunk, they could not 
tell from which side danger might come. Two men were 
killed, struck both in front and behind. A venerable oak, 
whose trunk was smashed by a shell, fell across Maurice’s path 
with the tragic majesty of a hero, crushing all around it. And 
just as the young fellow was springing back, acolossal beech tree, 
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which another shell had discrowned, snapped and sank to the 
ground, like some lofty cathedral pillar. Whither could they 
flee? On which side direct their steps? There were but top- 
pling branches all around them ; it seemed as though they 
were in some vast edifice that threatened ruin, and the ceilings 
of whose halls, following one upon another, were for ever and 
ever falling. And when they had sprung into a plantation 
to escape being crushed by the big trees, Jean narrowly 
missed being cut in half by a shell, which fortunately failed to 
explode. They were now unable to make way amid the in- 
extricable multitude of shrubs and saplings. The slender 
stems detained them by the shoulders, the long grass twined 
around their ankles, sudden walls of brambles brought them to 
a standstill ; whilst all around them flew the foliage detached 
by the giant scythe which was mowing down the wood. 
Another man, killed beside them by a bullet which pene- 
trated his forehead, remained erect, caught between two young 
birches ; and a score of times, whilst imprisoned in this planta- 
tion, they felt death brush them as it passed. 

‘Curse it!’ said Maurice, ‘we shall never get out 
of it.’ 

He was livid, shuddering again ; and even Jean, the brave 
fellow, who in the morning had inspirited him, was now 
paling and feeling icy cold. It was fear—horrible, contagious, 
irresistible fear. Again did they feel an ardent thirst burning 
them, an unbearable dryness of the mouth and a contraction 
of the throat, of painful, strangulating violence. They ex- 
perienced, too, a most uncomfortable sensation, with nausea in 
the pit of the stomach, whilst innumerable pins seemed to be 
pricking their legs. And amid these purely physical symptoms 
of fear, with the grasp of fright pressing tightly on their 
brows, they saw thousands of black specks flit past them, as 
though they were indeed able to distinguish the flying cloud of 
bullets. 

‘Ah! what cursed luck !’ stammered Jean. ‘It’s horribly 
vexing to be here, getting our skulls cracked for others, when 
they are somewhere else, quietly smoking their pipes.’ 

‘Yes, why should it be I rather than another?’ added 
Maurice, distracted and haggard. This was the rebellion of 
self, the egotistical rage of the individual unwilling to sacri- 
fice himself and die for the sake of the species. 

‘And besides,’ resumed Jean, ‘if one only knew the 
reason of it, if it were at all likely to be of any use’ And 
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then raising his eyes and looking at the sky, he added : ‘That 
horrid sun, too, won’t make up its mind to skedaddle ! When 
it has set and night comes there will perhaps be an end of the 
fighting.’ é 

Unable to tell what o’clock it was, having in fact lost all 
consciousness of time, he had for a long while already been 
watching the slow decline of the orb, whose course seemed 
almost to have been stayed, for it was still and ever hanging 
over yonder, above the woods on the left bank. And this 
longing for the sunset was not cowardice, but rather an im- 
perious, growing needment to cease hearing the shells and the 
bullets, to go off elsewhere, bury.oneself in the ground, and 
plunge into oblivion. Were it not for fear of the world, for 
the vain glory of distinguishing oneself in presence of one’s 
comrades, a man would ofttimes lose his head, and despite 
himself hurry away at a gallop. 

However, Maurice and Jean were now again growing 
accustomed to their peril; and amidst their utter distraction 
there came to them a kind of unconsciousness and intoxi- 
cation which was bravery. They ended by no longer trying 
to hasten through that accursed wood. Horrors had yet in- 
creased among that people of bombarded trees, now falling 
upon all sides like giant sentries killed at their posts. In the 
delicious, subdued, greeny light under the foliage, in the 
depths of all the mysterious shelter-places carpeted with moss, 
the brutal blast of death was ever blowing. The lonely 
springs were violated ; the dying moaned even in the hidden 
nooks where only lovers hitherto had strayed. One man, 
whose chest was perforated by a bullet, had just time enough 
to cry ‘ Hit!’ as he fell dying, face downward, on the sward. 
Another, both of whose legs had been broken by a shell, con- 
tinued laughing, unconscious of his wound, thinking, in fact, 
that he had merely stumbled against a tree root. Others, 
with their limbs pitted, mortally stricken, continued speaking 
and running for several yards before they fell to the ground 
in a sudden convulsion. At the first moment the deepest 
wounds were scarcely felt, and it was only afterwards that the 
frightful sufferings began, bursting forth with lamentation 
and tears. 

Ah! the traitorous wood, the massacred forest, which, 
amid all the sobbing of the dying trees, filled, little by little, 
with the howling anguish of the wounded. At che foot of an 
oak tree, Maurice and Jean perceived a Zouave, who, with 
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his intestines escaping from a ghastly wound, was raising a 
continuous roar, like a dying wild beast. Farther on, there 
was another one—on fire; his blue sash was burning, the 
flame was rising and singeing his beard, whilst he shed big 
tears, unable to move because his spine was broken. Then 
there was a captain whose left arm was torn off, and whose 
right side was laid open to the thigh, and who, stretched on 
his stomach, dragged himself along upon an elbow, begging all 
those who passed, in a shrill, horribly supplicating voice, to 
have the compassion to despatch him. And there were others 
and others still, all suffering abominably, strewing the grassy 
paths in such numbers that it was necessary to be careful 
lest one should tread upon them in passing. The dead, the 
wounded, no longer counted, however. The comrade who fell 
was abandoned, forgotten. Not a glance even was given 
behind. “Iwas fate. Another’s turn next ; perhaps, indeed, 
one’s own ! 

All at once, as they were at last reaching the verge of the 
wood, a call resounded: ‘Help!’ The sub-lieutenant carry- 
ing the colours had just been struck by a bullet in the left 
lung. He had fallen, spitting forth the blood that had gushed 
into his mouth; and seeing that nobody stopped, he found 
strength to call ‘Help!’ again, and to add, ‘The colours !’ 

Rochas, darting back, seized hold of the flag, the shaft of 
which was broken, and bounded away with it ; whilst the 
sub-lieutenant, his speech thickened by the bloody froth filling 
his mouth, muttered : ‘I’m done for, but no matter—save the 
colours !’ 

And he remained alone, writhing on the moss in that 
delicious sylvan nook, tearing up the grass with his convulsive 
hands, whilst his chest heaved with a frightful rattle which 
lasted for long hours. 

At last they were out of that fearful wood. Besides Jean 
and Maurice, the only remaining men of the little band were 
Lieutenant Rochas, Pache, and Lapoulle. Bugler Gaude, who 
had been lost to view, suddenly sprang out of a thicket, how- 
ever, and with his bugle dangling from his shoulder, ran on to 
join his comrades. And the survivors were immensely re- 
lieved to find themselves again in the open country where 
they could breathe at their ease. The whistling of the bullets 
had ceased, and no shells fell on this side of the valley. 

Immediately afterwards they heard some one swearing 
violently, and ahead of them, in front of a farm gate, they 
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perceived an angry general, mounted on a horse steaming 
with sweat. It was Bourgain-Desfeuilles, the commander of 
their brigade, who like themselves was covered with dust and 
appeared overcome with fatigue. That red, fat face of his— 
the face of a jolly companion—expressed the exasperation he 
felt at the disaster which he looked upon as a personal mis- 
chance. His men had not seen him since the morning. He 
had doubtless lost himself on the battlefield, galloping hither 
and thither in search of the remnants of his brigade, quite 
capable by the way of getting himself killed in his rage 
against those Prussian batteries which were sweeping away 
not only the Empire, but also his own fortune, high in favour 
as he was at the Tuileries. 

‘Thunder !’ he shouted. ‘Isn’t there anyone left, then ? 
Can’t a man even get any information in this cursed 
place ?’ 

The farmer and his family must have fled into the depths 
of the Ardennes. At last, however, an aged woman appeared 
at the gate, some old servant whose legs, almost past service, 
had kept her there. 

‘Eh, mother, here!’ shouted the general. ‘ Where’s 
Belgium ?’ 

She looked at him with an expression of stupor, as though 
she did not understand him. Then, casting all restraint 
aside, and forgetting he was talking to a peasant woman, he 
shouted that for his own part he didn’t intend to be caught 
like a rat in a trap by returning to Sedan, but meant to sling 
his hook across the frontier at the double-quick. Some 
soldiers had drawn near to him and were listening. 

‘But it’s no longer possible to get through, general,’ said a 
sergeant. ‘There are Prussians all around. This morning 
was the time to slope.’ 

Stories were, indeed, already circulating of companies, 
separated from their regiments, which, without intending it, 
had got across the frontier, and of others too which, later on, 
had even succeeded in piercing the enemy’s lines before the 
junction of the German armies was complete. 

Quite beside himself, the general shrugged his shoulders. 
‘Come!’ said he, ‘can’t one cut through anything with dare- 
devils like you? Tl find another fifty brave fellows willing 
to risk their skins.’ And again turning towards the old 
peasant woman: ‘Eh! thunder!’ he cried, ‘just answer, 
will you, where’s Belgium ?’ 
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This time she understood him, and pointed towards the 
forests with her shrivelled hand : ‘Over there, over there !’ 

‘Eh? What do you say? Those houses at the end of the 
fields ?” 

‘Oh, much farther than that, much farther away! Over 
yonder, right over yonder !’ 

The general was stifling with rage. ‘’Pon my word, this 
wretched place is disgusting! A man can never tell where 
he is! Belgium was quite close by, and we were afraid of 
tumbling into it unawares, and now that we want to get 
there, it’s gone to the devil! No, no, this is altogether too 
much, they can take me, and do what they like with me for 
all I care. I’m off to bed.’ And, urging on his horse, leaping 
in the saddle like a wine-skin inflated by a blast of anger, he 
galloped off in the direction of Sedan. 

The road turned, and they descended into the Fond de 
Givonne,! a suburb of the town, shut in by hills, where the 
road in climbing towards the woods was skirted by little 
houses and gardens. Such a stream of fugitives now crowded 
it that Lieutenant Rochas soon found himself blockaded with 
Pache, Lapoulle, and Gaude, under the walls of a tavern, at 
the corner of a crossway. Jean and Maurice had some trouble 
in joining them. And greatly were they surprised on hearing 
a drunkard’s husky voice suddenly calling to them: ‘Hallo! 
here’s a meeting! Eh, you fellows! What a meeting to be 
sure !’ 

On looking round they recognised Chouteau, who was lean- 
ing out of one of the ground-floor windows of the tavern. He 
was very drunk, and between a couple of hiccoughs he con- 
tinued : ‘Don’t stand on ceremony if you are thirsty. There’s 
still a drop left for friends.’ And then, waving his hand over 
his shoulder, he called some one from the other end of the 
room: ‘Make haste, you lazybones. Give these gentlemen 
something to drink.’ 

Thereupon Loubet made his appearance, grinning, and 
waving a bottle of wine in either hand. He was less intoxi- 
cated than his comrade, and, with the nasal twang of the 
‘coco’? vendors perambulating the streets on a public holiday, 


1 Literally the Hollow of Givonne. It should not be confounded 
with Givonne proper, which lies some miles to the north.—7rans. 
2 Licorice-root water, a favourite drink among Parisian children,— 


Trans. 
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he cried, like the Parisian wag he was: ‘Nice and cool ! nice 
and cool! who'll have a drink !’ 

He and Chouteau had not been seen by their comrades 
since they had gone off under the pretence of carrying Sergeant 
Sapin to the ambulance. They had no doubt wandered and 
lounged about, carefully avoiding the spots where the shells 
were falling, till they had finally stranded in that tavern 
and helped to pillage it. Lieutenant Rochas was quite in- 
dignant : ‘Wait a bit, you bandits!’ he shouted, ‘I'll teach 
you to guzzle while we others are risking our skins !’ 

Chouteau, however, would have none of his reprimand. 
‘Just remember, you old lunatic,’ said he, ‘that there are no 
lieutenants left now; we are all free men! MHaven’t the 
Prussians licked you enough—do you want another dose, eh?’ 

Rochas had to be held back, such was his eagerness to 
smash Chouteau’s head. lLoubet, with the bottles under his 
arms, endeavoured to make peace: ‘ Nonsense!’ said he, ‘ we 
mustn’t eat one another, we are all brothers.’ And catching 
sight of his comrades, Lapoulle and Pache, he added: ‘ Don’t 
be idiots, you fellows, come in and rinse your throats.’ 

Lapoulle hesitated for a moment, dimly conscious that it 
was wrong to go and make merry whilst so many poor devils 
had only their tongues to swallow. But then he was so 


thoroughly tired out, so exhausted too with hunger and thirst. — 
All at once he made up his mind, and without a word sprang 


into the tavern, pushing Pache, also silent and sorely tempted, 
before him. Pache yielded, and neither of them reappeared. 
4 ‘The brigands !’ repeated Rochas ; ‘they all ought to be 
shot.’ 
He now only had Jean, Maurice, and Gaude with him, 
and despite their efforts to resist the impetus, they were all 
four gradually drifting along with the torrent of fugitives, 
which stretched across the full breadth of the road. They 
already found themselves far away from the tavern. It was 
the rout rolling towards the ditches of Sedan in a muddy 
stream, like a heap of soil and stones which a storm, in sweep- 
ing the hillsides, drags down into the valleys. From all the 
surrounding plateaux, by every slope and every fold, by the 
Floing road, by way of Pierremont, by way of the cemetery 
by way of the Champ de Mars, as well as by the Fond de 
Givonne, the same mob was pouring along with an ever- 
accelerated gallop of panic. And how could one reproach 


these wretched men, who, for twelve hours, had been waiting | 
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motionless under the death-dealing artillery of an invisible 
foe, against which they could do nothing? Now, moreover, 
the batteries assailed them in front, in flank, and in the rear, 
the fires converged more and more as the army retreated upon 
the town ; the men were struck down in heaps, cut into a 
mass of mincemeat in the traitorous hole whither they were 
swept. A few regiments of the Seventh Corps, notably on 
the side of Floing, were falling back in fairly good order. 
But there were no longer ranks or leaders in the Fond de 
Givonne ; the men scrambled and hustled one another dis- 
tractedly ; among them were remnants of every arm, Zouaves, 
Turcos, Chasseurs, Linesmen, mostly unarmed, and all with 
torn, soiled uniforms, black hands, black faces, bloodshot 
eyes starting from their sockets, and swollen mouths, tumefied 
through having yelled so many oaths. Now and again a rider- 
less charger rushed along at a gallop, throwing men to the 
ground and penetrating the mob with a long eddy of fright. 
Then guns passed by at breakneck speed—disbanded batteries 
whose artillerymen, carried away as it were by intoxication, 
raised no warning shout, but pursued their course crushing 
everything in their way. And yet the flock-like tramping 
did not cease ; it was a compact defiling, shoulder to shoulder ; 
a flight en masse, every break in which was immediately filled 
up, in the universal, instinctive eagerness to arrive yonder 
and secure a shelter behind a wall. 

Again did Jean raise his head and turn towards the west. 
The sun-rays were still burning the men’s perspiring faces 
through the thick dust which was raised by their tramping feet. 
It was a lovely day, the sky was divinely blue. ‘What a 
beastly nuisance !’ repeated Jean ; ‘that horrid sun won’t sling 
its hook.’ . 

All at once, in a young woman standing close to a house 
and on the point of being crushed against it by the torrent, 
Maurice, to his stupefaction, recognised his sister, Henriette. 
For nearly a minute he remained gaping at her. And it was 
she who, without appearing surprised, spoke the first words : 
‘They shot him at Bazeilles—yes, I was there—and then, as 
I want to recover his body, I had an idea ; 

She named neither the Prussians nor Weiss. Everybody 
was bound to understand her, and Maurice understood. He 
fondly loved his sister, and, with a sob, exclaimed, ‘My poor 
darling !’ 

When Henriette had recovered her senses, at BON ENG 
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o’clock, she had found herself at Balan, weeping in the kitchen 
of some people whom she did not know, with her head lying 
onatable. But her tears soon ceased to flow. The heroine 
was already awakening in that slight, delicate, silent woman. 
She feared nothing, she had a proud, unconquerable soul. 
And, in her grief, she no longer had but one idea, that of 
recovering her husband’s body to bury it. Her first plan was 
simply to return to Bazeilles. But everybody deterred her 
from attempting this, showed her that it was absolutely im- 
possible for her to succeed. So she at last declared that she 
would seek some one, a man willing either to accompany her 
or to take the necessary steps. And her choice fell upon a 
cousin of hers, who had been the assistant-manager of the 
refinery at Le Chéne, at the time when Weiss was employed 
there. He had been much attached to her husband and 
would surely not refuse his help. For a couple of years past, 
thanks to his wife having inherited some property from her 
parents, he had retired and taken up his abode at a charming 
place called the Hermitage, whose tiers of terraces rose up 
near Sedan, on the farther side of the Fond de Givonne. 
And thither she was now making her way through all the 
many obstacles, forced at each moment to halt, and in con- 
stant danger of being thrown down, trodden under foot, and 
killed. 

She briefly explained her plan to Maurice, who approved 
of it. ‘Cousin Dubreuil,’ said he, ‘has always been a good 
friend to us. He will help you.’ 

Then anotheridea came into hishead. Lieutenant Rochas 
was anxious to save the regimental colours. It had already 
been suggested that the flag should be cut up, and that each 
man should carry a strip of the silk under his shirt ; or it 
might be buried at the foot of a tree and disinterred later on, 
if the situation of the spot were carefully noted. But the 
idea of lacerating that banner or burying it like a corpse 
affected them too painfully, and they would have preferred 
some other expedient. Accordingly, when Maurice proposed 
that they should confide the colours to some safe person, who 
would hide them, and if need were, defend them until he 
could restore them intact, they all approved of the suggestion. 
‘Well, then,’ resumed the young fellow, addressing his sister, 
‘we will go with you to see if Dubreuil is at the Hermitage 
Besides, ’'m determined not to leave you.’ a 

It was not easy to get out of the crowd, but they suc- 
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ceeded in doing so, and turned into a hollow road climbing 
on the left. Then they fell into a perfect labyrinth of lancs 
and paths, a suburb of market and flower gardens, villas and 
other country places all jumbled and entangled together; and 
these paths and lanes wound round between stone walls, or 
turned sharply, and ended at times in blind alleys. Thore 
was here, indeed, a marvellous entrenched camp for an ambus- 
cade kind of warfare, full of nooks which ten men might have 
defended against a regiment for hours. Shots were already 
crackling here and there, for the suburb overlooked Sedan, 
and the Prussian Guard was coming up from the other side 
of the valley. 

“When Maurice and Henriette, followed by the others, had 
turned first to the left and then to the right between two in- 
terminable walls, they suddenly came out in front of the large 
open gateway of the Hermitage, whose grounds rose up in 
three broad terraces, upon one of which stood the house, a 
large rectangular building, approached by an avenue of vener- 
able elms. On the verge of a wood, in front, beyond a narrow, 
deeply banked valley, were some other country residences. 

Henriette felt anxious on seeing the gate wide open. 
‘They are no longer there—they must have gone away,’ said 
she. 

Her surmise was correct. Foreseeing the impending dis- 
aster, Dubreuil had, on the previous day, resigned himself to 
taking his wife and children to Bouillon. Still, the house 
was notempty. On glancing at it from a distance through 
the trees, it became evident that it was the scene of commo- 
tion. The young woman at last ventured to step into the 
avenue, but recoiled on beholding the corpse of a Prussian 
soldier. 

‘Hallo!’ exclaimed Rochas, ‘has there been a tussle 
here already ?’ 

They were all eager to know what had happened, and 
hurried towards the house, where the sight they beheld en- 
lightened them. Plainly enough the doors and windows of 
the ground floor had been broken open with the butts of guns, 
and through all the gaping apertures could be seen the pil- 
laged rooms ; whilst numerous articles of furniture which had 
been thrown outside were lying on the gravel of the terrace, 
below the steps. There was notably a sky-blue drawing-room 
suite, a sofa and twelve arm-chairs, ranged anyhow, pell- 
mell, round a large stand, the white marble top of which was 
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split in halves. And several Zouaves, Chasseurs, Linesmen, and 
men of the Marine Infantry were running about behind the 
buildings and along the paths, firing at the little wood beyond 
the dingle in front of them, 

‘We found some of those filthy Prussians here, sir,’ a 
Zouave explained to Rochas. ‘They were sacking the place. 
But you can see that we settled their hash for them. Only 
the brutes are now coming back, ten to one, and it won't be 
an easy job.’ 

The corpses of three other Prussian soldiers were stretched 
here and there upon the terrace. And while Henriette was 
fixedly looking at them—doubtless thinking of her husband 
who, in a like way, was sleeping the last sleep, lying dis- 
figured amid dust and blood over yonder—a bullet whizzed 
past her head and struck a tree behind her. Jean darted 
forward : ‘Don’t stay there—quick, quick! go and hide your- 
self in the house !’ 

Since he had met her again, looking so changed, so dis- 
tracted by wretchedness, he had been gazing at her with a 
melting heart, picturing her as she had appeared to him on 
the previous day with her good housewife’s smile. At first he 
could think of nothing to say to her, not knowing even if she 
would recognise him. But he would gladly have devoted 
himself to her could he have given her back any tranquillity 
and happiness. ‘Wait for us in the house,’ said he. ‘As 
soon as there is any danger we'll contrive to get you off up 
there.’ 

‘What use is it?’ she replied, with a gesture of indiffer- 
ence. However, her brother was also pushing her towards 
the house, and she had to climb the steps, and for a moment 
enter the hall, whence she could survey the avenue from 
end to end. From that moment she became a spectatress 
of the fight. 

Maurice and Jean were posted behind one of the first elms. 
Each of those ancient trunks, of giant proportions, furnished 
ample shelter for a couple of men, Farther on, Bugler Gaude 
had joined Lieutenant Rochas, who obstinately kept the flag 
with him since there was no one to whom he could confide it. 


Whilst he was firing he stood it against the tree, beside him. — 


Hach trunk had its little garrison, the Zouaves, Chasseurs, and 
Marines concealing themselves behind the elms, from one to the 
other end of the avenue, and only peering forth at the moment 
when they fired. 


ra 
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The number of Prussians in the little wood across the 
dingle was no doubt steadily increasing, for the hostile fusil- 
lade became more and more lively. No one was to be seen— 
you barely espied a flitting profile, darting every now and 
then from one tree to another. Some of the enemy’s skir- 
mishers occupied a country house with green shutters stand- 
ing on the verge of the wood, and were firing from the 
partially opened windows of the ground floor, It was now 
about four o'clock, the cannonade was slackening, dying 
away ; but in this sequestered hollow, whence the white flag 
hoisted on the keep of Sedan could not be seen, these men, 
French and Germans, were yet killing one another as though 
they had some personal quarrel together. And in this direc- 
tion indeed, in spite of the truce, many hole-and-corner en- 
counters were stubbornly prolonged until black night fell. 
Both through the suburb of the Fond de Givonne, and across 
the gardens of the Petit-Pont, the fusillade rattled per- 
sistently. 

Prussians and Frenchmen continued for a long while rid- 
dling one another with bullets across that narrow valley, be- 
yond the Hermitage. From time to time, whenever a man 
was imprudent enough to show himself, he fell with a bullet 
in his chest. Three more corpses were already lying in the 
avenue, and a wounded man, stretched upon his face there, 
was giving vent to a frightful rattle, without anyone thinking 
of going to turn him over, so as to lessen his agony. 

All at once, as Jean raised his eyes, he saw Henriette slip- 
ping a knapsack as a pillow under the unfortunate fellow’s 
head, after laying him upon his back. She had stolen out of 
the house without being perceived. The corporal ran up to 
her and dragged her behind the tree which screened Maurice 
and himself. ‘Do you want to get killed ?’ he asked her. 

She did not seem conscious of her rash temerity : ‘ No— 
but I was frightened, all alone in that vestibule,’ she an- 
swered : ‘I would much rather stay out here.’ 

And thenceforth she remained with them. They set her 
down at their feet close against the trunk of the elm, whilst 
they continued firing their last cartridges in such mad despe- 
ration that both weariness and fear flew away. Indeed, com- 
plete unconsciousness was coming over them, their actions 
were growing quite mechanical, their heads had become so 
empty that they had lost even the instinct of self-preservation. 

‘Just look, Maurice!’ Henriette suddenly exclaimed ; 
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‘isn’t that a man of the Prussian Guard—that dead fellow 
lying in front of us?’ 

For a moment or so she had been scrutinising one of the 
enemy’s dead, a thick-set man with big moustaches, who was 
lying on his side on the gravel of the terrace. His spiked 
helmet had rolled a few steps away, with its strap broken. 
And the uniform was indeed that of the Prussian Guard : 
dark grey trousers, blue tunic with white galloons and great- 
coat rolled up and worn in bandolier fashion. 

‘T assure you it is the Guards’ uniform,’ continued Hen- 
riette. ‘I’ve an engraving at home. And, besides, there’s 
the photograph which Cousin Gunther sent us.’ She paused, 
and then in her tranquil way rose and stepped up to the 
corpse before she could be prevented. She stooped over the 
body and at once exclaimed: ‘The shoulder-strap is red! 
Ah! I felt certain of it. And then back she came, never 
heeding the bullets which whistled past her ears. ‘Yes, 
the shoulder-strap’s red—it was fated—Cousin Gunther’s 
regiment.’ 

From that moment neither Maurice nor Jean could prevail 
on her to remain still, under cover of the tree. She moved 
about, and protruded her head, insisting, despite everything, 
upon looking in the direction of the little wood, as though 
harassed by some absorbing thought. Her brother and the 
corporal still continued firing, pushing her back with their 
knees whenever she exposed herself too much. The Prussians, 
no doubt, were beginning to consider themselves in sufficient 
force for an attack, for they were now boldly showing them- 
selves ; quite a stream of them was gathering and pouring 
forth from among the trees. This led to their sustaining 
heavy losses, for every French bullet took effect, bringing a 
man to the ground. 

‘There ! perhaps that’s your cousin !’ suddenly said Jean, 
‘that officer who has just come out of the house with the 
green shutters.’ 

A captain, recognisable by the gold-laced collar of his 
tunic and the gilded eagle which, in the oblique sunlight, was 
flaming on his helmet, could now be seen just outside the 
little house. Sword in hand, he was calling out an order in 
a sharp voice, and the distance was so short—barely two 
hundred yards—that one could plainly distinguish his slim 
figure and his stern face of a pinkish hue with little fair 
moustaches. Henriette closely scrutinised him with her sharp 
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eyes, and without any sign of astonishment replied: ‘It is 
certainly he. I recognise him perfectly.’ 

Maurice made a wild gesture and took aim. ‘Cousin 
Gunther? Ah! thunder! he shall pay for Weiss !’ 

But Henriette sprang up quivering, and dealt his chassepot 
a blow, so that the bullet flew skyward: ‘No, no,’ said she, 
‘not relatives ; not people we know. It is abominable !’ 

Her womanly instincts were again aroused within her, and 
she dropped to the ground behind the tree, weeping and sob- 
bing violently. Horror was overwhelming her ; she was now 
all fear and grief. 

Rochas, however, was triumphant. The fire of his few 
soldiers, whom he excited with his thunderous voice, had 
acquired such intensity at sight of the Prussians that the 
latter were falling back, again seeking the cover of the little 
wood. ‘Keep firm, my lads!’ shouted the lieutenant ; ‘don’t 
give way. Ah! the capons, they are turning tail, we’ll settle 
their hash for them !’ 

He was quite joyful: he seemed to have recovered all his 
amazing confidence. There had been no defeats! Those few 
men in front of him, yonder, were the German armies, which 
he was about to overthrow at one easy stroke. All his tall, 
lean frame, his long, bony face, with its hooked nose curving 
over a passionate, good-natured mouth, was merry with a 
braggart delight, the joy of the trooper who has conquered the 
world between courting his sweetheart and tippling a bottle 
of good wine ! 

‘ Parblew ! my lads, what are we here for if not to give 
them a licking! It would be something new for us to be 
beaten, eh? Beaten! is it possible? Another effort, my 
lads, and they'll scamper away like hares !’ 

He yelled and gesticulated, withal such a capital fellow 
amid his ignorant illusions, that the men readily joined in his 
gaiety. All at once he shouted: ‘We'll kick them back to 
the frontier, yes, kick them back to the frontier! Victory ! 
Victory !’ 

At that same moment, however, while the enemy on the 
other side of the dingle seemed to be falling back, a terrible 
fusillade broke out on the left. It was the everlasting turning 
movement—a large detachment of the Guard had made its 
way round by the Fond de Givonne. From that moment it 
was no longer possible to hold the Hermitage. The dozen 
men or so who were still defending its terraces found them- 
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selves between two fires, in danger, too, of being cut off 
from Sedan. Some of them fell, and for a moment there 
was extreme confusion. The Prussians were already climbing 
over the walls of the grounds, rushing up along the pathways 
in such numbers that a bayonet fight immediately began. 
One Zouave, a tall handsome, black-bearded man, whose head 
was bare, and who had doffed his jacket, especially distinguished 
himself by his fearful exploits, transpiercing cracking chests 
and yielding bellies, wiping his bayonet, red with one man’s 
blood, in the flesh of another’s flank ; and the weapon having 
broken he took to splitting skulls with the butt of his gun, 
till at last a stumble altogether disarmed him, when he sprang 
with such force at the throat of a burly Prussian that, locked 
in a mortal embrace, they both rolled over the gravel as far 
as the gaping kitchen doorway. And here and there, amid 
the trees and at the edges of the lawns, there were other 
slaughterous encounters which swelled the number of dead. 
But it was in front of the house-steps, around the sky-blue 
sofa and armchairs that the struggle proved most desperate— 
a mad scramble of men firing for a moment at such close 
range that they burned one another’s faces, and then closing 
and tearing with tooth and nail, for lack of a handy knife to 
plunge into each other’s throats. 

And then it was that Gaude the bugler, whose pained 
expression of face always spoke of sorrows which he never 
mentioned to his comrades, was seized with a fit of heroic 
lunacy. Amid this last defeat, although he knew well enough 
that the company was annihilated, that not a man could 
answer his summons, he caught hold of his bugle, raised it to 
his lips and sounded the rally with such a tempestuous blast 
that it seemed as though he wanted to arouse the dead. The 
Prussians were coming up, yet he did not stir, but blew 
louder and louder, sounding a full flourish until a volley 
threw him to the ground, when his last breath escaped in a 
bugle note, quivering skywards through the air. 

Rochas standing there, unable to comprehend what was 
passing, had made no attempt at flight. He waited and 
stammered : ‘Eh, what is it? what, what?’ The idea that 
this was again defeat did not enter his brain. Everything 
was being changed, even the rules of fighting. Ought not 
those fellows to have waited across the dingle until the 
French went thither to beat them? It was impossible to 
kill enough of them ; fresh ones were ever popping up. What 
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could it all mean, this cursed war, in which ten men collected 
together to kill a single antagonist, when the enemy only 
showed himself of an evening, after routing you through- 
out the day by a prudent cannonade ? Aghast, distracted, 
having understood nothing of the campaign from first to last, 
Rochas felt himself enveloped, carried off, as it were, by some 
superior force which he no longer resisted, albeit he me- 
chanically repeated in his obstinate way : ‘ Courage, my lads, 
victory is yonder !’ 

All the same, he had with a swift movement again taken 
up the colours. ’Twas his last thought—to hide them so that 
they might not be captured by the Prussians. However, 
although the shaft was broken, it somehow caught in his legs, 
and almost tripped him up. Bullets were whistling past him, 
he felt that death was near, and stripping the silk from the 
staff, he tore and tried to annihilate it. And, at that same 
moment, he was struck in the neck, in the chest, and in the 
legs, and sank upon the ground, swathed in those tricolour 
shreds. For another minute he remained alive, with dilated 
eyes, espying perhaps on the horizon a vision of what War 
really was—an atrocious, vital struggle which man should 
accept only with a grave and resigned heart, as he would 
some fatal law. Then a little sob escaped him, and he passed 
away in his childish bewilderment, like some poor being of 
limited understanding, some joyous insect crushed beneath 
the necessity of gigantic and impassive nature. And, with 
him, died a legend. 

As soon as the Prussians were seen arriving, Jean and 
Maurice had beaten a retreat from tree to tree, screening 
Henriette as far as was practicable. They did not cease 
firing, but every now and again discharged a shot and then 
sought a fresh shelter-place. Maurice knew of a little door 
in the wall, in the upper part of the grounds, and they luckily 
found it open. Without a moment’s hesitation, they all three 
darted outside, bounding into a narrow by-way which wound 
along between high walls. Just as they were reaching the 
end of it some shots compelled them to spring to the left into 
what unfortunately proved to be a blind alley. They there- 
upon had to gallop back and turn to the right under a hail of 
bullets. Later on, indeed, they were never able to remember 
the road they had taken. Men were still firing at one an- 
other from well-nigh every corner of that inextricable net- 
work of paths and lanes. Some lingered battling, till the last 
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moment, beside the cart-gates of market gardeners’ premises ; 
the slightest obstacles were being defended and carried by 
assault with terrible desperation. Then, all at once, Maurice, 
his sister, and the corporal found themselves once more on the 
road of the Fond de Givonne, near Sedan. 

And now for the last time Jean raised his head and looked 
towards the west, whence a great rosy glow was rising ; and 
he heaved a sigh of immense relief : ‘Ah | that horrid sun is 
setting at last.’ 

Meanwhile, they were all three galloping, galloping along 
without drawing breath. Around them, the fag end of the 
stream of fugitives was still pouring down the road with the 
ever-increasing speed of an overflowing torrent. When they 
reached the Balan gate they had to wait amid a ferocious 
crush and scramble. The drawbridge chains had broken, and 
as the ditch could only be crossed by the narrow footbridge, 
neither guns nor horses were, on this side, able to enter the 
town. The crush was said to be still more frightful at the 
Chateau postern and the Cassine gate. It was a wild engulf- 
ment, all the remnants of the army rolling down the slopes, 
throwing themselves upon the town and tumbling into it with 
a sluicy uproar as though into the depths of some sewer. The 
baleful fascination of those walls had ended by perverting 
even the bravest. 

Maurice had taken Henriette in his arms, and quivering 
with impatience he exclaimed : ‘I hope for God’s sake they 
won't close the gate till everyone has got in.’ 

His fear was that of the throng. Meantime, however, 
soldiers were already camping upon the slopes, both on right 
and left, whilst batteries of artillery, guns, caissons, and horses 
were stranding, pell-mell, in the ditch, Then repeated bugle 
calls rang out, followed by the clear notes of the ‘retreat’ 
summoning the belated soldiers. Several more men thereupon 
came up at the double-quick, and although isolated shots still 
resounded through the suburbs, the reports now became less 
and less frequent. Detachments were posted on the inner ban- 
quette of the parapet to defend the approaches, and the gate 
was at last closed. The Prussians were now no more than a 
hundred yards away. They could be seen coming and going 
across the Balan road, quietly occupying the houses and 
gardens there. 

Maurice and Jean—pushing Henriette before them so as 
to protect her from the jostling of their comrades—had been 
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among the last to enter Sedan. Six o’clock was striking. 
The cannonade had now ceased for nearly an hour, and little 
by little there came an end even to the isolated rifle shots. 
And then of all the deafening uproar, the hateful thunder 
that had growled since sunrise, nothing whatever remained ; 
it had passed into death-like nihility. Night came, falling 
amid a lugubrious, an awful silence. 


CHAPTER VIII 


TRUCE AND SURRENDER 


At about half-past five, before the gates were closed, Dela- 
herche, anxious with regard to the consequences, now that he 
knew the battle to be lost, again returned to the Sub-Prefec- 
ture. He reniained there during nearly three hours, pacing 
across the paved courtyard, watching and questioning the 
officers who passed ; and it was thus that he became acquainted 
with the rapid march of events :—General de Wimpffen’s 
resignation tendered, then withdrawn, full powers conferred 
upon him by the Emperor to repair to the Prussian head- 
quarters and obtain the least grievous conditions possible for 
the vanquished army, and finally, the assembling of a council 
of war, to decide whether they might try to continue the 
struggle by defending the fortress. During the sitting of this 
council, which was composed of some twenty commanding 
officers, and seemed to last an eternity, the manufacturer 
climbed the house-steps more than a score of times. And all 
at once, at a quarter past eight, he saw General de Wimpffen 
come down them, very red and with swollen eyes. He was 
followed by a colonel and two other generals, and they all 
leaped into the saddle and went off by the bridge over the 
Meuse. So capitulation had been resolved upon, had become 
inevitable ! 

- Tranquillised by this, Delaherche reflected that he was very 
hungry, and resolved to return home. As soon as he was out 
of the courtyard, however, he hesitated at sight of the frightful 
obstruction that had meantime been reaching a climax. The 
streets, the squares were gorged, crammed, filled with men, 
horses, and guns to such a point that it seemed as though the 
compact mass had been forcibly driven into the town by 
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means of some gigantic ram. Whilst the-regiments which had 
fallen back in good order were bivouacking on the ramparts, 
the scattered remnants of-all the various corps, the fugitives 
of every arm, the whole swarming herd had fairly submerged 
Sedan, and such was now the accumulation, so dense had this 
motionless crowd become, that in its midst one could no longer 
move either arm or leg. The wheels of the guns, of the cais- 
sons and other innumerable vehicles were locked together, the 
horses which had been lashed and urged in every direction, 
had room neither to advance nor to step back, and the men, 
deaf to every threat, were invading the houses, devouring 
whatever they found, lying down wherever they could, both in 
the rooms and in the cellars. Many too had fallen on the 
doorsteps, blocking up the vestibules ; whilst others, lacking 
the strength to go any farther, were stretched upon the foot- 
ways, sound asleep there, not even rising when their limbs 
were trampled upon, preferring as it were to lie there and 
be crushed rather than take the trouble of going elsewhere. 

Delaherche then understood the necessity of surrender. 
At some crossways artillery caissons stood so close together, 
that if a single German shell had fallen upon any one of them, 
all would have exploded, and Sedan would then have flared 
from rampart to rampart. And, besides, what could be done 
with such a heap of wretches, overwhelmed with hunger and 
weariness, without cartridges and without food? An entire 
day would have been needed merely to clear the streets. Then, 
too, the fortress itself was not armed, the town was not pro- 
visioned. All this had been pointed out at the council of war, 
by those who were of sensible mind, those who retained an 
accurate perception of the situation in the midst of their deep, 
patriotic grief ; and the boldest officers, those who quivered 
and exclaimed that it was impossible for an army to surrender 
in this fashion, had been obliged to bow their heads, unable to 
devise any practical means of renewing the struggle on the 
morrow. 

Delaherche managed with great difficulty to make his way 
through the mob on the Place Turenne and the Place du 
Rivage. As he passed in front of the Golden Cross Hotel he 
caught sight of its mournful dining-room, where some general 
officers sat in silence at the bare table. There was nothing 
left—not even any bread. General Bourgain-Desfeuilles, who 
could be heard roaring in the kitchen, must, however, have 
managed to discover a few scraps, for he suddenly became 
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silent, and darted upstairs embarrassed with something wrapped 
in a greasy paper. There was such a crowd outside, looking 
through the windows at that lugubrious table d’héte, swept bare 
by sudden famine, that Delaherche, stuck fast in its midst, had 
to use his elbows vigorously, and even then, such was the 
pushing, that he occasionally lost all the ground he had 
managed to gain. In the High Street the block appeared so 
impassable that for a moment he despaired of ever getting 
home again. All the guns of a battery seemed to have been 
thrown there, pell-mell, one atop of another. Eventually he 
made up his mind to climb on to the carriages, whence striding 
over the pieces he jumped from wheel to wheel, at the risk of 
breaking his legs. Then the horses barred his way, and he 
had to stoop, glide between the legs and under the bellies of 
these wretched animals who were dying of inanition. The 
obstacles became more and more formidable, and so frightened 
him at last, that when, after a quarter of an hour of repeated 
efforts, he had got as far as the Rue St. Michel, he resolved to 
turn into that street and work his way round by the Rue des 
Laboureurs, hoping that these out-of-the-way thoroughfares 
would be less obstructed than the High Street. Unluckily, 
however, there happened to be there a house of evil repute, 
which a band of drunken soldiers was besieging ; and fearing 
that he might get some nasty blow in the brawl, he retraced 
his steps. Thenceforth he became obstinate, and pushed on to 
the end of the High Street, at times balancing himself on the 
shafts of vehicles and at others climbing over vans. On the 
Place du Collége he was passed along on men’s shoulders for 
some thirty steps ; then, falling, he narrowly missed having 
his ribs broken, and only saved himself by catching hold of the 
iron bars of a railing. And more than an hour had elapsed 
since his departure from the Sub-Prefecture when he at last 
reached the Rue Maqua, sweating, in tatters, and quite ex- 
hausted. Yet, asa rule, he could walk from one place to the 
other in less than five minutes. 

Desirous of preventing the ambulance and the garden from 
being invaded, Major Bouroche had taken the precaution to 
have two sentries placed at the entrance of the premises. This 
was a great relief to Delaherche, to whom the idea had sud- 
denly occurred that his house was perhaps being pillaged. On 
reaching the garden the sight of the ambulance, faintly lighted 
up by a few lanterns, and exhaling the foul breath of fever, 
again sent a shiver to his heart. Then, on stumbling against a 
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soldier who was lying on the paving-stones, he suddenly re- 
membered the Seventh Corps’ treasury-chest, which this man 
had been guarding since the morning, forgotten, no doubt, by 
his officers, and at last so overcome by fatigue that he had 
stretched himself there to sleep. 

The house itself seemed to be empty, all was black on the 
ground floor, where the doors were wide open. The servants 
must have remained in the ambulance, for he found nobody in 
the kitchen, where a dim little lamp was smoking. Having 
lighted a candle, he went as softly as he could up the stairs in 
order not to wake his mother and his wife. Before returning 
to the Sub-Prefecture he had begged that they would go to 
bed early, after so laborious a day, fraught with such terrible 
emotions. 

On entering his private room, however, he had a surprise. 
A soldier was lying upon the sofa where Captain Beaudoin 
had slept for a few hours the day before, and it was only when 
he recognised him to be Henriette’s brother, Maurice, that he 
understood his presence there, the more so as, on turning 
round, he had perceived another soldier—that fellow Jean 
whom he had seen prior to the battle, and who, wrapped in a 
blanket, was now lying on a rug. Utterly overcome with 
weariness, they both looked like dead men. Delaherche did 
not tarry, but went to his wife’s room close by. A lamp, 
standing on the corner of a table, was burning there amid a 
quivering silence. Gilberte had simply thrown herself across 
the bed, in fear, no doubt, of some catastrophe. She was sleep- 
ing very calmly, however, whilst Henriette, seated near her on 
a chair, with merely her head resting on the edge of the mat- 
tress, was also slumbering ; but her sleep was disturbed by 
nightmares, and big tears were welling under her eyelids. 
Delaherche looked at them both for a moment, and was 
tempted to rouse Henriette to inquire what she had done, 
Had she been to Bazeilles? Perhaps, if he questioned her, 
she would be able to give him some news of his dye-works. 
However, he took pity on her, and was on the point of leaving 
the room when his mother appeared on the threshold, and, 
without a word, signed to him to follow her. : : 

As they crossed the dining-room he gave vent to his 
astonishment : ‘What, haven’t you gone to bed 2’ 

She shook her head; and then, in an undertone, she said : 
‘T cannot sleep. I have been sitting in an armchair near the 
colonel, He’s in a burning fever, and wakes up every moment 
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and questions me. I don’t know what to answer him. Come 
in and see him.’ 

M. de Vineuil had already fallen asleep again. His long, 
red face—which his moustaches streaked with wavy snow— 
could scarcely be distinguished on the pillow, for Madame 
Delaherche had placed a newspaper before the lamp, so that 
the head of the bed was obscured. The bright light fell upon 
herself as she sat rigidly in the armchair, with her hands 
inertly resting in her lap, and her eyes gazing afar, in a tragic 
reverie. 

‘Wait a moment,’ she murmured. ‘I think he heard you 
come in. Yes, he is waking again.’ 

The colonel was, indeed, opening his eyes and fixing them 
on Delaherche without moving his head. He recognised the 
manufacturer, and in a voice which trembled with fever, he 
inquired : ‘ It’s all over, isn’t it? They are capitulating ?’ 

Espying a glance which his mother gave him, Delaherche 
was on the point of telling an untruth. But what would be 
the good of it? And so, with a gesture of discouragement, he 
replied: ‘What would you have them do? If you could only 
see the streets of the town. General de Wimpffen has just 
started for the German headquarters to discuss the con- 
ditions.’ 

M. de Vineuil’s eyes had closed again, and a long shudder 
convulsed him, whilst from his lips escaped a hollow lamenta- 
tion: ‘Ah! my God! my God!’ And without opening his 
eyes he continued in a spasmodical voice : ‘Ah ! it was yester- 
day that what I wanted ought to have been done. Yes, I 
know the district. I told the general what I feared ; but 
they wouldn’t even listen to him—all the heights up there, up 
above St. Menges, as far as Fleigneux, occupied by our men— 
the army commanding Sedan, and holding the defile of St. 
Albert. We wait there, our positions are impregnable, the 
road to Méziéres remains open—— 

Then his speech became embarrassed, and he could only 
stammer a few unintelligible words, whilst the fever-born 
vision of the battle slowly faded away, carried off by sleep. 
He slumbered, possibly still dreaming of victory. : 

‘Does the major answer for him ?’ Delaherche asked, in a 
low voice. The old lady nodded affirmatively. ‘All the same 
those wounds in the foot are terrible,’ he resumed. ‘He will 
be laid up for a long while, I suppose ?’ 


This time she made no reply ; she herself was absorbed in 
Teg % 
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the great grief of the defeat. She belonged to another age, to 
those old, rough frontier-burgesses of bygone times, so ardent 
in defending their cities. “The bright lamplight fell upon her 
stern face, which with its sharp nose and thin lips bespoke all 
her anger and suffering, all the feeling of revolt that prevented 
her from sleeping. 

Then Delaherche felt isolated and frightfully wretched. 
His hunger was returning, becoming quite intolerable, and he 
thought it was weakness alone that thus deprived him of all 
courage. So he left the room on tiptoe and went down into 
the kitchen again with the candlestick. But here everything 
was still more dreary : with the fire out, the sideboard empty, 
and the dishcloths flung about in disorder, it seemed as though 
the blast of the disaster had swept even through this room 
and carried away all the substantial gaiety of creature com- 
forts. He thought at first that he should not be able to find 
even a crust, the bread having been taken for the sowpe at the 
ambulance. In the depths of a cupboard, however, he at last 
came upon some haricot beans, left from the previous day, and 
forgotten there. And he ate them as they were, cold, with- 
out butter and without bread, standing at the table there, for 
he did not like to go upstairs to partake of such a meal as 
this, though on the other hand he made all haste to get out of 
that dismal kitchen, where the little vacillating lamp was in- 
fecting the atmosphere with a horrible stench of petroleum. 

It was now scarcely more than ten o’clock, and Delaherche 
remained with nothing to do pending the time when he should 
know whether the capitulation was really to be signed or not. 
He still experienced a feeling of anxiety, a fear lest the struggle 
should be resumed, a dreadful terror of what might then 
happen, which he did not speak of, but which weighed covertly 
upon his heart. When he had again returned to his private 


room, where neither Maurice nor Jean had stirred, he tried to — 


lie back in an arm-chair and get to sleep there ; but sleep 
would not come to him, a noise of exploding shells made him 
start to his feet each time that he was on the point of losing 
consciousness. It was the uproar of the frightful cannonade 
of the daytime still lingering in his ears ; and whenever he 
was roused by it he would listen for a moment, quite scared, 
and tremble at the deep silence which surrounded him. Being 
unable to sleep, he preferred to remain on his legs, and began 
wandering about the dark rooms, carefully avoiding the 
chamber where his mother was watching over the colonel, for 
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the fixed stare with which she gazed at him made him feel 
quite uncomfortable. However, he twice went to see if Hen- 
riette had awakened, and paused at sight of his wife’s calm, 
peaceful face. Not knowing what to do with himself, he kept 
on going up and down, moving hither and thither, until two 
o’clock in the morning. 

He could then bear it no longer, and resolved upon again 
returning to the Sub-Prefecture, fully realising that until he 
knew what to expect it would be impossible for him to obtain 
any repose. Down below, however, at sight of the obstructed 
street, he was seized with despair, feeling that he would never 
have the strength to go and return through all those obstacles, 
the mere recollection of which made his limbs ache. And he 
stood there hesitating, when he saw Major Bouroche approach, 
panting and swearing: ‘Thunder! I thought I should have 
left my legs behind me.’ 

The major had been obliged to repair to the town-hall ‘to 
beg the mayor to requisition some chloroform, and send it to 
him at daybreak, for his own supply was exhausted. He still 
had several urgent operations to perform, and feared, so he 
put it, that he might be obliged to chop the poor devils up 
without anzsthetising them. 

‘Well ?’ asked Delaherche. 

‘Well, they don’t even know whether the chemists have 
any left!’ 

But the manufacturer did not care a rap about the chloro- 
form. ‘No, no,’ said he, ‘is it finished over there? Have 
they signed with the Prussians ?’ 

The major waved his arm violently. ‘ Nothing’s done !’ 
he cried. ‘Wimpffen has just come back. Those beggars, 
it seems, are that exacting they deserve to have their ears 
boxed ! Well, well, let us begin again and kick the bucket 
all of us ; that’s the best thing to do !’ 

Delaherche turned pale as he listened. ‘But is what you 
tell me quite certain ?’ 

‘TI had it from those people of the Municipal Council who 
are sitting over there en permanence. An officer came from 
the Sub-Prefecture to inform them of everything.’ 

Then he gave some details. The interview between 
General de Wimpffen, General von Moltke, and Bismarck had 
taken place at the chateau of Bellevue, near Donchery. A 
terrible man that General von Moltke, stern and hard, with 


the glabrous face of a mathematical chemist ; a man who won 
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battles by working out algebraical calculations in his study ! 
He had immediately been desirous of showing that he was 
fully acquainted with the hopeless situation of the French 
army : it had no provisions and no ammunition, said he, it 
was a prey to demoralisation and disorder, and there was no 
possibility whatever of its breaking the iron circle that shut 
it in; whilst the German armies occupied by far the stronger 
positions, and could burn down the town in a couple of hours. 
Then he coldly dictated his will, which was the surrender of 
the entire French army, with arms and baggage. 

On his side, Bismarck simply supported Moltke with the 
air of a good-natured bloodhound. And, thereupon, General 
de Wimpffen exhausted himself in combating these conditions, © 
the most harsh that were ever imposed upon a beaten army. 
He spoke of his ill-luck, the heroism of the soldiers, and the 
danger of exasperating a proud people beyond endurance ; he 
threatened, begged, talked during three hours with despairing, 
superb eloquence, asking that the vanquished army might 
simply be interned in some far-off region of France, or, if pre- 
ferred, in Algeria ; but, after all, the only concession made by 
the victor was that those of the officers who would give an 
engagement in writing, and pledge their honour not to serve 
again during the war, might return to their homes. Finally, 
the truce was prolonged until ten o’clock on the following 
morning, and if at that hour the conditions had not been ac- 
cepted, the Prussian batteries would again open fire and burn 
down the town. 

‘ But it’s idiotic !’ exclaimed Delaherche ; ‘ you don’t burn 
down a town that has done nothing to deserve it.’ 

The major, however, put the finishing touch to his alarm 
by adding that he had just seen some officers at the Hotel de 
V Europe who were talking of a sortie en masse before daybreak. 
Since the German exactions had become known, extreme ex- 
citement was being manifested, and the most extravagant 
plans were broached.. Nobody was deterred by the idea that. 
it would not be loyal to break the truce without a word of 
warning, under cover of the darkness, and all sorts of mad 
plans were indulged in:—A midnight march on Carignan 
through the ranks of the Bavarians, the recapture of the pla- 
teau of Illy, by means of a surprise, and the opening up of the 
road to Méziéres ; or else an irresistible rush, which at one 
bound would land them in Belgium. Others, it is true, sai 
nothing, but realised the fatality of the disaster, and would 
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have accepted and signed anything with a glad cry of relief, 
so as to have done at once with the whole business. 

‘Well, good night,’ added Bouroche. ‘I must try to sleep 
for a couple of hours. I need it.’ 

Thereupon he went off, leaving Delaherche suffocating. 
What? It was true, then ; they were going to begin fighting 
again ; they were going to burn and raze Sedan to the ground ! 
It was becoming inevitable ; this frightful thing would assur- 
edly take place as soon as the sun had risen high enough above 
the hills to illumine the horror of the massacre. In a mecha- 
nical way he once more climbed the steep garret-stairs, and 
found himself again among the chimney stacks at the edge of 
the narrow terrace overlooking the town. But now he was in 
the midst of darkness, an infinite rolling sea of huge black 
waves, among which he was at first unable to distinguish any- 
thing. The factory buildings below him were the first to 
stand out in the gloom, in confused masses which he recog- 
nised ; the engine-room, the loom-shops, the drying-rooms, the 
warehouses ; and the view of all that huge pile of building, 
his pride and his wealth, overwhelmed him with pity for him- 
self at the thought that in a few hours’ time there would only 
- be some ashes of it left. He raised his eyes towards the hori- 
zon and looked all around that black immensity, where the 
menace of the morrow was sleeping. On the south, in the 
direction of Bazeilles, some flakes of fire were flying skyward 
above the houses sinking into cinders; whilst, towards the 
north, the farm of the wood of La Garenne, set on fire during 
the evening, was still burning, ensanguining the trees with a 
great red glow. There were no other fires, nothing but those 
two blazes ; all the rest was a fathomless abyss traversed only 
by scattered, terrifying noises. Some one was weeping over 
yonder, perhaps far away, perhaps upon the ramparts. In 
vain did he try to penetrate the veil, to discern the Liry and 
Marfée hills, the Frénois and Wadelincourt batteries, all the 
long belt of bronze beasts, with outstretched necks and open 
muzzles, whose presence he divined there. And as he lowered 
his eyes upon the town around him, he heard its pant of 
anguish—not merely the restless slumber of the soldiers fallen 
in the streets, the dull rustling of that mass of men, animals, 
and guns, but also, at least he fancied so, the anxious insomnia 
of the citizens, his neighbours, who, like himself, were unable 
to sleep, consumed by fever whilst they waited for the dawn. 
They all must know that the capitulation was not signed ; 
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they all must be counting the hours, shivering at the idea that 
if it were not signed nothing would remain for them but to go 
down into their cellars to die there, blocked up, crushed be- 
neath the ruins of their homes. Then, all at once it seemed 
to him as though a desperate voice were ascending from the 
Rue des Voyards, crying ‘Murder!’ amid a sudden clank of 
arms. And thereupon he leant over the terrace railing and 
remained there listening in the dense night, lost amid the 
misty, starless sky, and seized from head to foot with such a 
shuddering that every hair wpon his skin stood up. 

Maurice awoke on the sofa at the first gleam of light. He 
was aching all over and did not stir, but lay there with his 
eyes fixed on the window panes, whilst they were slowly 
whitened by a livid dawn. In the acute lucidity of those 
waking moments, all the abominable memories returned to 
him, the battle of the day before, the flight, the disaster. 
Everything again passed before his eyes, even to the slightest 
details, and he experienced frightful suffering at the thought 
of that defeat, the crying shame of which penetrated to the 
very roots of his being, as though he had felt himself the cul- 
prit. And he reasoned his sufferings, analysed himself, find- 
ing the faculty of devouring himself quickened by what had 
happened. Was he not, after all, the first comer, a mere 
passer-by of the period, certainly of brilliant education, but 
at the same time crassly ignorant of all that he ought to have 
known, vain, too, even to blindness, and perverted by im- 
patience for enjoyment, and by the lying prosperity of the 
reign ? Then came another evocation as it were ; he pictured 
his grandfather, born in 1780, one of the heroes of the Grand 
Army, one of the victors of Austerlitz, Wagram, and Fried- 
land ; next his father, born in 1811, fallen into bureaucracy, 
a petty official of indifferent ability, receiver of taxes at Le 
Chéne Populeux, where he had worn himself away ; then 
himself, born in 1841, brought up'as a gentleman, called to 
the bar, capable of the worst folly and of the greatest en- 
thusiasm, vanquished at Sedan, in what he realised was an 
immense catastrophe, the end, indeed, of a world ; and this 
degeneration of the race, which explained how it had become 
possible that France, victorious with the grandfathers, should 
be defeated in the person of the grandsons, crushed his heart 
as though it were some slowly aggravated family complaint, 
culminating in the fatal catastrophe when the appointed hour 
had struck. He would have felt so brave and triumphant had 
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they been victorious! But in presence of defeat he was seized 
with the nervous weakness of a woman, and gave way to one of 
those fits of immense despair, during which it seemed to him 
as though the whole world were foundering. There was 
nothing left, France was dead. Sobs stifled him, and he wept, 
joining his hands together and stammering once more the 
prayers of infancy : ‘Take me, my God! Take all these 
poor suffering wretches !’ 

Jean, rolled up in the blanket on the floor, heard him, and 
began to stir. ‘What is the matter, youngster? Are you 
ill?’ asked the corporal, eventually sitting up and feeling 
greatly astonished. Then, realising that Maurice had been 
taken again with those peculiar ideas of his, he spoke to him 
in a fatherly way : ‘Come, what is the matter ? You shouldn’t 
worry yourself like that for nothing.’ 

‘Ah!’ exclaimed Maurice, ‘it’s all up; we can prepare 
ourselves to become Prussians.’ 

Jean, illiterate peasant that he was, with a hard skull, 
expressed great astonishment on hearing this, whereupon 
Maurice tried to make him understand that the race was ex- 
hausted, and must disappear and make room for the necessary 
stream of new blood. With an obstinate shake of the head, 
however, the corporal refused to accept the explanation : 
‘What! my field no longer belong to me? I should allow 
the Prussians to take it when I’m not yet dead and still have 
my two arms left? Come, come!’ 

Then, in his turn, he gave utterance to his ideas, express- 
ing himself laboriously in such words as he could think of. 
They had had a fearful licking ; that was certain. But they 
were not all dead, yet ; there were still some left, and these 
would suffice to build the house afresh, provided they were 
good fellows and hard-workers, and didn’t drink all they 
earned. In a family, now, when its members take proper 
care and put a bit of money by, they always manage to pull 
through even the worst stretches of bad luck. And besides, 
a blow sometimes does a man good: it makes him reflect. 
And then, too, if it were true there was some rottenness 
somewhere, some putrid limbs or other, far better lop them 
off with an axe and have done with them, than keep them 
until they killed you, like the cholera, ‘Exhausted, done for # 
No, no,’ he repeated again and again. ‘I’m not done for. I 
don’t feel that way at all.’ 

And stiff and lame though he was, with his hair still matted 
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together by the blood from his torn scalp, he drew himself up, 
full of a vivacious need of life, ready to take a tool, to drive 
a plough, to build the house afresh as he expressed it. He 
belonged to the old, stubborn, sober stratum, the sensible, 
hard-working, and thrifty France. 

‘All the same,’ he resumed, ‘I’m sorry for the Emperor. 
Trade seemed to be in a fair way, wheat sold well. But, sure 
enough, he has been very stupid. No sensible chap would get 
himself into such a mess as this.’ 

Maurice, who still remained quite overwhelmed, made 
another distressful gesture : ‘Ah ! the Emperor ; I liked him 
at bottom inspite of my ideas of liberty and a Republic. Yes, 
IT had it in my blood, on account of my grandfather, no doubt. 
And now you see everything’s rotten, even in that direction. 
Ah ! what will become of us ?’ 

A wild look was glimmering in his eyes, and he raised so 
grievous a plaint that Jean felt anxious and was about to rise, 
when the door opened and Henriette came in. The sound of 
their voices had just awakened her in the adjoining bed- 
chamber. A pale light was now brightening the room. 

‘You've come just in time to scold him,’ said Jean, pre- 
tending to laugh. ‘ He’s not behaving as he ought.’ 

However, the sight of his sister, so pale and afflicted, 
had induced a salutary crisis of sensibility. Maurice opened 
his arms, called her to his heart, and when she had flung her 
arms around his neck, a great appeasement penetrated him. 
She herself was weeping, and their tears mingled. ‘Ah! my 
poor, poor darling. I’m angry with myself that I haven’t 
more courage to console you! That good fellow Weiss—your 
husband who was so fond of you—what will become of you ? 
You have always been the victim, and yet you never com- 
plained. What a deal of grief I, myself, have caused you 
already, and who knows whether I sha’n’t cause you even 
more ; 

She was silencing him, placing her hand before his mouth, 
when in caine Delaherche half out of his senses. Again feel- 
ing frightfully hungry, with one of those nervous hungers 
which fatigue exasperates, he had at last come down from the 
terrace, and on going to the kitchen to get something warm to 
drink, he had there found the cook with one of her relatives 
a carpenter of Bazeilles, to whom she was just serving some 
mulled wine. Thereupon, this man, one of the last to Teman 
in the village amid the conflagration, had told him that his 
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dye-works were utterly destroyed, reduced to a heap of 
cinders. 

‘Ah! the brigands, would you believe it ?’ stammered the 
manufacturer, addressing Jean and Maurice. ‘Everything is 
lost. They are going to burn down Sedan this morning as 
they burnt down Bazeilles yesterday—I am ruined, ruined !’ 

Struck all at once by the scar which he observed on Hen- 
riette’s forehead, he remembered that he had not yet been able 
to speak with her. ‘It’s true, then,’ he added, ‘you went 
there, and got hurt like that ? Ah! poor Weiss!’ And then, 
understanding by the young woman’s red eyes that she knew 
of her husband’s death, he blurted out a fearful detail which 
he had just learnt from the carpenter : ‘That poor Weiss ! It 
appears they burned him! Yes, they threw the bodies of the 
inhabitants they had shot into the flames of a blazing house, 
which they had smeared with petroleum.’ ! 

Henriette listened, struck with horror. Good Lord! So 
she would not even have the consolation of recovering and 
burying her dear husband, whose ashes would be swept away 
by the wind! Maurice had again pressed her to his heart, 
and in a caressing voice was calling her his poor Cinderella, 
and beseeching her not to give way to so much grief, she who 
was so brave. 

After an interval of silence, during which Delaherche stood 
at the window observing the brightening of the light, he hastily 
turned and said to the two soldiers : ‘By the way, I was for- 
getting, but I came to tell you that downstairs, in the coach- 
house, where the treasury-chest is deposited, there is an officer 
distributing the money among the men, so that the Prussians 
may not get it. You ought to go down, for money may be 
useful if we are not all of us dead to-night.’ 

The advice was good, and Maurice and Jean went down, 
as soon as Henriette had consented to take her brother’s place 
on the sofa. Delaherche, meantime, passed into the adjoining 
room, where he found Gilberte, still with her face quite calm, 
and sleeping as peacefully as a child ; neither the loud talking 


1 The shooting of the civilian inhabitants who took part in defend- 
ing the village was in accordance with the cruel, but recognised, usages 
of war; but for the deliberate burning of their bodies there can be 
no excuse. However, some English newspaper correspondents, on the 
German side, asserted at the time that the occurrence was accidental, 
both French and Bavarian corpses being burnt by the falling houses.— 
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nor the sobs having caused so much asa change in her position. 
And thence he peeped into the room where his mother was 
watching over M. de Vineuil, and found that she had dozed 
off in her armchair, whilst the colonel, whose eyes were closed, 
had not stirred, being utterly prostrated by fever. All at 
once, however, he opened his eyes widely, and asked: ‘ Well, 
it is finished, isn’t it?’ 

Vexed by this question, which detained him just when he 
wished to take himself off, Delaherche made an angry gesture, 
whilst deadening his voice to answer: ‘Ah, yes, finished, till 
it begins again! Nothing has been signed.’ 

A prey to incipient delirium, the colonel continued in 
faint tones: ‘My God, may I die before the finish! I don’t 
hear the guns. Why are they no longer firing? Up at St. 
Menges and Fleigneux we command all the roads ; we will 
fling the Prussians into the Meuse should they venture to turn 
Sedan, to attack us. The town is at our feet between them 
and us, like an obstacle which strengthens our position. 
March ! the Seventh Corps will take the lead, the Twelfth will 
cover the retreat 4 

His hands jogged up and down on the sheet as though in 
unison with the trot of the horse, which, in his dream, was 
carrying him along. Little by little, however, as his words 
fell more heavily from his lips and he sank asleep, their move- 
ment became slower, till at last it altogether ceased, and he 
lay there, without a breath, overwhelmed. 

‘Rest yourself,’ Delaherche had whispered, ‘I will come 
back as soon as I have some news.’ Then, after making sure 
that he had not awakened his mother, he slipped out of the 
room and disappeared, 

Seated on a kitchen chair in the coachhouse down below, 
Jean and Maurice had found a paymaster who was distribut- 
ing fortunes there, screened merely bya little deal table placed 
in front of him, and without having recourse to pens, receipt 
forms, or papers of any kind. He simply dipped his hand into 
the bags overflowing with gold coins, and without even taking 
the trouble to count them, rapidly dropped a handful into the 
cap of each sergeant of the Seventh Corps who defiled before 
him. It was understood that the sergeants were to divide the 
sums given them among the men of their half-section. They 
all received the money with an awkward air, as though it had 
been some ration of meat or coffee, and then went off in em- 
barrassment, emptying their képis into their pockets, so that 
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they might not find themselves in the streets with all that 
gold displayed to view. And not a word was spoken. The 
only sound was the crystalline chinking of the coins amid the 
stupefaction which these poor devils experienced at finding 
themselves laden with all this wealth when there was no 
longer a loaf of bread or a quart of wine to be purchased in 
the whole town. 

When Jean and Maurice stepped forward, the paymaster 
at first withdrew the handful of gold which he had ready, and 
exclaimed : ‘ Neither of you is a sergeant. Only the sergeants 
have aright to receive Then, tired already, and anxious 
to have done with it, he added : ‘ Here, corporal, you can take 
some all the same. Quick there, whose turn next ?’ 

He had let the coins drop into the képi which Jean held 
out to him ; and the corporal, stirred at sight of the amount, 
nearly six hundred francs, immediately desired Maurice to 
take half of it. There was no telling, said he ; it was quite 
possible that they might be suddenly separated from one 
another. They accordingly divided the money in the garden, 
in front of the ambulance, which they afterwards entered, 
having noticed their company’s drummer, a gay, fat fellow 
named Bastian, lying on the straw near the entry. At about 
five o'clock on the previous evening, when the battle was over, 
he had been unluckily wounded in the groin by a stray bullet. 

The spectacle which the ambulance presented in the white 
morning twilight, at this moment of the reveille, fairly froze 
their hearts. Three more of the wounded had died, unper- 
ceived, during the night, and now the attendants were hastily 
making room for others by carrying the corpses away. Every 
now and then the men amputated on the previous day, lying 
there in a somnolent state, would abruptly open their eyes and 
gaze with stupor on the vast dormitory of suffering in which 
they found themselves, and where, as in the shambles, a half- 
slaughtered flock lay prone upon the straw. The attendants 
had certainly swept and somewhat tidied the place on the pre- 
vious evening, after all the bloody cuisine of the operations ; 
but here and there trails of blood could be seen on the badly 
wiped floor, whilst a large red-spotted sponge, looking not 
unlike a human brain, was floating in a pail, and a forgotten 
hand, with broken fingers, was lying just outside the door, 
under the shed. These were the crumbs as it were of the 
butchery, the frightful scraps of the morrow of a day of mas- 
sacre, dimly seen in the mournful rising of the dawn. And 
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all the agitation and turbulent assertion of life of the earlier 
hours had, under the heavy weight of fever, given way to 
prostration. Scarcely a stammered plaint, deadened by sleepi- 
ness, disturbed the moist silence. A scared look came into 
the sufferer’s glassy eyes as they again encountered the day- 
light ; their clammy mouths exhaled foul breath ; the whole 
hall was sinking into the succession of endless, livid, nauseous, 
death-sprinkled days which were now reserved to those 
wretched, mutilated men, who, at the end of two or three 
months, might possibly get over it, but at the cost of one of 
their limbs. 

Bouroche, who was beginning his round, after a few hours’ 
repose, paused for an instant in front of Drummer Bastian, 
and then passed on with a scarcely perceptible shrug of the 
shoulders. Nothing could be done for that poor devil. The 
drummer, however, had opened his eyes, and, as though re- 
suscitated, was keenly watching a sergeant, who, with his cap 
full of gold, had come to see whether some of his men were 
among the wounded. It so happened that there were a 
couple, and he gave each of them twenty francs, Other ser- 
geants now arrived ; gold began to rain upon the straw, and 
Bastian, who had succeeded in sitting up, held out both his 
hands, which the death pangs were already shaking, and stam- 
mered: ‘Forme! For me!’ 

The sergeant intended to pass on, as Bouroche had done. 
What, indeed, could be the use of money to a dying man ? 
Suddenly yielding, however, to a good-natured impulse, he 
dropped some coins, without counting them, into the drum- 
mer’s hands, which were already icy cold. ‘Forme! For 
me!’ gasped Bastian once more. He had fallen back again, 
and fumbled for some time with his stiffened fingers, endea- 
vouring to recover the gold which slipped from his grasp. 
Then he expired. 

‘Goodnight! The gent has blown his candle out !’ said a 
dark, lean, little Zouave, who was lying near by. ‘It’s vexing 
all the same, just as one’s got the brass to pay for a drink,’ 

The Zouave had his left foot bandaged ; nevertheless he 
managed to raise himself and crawl on his knees and elbows 
to the side of the corpse, when he picked up all the money, 
searching both the drummer’s hands and the folds of his great- 
coat. And noticing, when he had returned to his place with 
the cash, that the others were looking at him, he contented 
himself with remarking : ‘ Needn’t let it be lost, eh ?’ 
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Maurice, whom this atmosphere of human misery suffo- 
eated, had made all haste to draw Jean outside again. As 
they were once more passing through the operating-shed they 
saw Bouroche there. He was exasperated at not having been 
able to procure any chloroform, but was all the same making 
up his mind to amputate the leg of a little fellow of twenty. 
Jean and Maurice fled, so as not to hear the poor devil’s 
shrieks. 

At that moment Delaherche came in from the street, and 
waving his arm to them, called out: ‘Come upstairs, come at 
once. We are going to have some breakfast ; the cook has 
managed to get some milk. It’s very fortunate, for we need 
something warm.’ 

Despite the effort he was making, he could not conceal his 
exultant delight, and as the others approached him, he lowered 
his voice and added, with a radiant face: ‘This time it’s 
settled. General de Wimpffen has gone back to sign the 
capitulation.’ 

Ah! what an immense relief ; his factory saved, the atro- 
cious nightmare dissipated, life coming back again, full of pain 
and sorrow, no doubt ; but for all that life, yes, /ife! Nine 
o'clock was now striking, and little Rose, whom he had met 
in the neighbourhood, had just told him what had taken place 
during the early morning at the Sub-Prefecture. She had 
made her way to this part of the town, through the somewhat 
less crowded streets, with the view of trying to obtain some 
bread from an aunt, who kept a baker’s shop. At eight o'clock, 
said she, General de Wimpffen had assembled a fresh council 
of war, composed of more than thirty generals, whom he had 
informed of the result of the step he had taken, of the futility 
of his efforts, and of the harsh exactions of the victorious 
enemy. His hands trembled whilst he described the interview, 
violent emotion filled his eyes with tears; and he was still 
speaking when a colonel of the Prussian staff presented him- 
self as a parlementaire, in General von Moltke’s name, with a 
reminder that if a decision had not been come to by ten o’clock 
the German fire would reopen on the town of Sedan. There- 
upon, in this extreme, frightful necessity, the council had 
adopted the only course that was open to it, that of authorising 
General de Wimpffen to return to the chateau of Bellevue to 
accept everything. The general must have already arrived 
there, and the entire French army was surrendering. 

Rose next launched out into a variety of details concerning 
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the extraordinary agitation which the news was exciting in 
the town. At the Sub-Prefecture she had seen some officers 
tearing off their epaulettes, and bursting into tears like chil- 
dren. Cuirassiers flung their sabres into the Meuse from the 
bridge, over which an entire regiment had defiled, man after 
man throwing away his weapon and gazing on the water as it 
spurted and then closed up. In the streets, too, the soldiers 
took hold of their chassepots by the barrels, and broke the 
butts against the house-walls, whilst artillerymen removed the 
pieces of mechanism from the mitrailleuses, and consigned 
them to the sewers. There were some soldiers, also, who 
buried, and others who burned the flags. On the Place Tu- 
renne she had seen an old sergeant climb upon a corner stone, 
and as though seized with sudden madness, heap insults upon 
the commanders and taunt them with cowardice. Other men 
seemed stultified and wept big silent tears. And, it must be 
said, there were others, the greater number too, whose eyes 
smiled with gladness, whose persons from head to foot denoted 
enraptured relief. So at last there was to be an end to their 
misery ; they were prisoners, and there would be no more 
fighting. They had for so many days been suffering from ex- 
cessive marching and lack of food. Besides, what was the use 
of fighting since they were not the stronger? So.much‘the 
better if the commanders had sold them, so as to have done 
with the business at once. It was so delightful to think 
that they would soon have white bread again and sleep in 
beds. 

As Delaherche was entering the dining-room upstairs with 
Maurice and Jean, his mother called him: ‘Come here a 
moment. I’m anxious about the colonel.’ 

With open eyes, M. de Vineuil was once more venting 
aloud the panting dream of his feverish delirium : ‘ What 
matters it? Ifthe Prussians do cut us off from Méziéres 
he gasped ; ‘here come some of them turning the wood of La 
Falizette, whilst others are coming up along the valley of the 
Givonne. But the frontier is behind us, and we can cross it 
at a bound, as soon as we have killed as many of them as 
possible—that was what T wanted yesterday : 

His ardent eyes, however, had just caught sight of Dela- 
herche. He recognised him, and seemed to come to his senses, 
to emerge from his hallucinatory somnolence ; and as he thus 
returned to a consciousness of the terrible reality, he asked 
for the third time : ‘ It’s finished, eh 2’ ; 
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And this time, the manufacturer was quite unable to 
restrain the outburst of his satisfaction : ‘ Yes, thank heavens ! 
quite finished! The capitulation must now be signed.’ 

On hearing this, the colonel, despite his bandaged foot, 
rose violently from the bed, and taking his sword, which had 
remained lying on a chair, he made an effort to break it. But 
his hands were trembling, and the blade slipped. 

‘Take care ! he'll hurt himself,’ cried Delaherche. ‘ Take it 
out of his hands ; it’s dangerous !’ 

Old Madame Delaherche seized hold of the sword, but at 
sight of M. de Vineuil’s despair she did not hide it, as her son 
advised her to do. Putting forth strength extraordinary in 
one so old, and of which she herself would not have thought 
her poor hands capable, she broke it with a sharp snap upon 
her knee. The colonel had got into bed again, and lay there 
weeping, and looking at his old friend with an expression of 
- infinite tenderness. 

Meantime, in the dining-room, the cook had served bowls 
of café-au-lait for everybody. Both Henriette and Gilberte 
were now awake, the latter well rested by her good sleep, and 
with a clear face and gay eyes. And tenderly did she kiss 
her friend, whom she pitied, so she said, from the very depths 
of her heart. Maurice placed himself near his sister, whilst 
Jean, who had been pressed to stay, and who felt somewhat 
embarrassed, found himself facing Delaherche. Old Madame 
Delaherche could not be prevailed upon to come and sit down 
at table, and merely drank a bowl of coffee which was taken 
to her. The breakfast of the five others, however, though 
begun in silence, soon became animated. They were empty 
and very hungry, and how could they not feel glad at finding 
themselves there, virtually unharmed and in good health, 
when thousands of poor devils were strewing the surrounding 
country? And in the large, cool dining-room, too, the spotless 
white table-cloth was a joy for the eyes, whilst the ca/¢-au-lait, 
which was very hot, seemed exquisite. 

They talked. Delaherche, who. had already recovered all 
the assurance of the rich manufacturer, the bonhomie of the 
master fond of, popularity, severe only towards those who 
failed, reverted te Napoleon III., whose face had been haunt- 
ing him for a couple of days past. And he addressed himself 
to Jean, having only that artless fellow there.” ‘Ah! mon- 
sieur,’ he began, ‘yes, I can indeed say that the Emperor has 
greatly deceived me. For however much his incense-bearers 
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may plead extenuating circumstances, he is evidently the first 
cause, the only cause of our disasters.’ 

He was already forgetting that he had formerly shown 
himself an ardent Bonapartist, and but a few months pre- 
viously had done all he could to insure the triumph of the 
Plebiscitum. And he no longer even pitied the fallen Sove- 
reign who was about to become the Man of Sedan, but taxed 
him with every iniquity. 

‘ Absolutely incapable, as one is forced to recognise at the 
present moment ; still that by itself would be nothing—but 
his mind has always been addicted to chimeras ; he’s a man 
with an ill-proportioned brain, with whom things seemed to 
succeed just so long as he had luck on his side. No; people 
mustn’t try to make us pity his fate, by telling us that he was 
deceived by others, and that the Opposition refused him the 
necessary men and credits. It is he who has deceived us, 
whose vices and blunders have plunged us into the frightful 
mess in which we find ourselves.’ 

Maurice, who did not wish to take any part in the con- 
versation, could not restrain a smile, whilst Jean, whom this 
talk about politics rendered uncomfortable, and who feared 
that he might say something foolish, contented himself with 
replying : ‘ Folks say, all the same, that he’s a good fellow.’ 

However, these few words, modestly spoken though they 
were, almost made Delaherche leap from his seat. AJ] the 
fright he had experienced, all the anguish he had undergone, 
burst forth in a cry of exasperated passion that had turned 
to hatred. ‘A good fellow, indeed ; that’s easily said! Do 
you know, monsieur, that three shells fell here in my factory, 
and that it wasn’t the Emperor’s fault if the buildings were 
not burnt down? Do you know that I who speak to you, I 
shall lose a hundred thousand francs in this idiotic affair ? 
Ah! no, no, it is altogether too much—France invaded, burnt, 
exterminated, industry at a standstill, trade destroyed! We've 
had quite enough of such a good fellow as that, Heaven pre- 
serve us from him! MHe’s down in the mud and the blood, 
and I say let him stay there !’ 

Thereupon he made an energetic gesture with his fist as 
though he were pushing down some struggling wretch and 
keeping him under water. Then, with a greedy lip, he finished 
drinking his coffee. Gilberte had given vent to a slight in- 
voluntary laugh at sight of the painful abstractedness of ° 
Henriette, whom she served like a child. The meal continued — 
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till at last the bowls were emptied ; still they did not stir, pre- 
ferring to linger awhile amid the gladsome peacefulness of that 
large, cool room, 

And at that same hour Napoleon III. was in the weaver’s 
poor house on the Donchery road. Already at five in the 
morning he had insisted upon leaving the Sub-Prefecture, ill 
at ease at feeling Sedan encompassing him, like a reproach 
and a threat ; still worried, moreover, by a desire to soothe 
his sensitive heart by obtaining more favourable terms for his 
unfortunate army. He wished to see the King of Prussia. 
So, getting into a hired calash, he had set out along the broad 
highway, bordered with lofty poplars, that first portion of his 
journey into exile, accomplished in the freshness of the dawn, 
with a consciousness of all the fallen grandeur that he was 
leaving behind him in his flight ; and it was upon that road 
that he met Bismarck hastening to him, in an old flat cap and 
long greased boots, for the sole purpose of trifling with him 
and preventing him from seeing the King until the capitula- 
tion was signed. The King was still at Vendresse, eight and 
a half miles away. Where should he go? Where could he 
wait? Afar off, the palace of the Tuileries had disappeared, 
enveloped in a thunder-cloud. Sedan, too, already seemed to 
have receded a distance of many leagues, shut off, as it were, 
by a river of blood. There were no more imperial chateaux in 
France, no more official residences ; there was not even a 
corner in the abode of the smallest functionary where he dared 
to go and seat himself. And it was in the weaver’s house 
that he was minded to strand—the wretched house espied 
beside the road, with its narrow kitchen-garden skirted by a 
hedge, and comprising merely a ground-floor and one upper 
storey with mournful little windows, The room upstairs had 
whitewashed walls anda tiled floor, and its only furniture was 
a deal table and two straw-bottomed chairs. There he waited 
for hours, at first in the company of Bismarck, who smiled 
on hearing him talk of generosity, and then all alone, dragging 
his misery up and down the room, pressing his ashy face to 
the window-panes, and gazing once more upon that soil of 
France, that Meuse which looked so beautiful as it flowed 
along athwart vast, fertile fields,’ 


1 M. Zola has omitted to mention that, whilst Count von Bismarck 
and the Emperor were together, they came out of the house and sat talk- 
ing for a couple of hours in the open air, on chairs that were placed 
there for them, Meantime, the staff officers present remained lying on 
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Then that day, the next day, and the following days, there 
came the other abominable marches and their halting places : 
the chateau of Bellevue, that smiling bowrgeots country-seat 
overlooking the river, where he slept, and where he wept after 
his interview with King William ; then the cruel departure, 
Sedan avoided for fear of the vanquished and the famished, 
the pontoon bridge, which the Prussians had thrown across 
the river at Iges, the long circuit on the northern side of the 
town, the by-ways, the remote roads of Floing, Fleigneux, and 
Tlly—all that lamentable flight in the open calash ; and there, 
on that tragic, corpse-strewn plateau of Illy, occurred the 
legendary meeting—the wretched Emperor, no longer able to 
endure the motion of the vehicle, sinking down under the 
violence of some spasm, maybe mechanically smoking his 
everlasting cigarette, whilst a flock of haggard, blood-and-dust- 
covered prisoners, whom their captors were escorting from 
Fleigneux to Sedan, ranged themselves at the edge of the road 
to allow the carriage to pass; the first ones silent, the next 
ones growling, and the others, beyond, growing more and 
more exasperated until they burst into jeers and brandished 
their fists with gestures of insult and malediction. And after 
that there was yet the interminable journey across other por- 
tions of the battlefield, a league of broken-up roads, past 
ruins, and corpses with widely opened, threatening eyes ; and 
then came a bare stretch of country with vast, silent woods, 
and the frontier atop of an incline ; and beyond it the end of 
everything—a dip into a narrow valley where the road was 
edged with pines. 

And what a first night of exile that was at Bouillon, in an 
inn, the Hotel de la Poste, where he found himself amid such 
a throng of mere sightseers and French refugees that he deemed 
it proper to show himself, whereat there was loud murmuring 
and hissing! The room, with its three windows overlooking 
the Place and the Semoy, was the commonplace hotel-room, 
with the usual chairs upholstered in red damask, the usual 
mahogany wardrobe with a plate-glass door, the mantelshelf 
decked with the usual zinc clock, flanked by shells and vases 


a patch of grass not far off. When Count von Bismarck had left him, — 
the Emperor returned into the house, which curiously enough was 
tenanted not by a French family, but by that of a Luxemburg weaver, 
speaking both French and German. After considerable delay Napoleon 


was escorted to the chateau of Bellevue by a detachment of Prussian 
Cuirassiers —Z7vans. 
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of artificial flowers under glass cases. Right and left of the 
door were two little fellow beds. In one of them slept an 
aide-de-camp, so overcome by fatigue that at nine o’clock he 
was already sound asleep. In the other one the Emperor 
must have turned and turned for hours, unable to close his 
eyes ; and if he got up to assuage his sufferings by walking, 
his only diversion can have been to look at two engravings, 
hanging on the wall there, on either side of the chimney-piece 
—one representing Rouget de l’'Isle singing the Marseillaise ; 
the other, the Day of Judgment, the mighty call sounded by 
the trumps of the Archangels, drawing all the dead from the 
bosom of the earth, the resurrection of the ossuaries of the 
battlefields, ascending to testify before God.! 

All the train of the Imperial household, the cumbersome, 
accursed baggage vans, had remained at Sedan, in distress 
behind the sub-prefect’s lilac bushes. Those in charge were 
at a loss how to spirit them away, how to remove them safely 
from the sight of the poor folks dying of misery, so intolerable 
indeed became the aggressive insolence which they had as- 
sumed, the frightful irony with which the defeat had imbued 
them. A very dark night had to be waited for, and then the 
horses, the carriages, and the vans, with their silver saucepans, 
their spits, and their baskets of fine wines, went forth from 
Sedan with great mystery, and in their turn betook themselves 
to Belgium, journeying with muffled tread and roll along the 
dark roads amid an uneasy shivering, such as attends a theft. 


1 When we remember that the Marseillaise is typical of the French 
Revolution, which was the origin of the power of the Bonapartes, the 
significance of both these engravings, in the circumstances in which 
the Emperor found himself, was truly remarkable, He stood there, as 
it were, betwixt Alpha and Omega.—T7rans. 
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PART III 
WOE TO THE VANQUISHED! 


CHAPTER I 


SILVINE’S QUEST—AMONG THE SLAIN 


Amp the smoke and thunder of the cannonade, during the 
interminable day of the battle, Silvine, quivering from head to 
foot at thought of Honoré, had not ceased gazing towards 
Sedan from that hill of Remilly, where stood old Fouchard’s 
little farm. And on the morrow her anxiety had increased, 
augmented by the impossibility of obtaining any accurate 
tidings from the Prussians guarding the roads, who refused to 
answer any questions, being, moreover, themselves ignorant of 
what was happening. The bright sunshine of the previous 
day had disappeared, showers had fallen, and the valley now 
wore a gloomy aspect in the livid light. 

Towards evening old Fouchard, who, in his intentional 
silence, was also feeling worried, though he thought but little 
of his son, being indeed more anxious to know how the mis- 
fortunes of others would affect himself, was standing on his 
threshold waiting for something to turn up, when he noticed 
a big fellow in a blouse, who had been prowling along the 
road for a moment or so with an embarrassed air. On re- 
cognising him, the old man’s surprise was so intense, that 


although three Prussians were passing at the time he called in 
a loud voice : 


‘Hullo, Prosper! Is it you?’ 

With an energetic wave of the arm the Chasseur d’Afrique 
abruptly silenced him. Then, drawing near, he answered in 
an undertone : ‘ Yes, it’s I. D’ve had quite enough of fighting 
for nothing, so I skedaddled—and, I say, father Fouchard, 
you don’t want a farmhand, do you ?’ 
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At this the old man immediately regained all his prudent 
reserve. It so happened that he did want somebody, but it 
would not serve his purpose to say so. ‘Ahand? Why, no— 
not just now. But come inside all the same, and drink a glass 
of wine. I’m not going to leave you on the road like that.’ 

In the living-room was Silvine, just setting the soupe on 
the fire, with little Charlot laughing and frolicking, and 
hanging to her skirts. She did not at first recognise Prosper, 
although he had formerly been in service with her ; but, in 
fact, it was only on bringing a couple of glasses and a bottle 
of wine that she took a good look at him ; and then she at once 
raised a cry, and, with thoughts only for Honoré, exclaimed : 
‘Ah! you’ve come back from it, haven’t you? Is Honoré all 
right ?’ 

Prosper was on the point of answering when he hesitated. 
For two days past he had been living in a dream, amid a vio- 
lent succession of ill-defined events which had left no precise 
impression on his memory. He certainly thought that he had 
seen Honoré stretched dead upon a cannon, but he would not 
have sworn it ; and why should he grieve folks when he was 
not certain? ‘Honoré,’ he muttered, ‘I don’t know, I can’t 
say.’ 

She looked at him fixedly and insisted: ‘Then you hayven’t 
seen him ?’ 

Shaking his head, and slowly waving his hands, he an- 
swered : ‘ You are mistaken if you think one can be certain of 
anything. So many things happened, so many things !_ Why, 
of all that cursed battle I couldn’t tell you so long, even to 
save my life! No, not even tell the places I passed through. 
’Pon my word it makes one an idiot.’ He drank a glass of 
wine and remained sitting there, quite downcast, with dreamy 
eyes peering, as it were, into the depths of hismemory. ‘All 
I can remember,’ he resumed, ‘is that night was already falling 
when I recovered consciousness. The sun was still high up 
in the sky when I fell, whilst we were charging. I must have 
been lying there for hours with my right leg caught under 
poor Zephyr, who had been hit full in the chest. There 
was nothing at all pleasant, I can assure you, in my position, 
with heaps of dead comrades round me, and not so much as a 
live cat to be seen, and with the prospect, too, of kicking the 
bucket myself if nobody came to pick me up. I tried ever so 
gently to release my thigh, but it was no go, Zephyr was as 
heavy as five hundred thousand devils, He was still warm. 
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T fondled him, called him, spoke endearing words to him, and 
then something happened, do you know, that I shall never 
forget. He opened his eyes and tried to raise his poor head, 
which was lying on the ground beside mine. And we had a 
chat together. ‘My poor old fellow,’ I said to him, ‘I don’t 
say it to reproach you, but is it because you want me to kick 
the bucket with you that you hold me down so tight?’ Of 
course he didn’t answer yes, but, all the same, I read in his 
eyes the grief he felt at leaving me. And I don’t know how 
it happened, whether he did it on purpose, or whether it was 
only a convulsion, but he gave a sudden start which threw 
him on one side. And I was then able to get up, ah! in a 
fearful state, with my leg as heavy as lead. But no matter, 
I took Zephyr’s head in my arms and went on talking to him, 
telling him all my heart could think of—that he was a good 
horse, and that I was very fond of him and should always 
remember him. He listened to me and seemed so pleased ! 
Then he gave another start and died ; his big eyes, which 
hadn’t ceased looking at me, became quite blank all at once. 
It’s funny, too, and you won’t believe me, but the plain truth 
is he had big tears in his eyes—my poor Zephyr, he wept as 
though he were one of us.’ 

Weeping himself, almost choking with grief, Prosper had 
to pause. He drank another glass of wine and then resumed 
his narrative in imperfect, disjointed phrases. Night had 
drawn in, only a red ray of light had remained, on a level with 
the battlefield, throwing the giant shadows of the dead horses 
far over the ground. He, no doubt, had for a long time re- 
mained with Zephyr, unable to depart on account of the 
heaviness of his leg. Then he had been set on his feet by a 
sudden sensation of terror, a pressing desire to remain alone 
no longer, but to find himself again among some comrades in 
order that he might feel less afraid. In this wise the forgotten 
wounded had dragged themselves along from the ditches, the 
bushes, all the lonely nooks on every side, searching for com- 
panionship, gathering together in groups, little parties of four 
or five, for it seemed to them less hard to agonise and die in 
company. And in this wise too, Prosper, whilst hobbling - 
through the wood of La Garenne, fell in with two soldiers of 
the 48rd, who had not received so much as a scratch, but had 
hidden themselves there like hares, waiting for the night. 
On learning that he knew the road they explained their idea 
to him, which was to escape into Belgium, making their way 
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to the frontier, through the woods, before daylight. He at 
first refused to guide them, for he would rather have betaken 
himself direct to Remilly, certain as he was that he would 
find an asylum there. But how could he procure a blouse and 
trousers? Besides how could he hope to get past the numer- 
ous Prussian pickets between the wood of La Garenne and 
Remilly ? He would have had to cross the entire valley. So 
he finally consented to guide his two comrades. His leg hay- 
ing become inflamed they halted at a farm to let him rest, and 
were lucky enough to obtain some bread there. Nine o’clock 
was striking from a distant steeple when they set out again, 
The only serious danger in which they found themselves was 
at La Chapelle, where they fell into the midst of a hostile 
picket-guard, which rushed to arms and fired into the darkness 
whilst they, on their side, threw themselves on their stomachs, 
crawled and galloped along on all fours beneath the whizzing 
bullets. After that experience they did not again venture 
out of the woods, but groped along, with fumbling hands and 
ears on the alert, until at the turn of a path they crawled up 
stealthily and sprang upon the shoulders of a forlorn sentinel 
whose throat they ripped open with a knife. And then the 
roads proved free and they continued on their way, laughing 
‘and whistling. At about three in the morning they reached 
a little Belgian village, where a good-natured farmer on being 
aroused at once opened his barn, in which they fell sound 
asleep upon trusses of hay. 

The sun was already high when Prosper awoke. On open- 
ing his eyes he found his comrades still snoring and perceived 
the farmer harnessing a horse to a large tilted cart, laden with 
bread, rice, coffee, sugar, all sorts of provisions in fact, hidden 
underneath sacks of charcoal. And he learnt that the worthy 
fellow had two married daughters at Raucourt in France, to 
whom he was about to take these provisions, knowing them 
to be absolutely destitute since the Bavarians had passed 
through the town. He had obtained the safe-conduct neces- 
sary for his purpose early that morning. 

Prosper was at once seized with an uncontrollable desire 
to share the cart seat with the farmer, and return to that 
secluded spot over yonder, nostalgia for which was already 
filling his heart with anguish. It was all so simple—he would 
alight at Remilly through which the farmer must needs pass. 
And in three minutes it was settled, the coveted trousers 
-and blouse were lent to him, the farmer gave out everywhere 
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that he was his man, and at about six in the evening he 
alighted in front of the village church, having only been stopped 
some two or three times on the road by the Prussian pickets. 

‘Yes, I’d had enough of it,’ Prosper repeated after a pause. 
‘If they had only put us to some use, like over yonder, in 
Algeria ; but to be always cantering up and down doing 
nothing, to feel that one serves no earthly purpose—all that 
ends by becoming unbearable. Besides, now that my poor 
Zephyr’s dead I should be all alone. The only thing I can do 
is to go back to the fields. That’s better than being a 
prisoner of the Prussians, eh? You have some horses, father 
Fouchard, you shall see if I’m fond of them and can take care 
of them ?’ 

The old man’s eyes glistened. He chinked glasses again, 
and without any show of eagerness, completed the business : 
‘Well, as it will be doing you a service, I’ll agree to it—Tl 
take you. But as to wages, you mustn’t talk of them, mind, 
till the war’s over, for I really don’t need any one, and the 
times are so hard.’ 

Meanwhile Silvine, seated with Charlot on her lap, had 
not taken her eyes off Prosper ; and, now, on seeing him rise 
with the intention of going to the stables to make the ac- 
quaintance of the horses there, she once more asked him : 
‘And so you haven’t seen Honoré ?’ 

This question, so abruptly repeated, made Prosper start, 
as though it had suddenly thrown a flood of light upon a dim 
corner of his memory. He once more hesitated, but finally 
decided to speak out : ‘ Well, I didn’t want to grieve you just 
now,’ said he, ‘but I fancy Honoré must have remained 
yonder ; 

‘What do you mean ?’ 

‘Well, I think the Prussians did for him—TI saw him lying 
back on a cannon, with his head raised and a hole just below 
his heart.’ 

Silence fell. Silvine had become frightfully pale, and old 
Fouchard, quite thunderstruck, set his glass, which he had 
just filled with the wine remaining in the bottle, upon the table 
again. ‘You are sure of that ?’ the young woman asked in a 
choking voice. 

‘ Well, as sure as one can be of anything one sees. It was 
on a little hillock just beside three trees, and it seems to me I 
could go there with my eyes shut.’ 

To her it seemed as though everything had crumbled away. 
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Her lover, who had forgiven her, who had bound himself to 
her by a promise, whom she was to have married as soon as 
he got his discharge at the end of the war! And now they 
had killed him, and he was lying yonder with a hole below his 
heart ! Never before had she felt such love for him. So 
intense was her desire to gaze upon him again, and, despite 
everything, secure him for herself even beneath the sod, that 
she was thoroughly aroused from her customary passivity. 
Roughly setting Charlot on the floor, she exclaimed : ‘ Well, 
I myself will only believe it when I’ve seen it. Since you 
know where it is, you shall take me there. And if it’s true, if 
we find him, we'll bring him back here.’ 

Tears were stifling her, and she sank upon the table, 
quivering with prolonged sobs, whilst the child, stupefied at 
being so roughly treated by his mother, likewise burst into 
tears. Then taking the little one in her arms again and 
pressing him to her heart she stammered distractedly : ‘My 
poor child ! my poor child !’ 

Old Fouchard was still in a state of consternation. Despite 
appearances, he was, in his own fashion, attached to his son. 
Old memories must have come back to him from long, long 
ago, from the days when his wife was living, when Honoré 
still went to school, for two big tears welled from his red eyes 
and coursed down the tanned parchment of his cheeks. He 
had not wept for ten years or more. Then oaths escaped his 
lips, and he ended by getting quite angry respecting that son 
of his whom he would never see again : ‘Curse it! It upsets 
a man—to have but one lad, and for them to kill him.’ 

When some measure of calmness had returned, however, 
Fouchard was extremely annoyed at finding that Silvine still 
talked of going over yonder in search of Honoré’s body. 
Without further lamentation, preserving indeed a despairing, 
invincible silence, she persisted in her resolve ; and he no 
longer knew her, usually so docile, performing any task 
assigned to her without complaint, whereas now those large, 
submissive eyes of hers, which sufficed for the beauty of her 
face, had acquired an expression of fierce decision, whilst her 
brow remained pale, as with the pallor of death, beneath her 
mass of thick dark hair. She had already torn a red wrapper 
from her shoulders and went to dress herself in black from 
head to foot, like a widow. In vain did Fouchard dwell upon 
the difficulty of the search, the dangers which she would be 
exposed to, the faint hope there was of finding the body. No 
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matter, she even ceased answering him at last, and he realised 
that she would go off of her own accord and do something rash 
if he did not take steps in the matter, a prospect which 
disquieted him the more as trouble might ensue with the 
German authorities. Accordingly he made up his mind to 
go and see the mayor of Remilly, who was a distant cousin 
of his, and between them they concocted a plausible story : 
Silvine was said to be Honoré’s widow, and Prosper passed as 
being her brother, so that the Bavarian colonel, quartered at 
the Cross-of-Malta inn below the village, willingly drew up a 
safe-conduct, authorising the brother and sister to bring back 
the husband’s body provided they could find it. By this time 
night had drawn in, and the only thing to which the young 
woman would consent was to defer the journey until sunrise. 

On the morrow Fouchard would not allow a horse to be 
put to one of his large carts, for fear lest he should never see 
either beast or vehicleagain. Who could tell, indeed, whether 
the Prussians would not confiscate them both? At last, 
however, he consented, with an ill grace, to lend a little grey 
donkey and its cart, which, though small, was yet large enough 
to carry a corpse. At great length he then gave instructions 
to Prosper, who, although he had slept well, seemed very 
thoughtful and anxious. Now that, rested and freed from 
excitement, he tried to remember the spot where he had seen 
Honoré lying, he doubted whether he would be able to find it, 
and the prospect of this expedition disturbed him. At the 
last moment Silvine went to fetch the blanket from her own 
bed, folded it up, and laid it in the cart ; and she was already 
starting, when she ran back to kiss little Charlot : ‘I leave 
him in your care, father Fouchard ; mind that he doesn’t get 
playing with the lucifers.’ 

‘Yes, yes, you needn’t be anxious.’ 

The preparations had lasted a long time, and it was nearly 
seven o'clock when Silvine and Prosper descended the steep 
slopes of Remilly behind the narrow cart which the little 
grey donkey drew along with its head hanging low. It had 
rained heavily during the night, the roads were like rivers of 
mud, and large livid patches of cloud were scudding across 
the gloomy sky. 

Desirous of taking the shortest route, Prosper had adopted 
the idea of passing through Sedan. Before reaching Pont- 
Maugis, however, the cart was stopped and detained during 


more than an hour by a Prussian picket, and only when the 5 
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laissez-passer had circulated among four or five officers was the 
donkey able to resume its journey, it being stipulated that the 
party should make the round by way of Bazeilles, which was 
reached by a cross-road on the left. No reason was assigned 
for this stipulation, but doubtless the officers wished to avoid 
increasing the crush which prevailed in the town. Whilst 
Silvine was crossing the Meuse, over the railway bridge, that 
fatal bridge which the French had neglected to blow up, and 
for which, albeit, the Bavarians had paid so terrible a price, she 
espied the corpse of an artilleryman coming down stream with 
the current, in a sauntering sort of way. Caught by a tuft of 
herbage, it remained for a moment motionless, then suddenly 
swung round and started off again. 

Bazeilles, which the donkey crossed at a walk from end to 
end, was a picture of destruction, of all the abominable havoe 
that devastating war can wreak when with the fury of a bliz- 
zard it sweeps through a land. The dead had already been 
picked up, not a single corpse remained on the paved highway 
of the village, and the rain was washing away the blood. Some 
puddles, however, were still quite red, and beside them lay 
suspicious remnants, things which looked like shreds of flesh, 
with what seemed to be hair adhering to them. But the appal- 
ment which froze every heart came from the sight of the ruins 
—the ruins of that village which three days previously had 
worn such a smiling aspect with its pleasant houses girt with 
gardens, and which now had crumbled to the ground, anni- 
hilated, displaying but scraps of walls blackened by the flames. 
The church, a huge funeral pile of smoking beams, was still 
burning in the centre of the Place, whence arose a stout column 
of black smoke which spread out on high like a great tuft of 
mourning plumes above a hearse. Entire streets had disap- 
peared, nothing remained on either hand—nothing but piles of 
calcined stones fringing the gutters amid a mass of soot and 
cinders, a thick, inky mud, which spread over everything. At 
the various crossways the corner houses had been razed to the 
ground, carried away as it were by the fiery blast which had 
blown past these spots. Other houses had suffered less griev- 
ously, one had by chance remained standing, isolated ; whilst 
those on its right and left seemed to have been hacked by 
shrapnel, their upreared carcases resembling gaunt skeletons. 
And everything exhaled an unbearable stench, the nauseating 
- smell of fire, especially the acrid odour of the petroleum with 

which the floorings had been deluged. Then, too, there was 
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the mute desolation of the household goods which the vil- 
lagers had tried to save, the poor articles of furniture that had 
been flung from the windows and shattered by their fall ; 
the crippled tables with broken legs, the wardrobes with their 
flanks ripped open and their chests rent asunder, the linen, too, 
lying here and there, torn and soiled, with all the woeful resi- ~ 
due of the pillage melting away in the rain. And, on glancing 
behind one gaping house-front and between some fallen flooring, 
one could espy a clock standing upon a mantelpiece that still 
adhered to the wall of an upper storey. 

‘Ah! the brutes !’ growled Prosper, whose soldier’s blood 
rose hotly to his brain at sight of such abomination. 

He clenched his fist, and Silvine, herself very pale, had to 
quiet him with a glance each time that they came upon a sentry 
by the roadside. The Bavarians had indeed placed sentinels 
near the houses which were still burning, and these men, with 
fixed bayonets and loaded guns, seemed to be protecting the 
fires in order that the flames might complete their work. With 
a threatening gesture, a guttural cry when he had to deal with 
any obstinate person, the sentry drove back both the mere 
sightseers and the interested parties who were prowling around. 
Clusters of villagers had collected at a distance and stood 
there in silence, looking on and quivering with restrained rage. 
One woman, quite young, with dishevelled hair and in a mud- 
stained dress, obstinately remained in front of the heaped-up, 
smoking remnants of a little house, the live cinders of which 
she wished to search although the sentinel sternly forbade her 
approach. It was said that this woman’s little child had been 
burnt to death in the house. And, all at once, as the Bavarian 
brutally pushed her aside, she turned round and spat all her 
furious despair in his face, assailing him with insults which 
reeked of blood and filth, foul, obscene words which eased her 
feelings. He probably did not understand her, but falling back 
gazed at her with an uneasy air until three of his comrades ran 
up and freed him from the woman, whom they dragged away, 
howling. A man and two little girls, who, all three, had fallen 
on the ground from sheer fatigue and wretchedness, were sob- 
bing in front of the ruins of another house, not knowing where 
to go, having indeed seen all they possessed fly away in smoke 
and cinders. A patrol, however, came along and dispersed the 
villagers, and then the road again became deserted save for the 
stern, gloomy sentinels, who glanced vigilantly to right and left 
intent upon enforcing their iniquitous orders. 
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‘The brutes ! the brutes !’ repeated Prosper in a low growl. 
‘It would bea treat to strangle a few of them.’ 

Silvine again silenced him. She was shuddering. <A dog, 
shut up in a cart-house spared by the fire, forgotten there for 
a couple of days past, was howling, raising a continuous plaint, 
so doleful that a kind of terror sped athwart the low hang- 
ing sky whence some fine grey rain had just begun to fall. And 
at that moment, whilst passing the park of Montivilliers, they 
some upon a ghastly spectacle ; three large tumbrels laden with 
corpses were standing there, one behind the other—scavengers’ 
tumbrels, into which, as they pass along the streets of a morning, 
it is customary to shovel all the refuse of the previous day ; 
and in a like manner they had now been filled with corpses ; 
stopping each time that a body was flung into them, and start- 
ing off again witha great rumbling of wheels to halt once more 
farther on—in this wise scouring the whole of Bazeilles, until 
they fairly overflowed with heaped-up corpses. And now, 
motionless, by the wayside, they were waiting to be taken to 
the public ‘shoot,’ the neighbouring charnel-place. Feet pro- 
truded from them, upreared in the air ; and a head, half-severed 
from the trunk, hung over the side of one of the vehicles. 
And whenthe three tumbrels again set out, jolting along through 
the puddles, a long, livid, pendent hand began rubbing against 
one of the wheels, which in its revolutions gradually woreitaway, 
stripped it first of its skin, and then consumed it to the bone. 

The rain ceased falling when they reached the village of 
Balan, where Prosper prevailed on Silvine to eat some bread, 
which he had taken the precaution to bring with him. It was 
already eleven o'clock. As they were drawing near to Sedan 
they were stopped by another Prussian post, and, this time, 
there was a terrible to-do, for the officer in command flew into 
a passion and even refused to return the laissez-passer, which, 
speaking in perfect French, he declared to be a forgery. By 
his orders some soldiers pushed the donkey and the little cart 
under a shed. What was to be done? How were they to con- 
tinue their journey ? Silvine was in despair, when an idea came 
to her on recollecting cousin Dubreuil, that well-to-do rela- 
tive of old Fouchard’s, with whom she was acquainted, and 
whose residence, the Hermitage, was only a few hundred yards 
away, beyond the lanes overlooking the suburb. Perhaps the 
German officer might listen to a man of means like him. So, 
leaving the donkey, she took Prosper with her, for the officer 
contented himself with impounding the vehicle and the moke, 
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and allowed the young couple to go free. They ran on and 
found the gate of the Hermitage wide open, and as they entered 
the avenue of ancient elms they were greatly astonished by a 
spectacle which they descried in the distance. ‘The deuce ! i 
said Prosper, ‘here are some fellows having a high time 
of it !’ 

A joyous party appeared to be assembled on the fine 
gravel of the terrace, below the house-steps. Some arm-chairs 
and a sofa, upholstered in sky-blue satin, were ranged around 
a table with a marble top, thus forming a strange, open-air 
drawing-room, which the rain must have been drenching since 
the day before. A couple of Zouaves, wallowing at either 
end of the sofa, appeared to be splitting with laughter ; whilst 
a little Linesman, leaning forward in an arm-chair, looked as 
though he were holding his sides. All three had their elbows 
resting in a nonchalant way on the arms of their seats ; whilst 
a Chasseur was holding out his hand as though to take a glass 
from the table. They had apparently emptied the cellar, and 
were having a spree. 

‘ How is it they are still here?’ muttered Prosper, becom- 
ing more and more stupefied as he drew nearer. ‘ The devils ! 
are they doing this to show their contempt for the Prussians ?’ 

All at once, however, Silvine, whose eyes were dilating, 
shrieked and made a gesture of horror. The soldiers did not 
stir—they were dead! The two Zouaves, stiffened and with 
twisted hands, had no faces left them ; their noses had been 
torn off, their eyes driven out of their sockets. The laugh of 
the Linesman who was holding his sides, was due to a bullet 
which had split his lips, breaking his teeth. And atrocious, 
indeed, was the sight which these poor wretches presented, 
seated there, as though chatting together, in the rigid postures 
of lay figures, with their eyes glassy, and their mouths wide 
open, each and all of them icy cold and for ever motionless. 
Had they, whilst yet alive, dragged themselves to that spot 
that they might die together? Was it the Prussians, who, by 
way of a grim joke, had picked them up and seated them there 
in a convivial circle, as though in derision of French gaiety ? 

‘A queer amusement all the same,’ resumed Prosper, turn- 


ing pale. And looking at the other corpses strewn across the 


avenue, beneath the trees and over the lawns, at the thirty 
brave fellows or so among whom lay Lieutenant Rochas, 


riddled with bullets and swathed in the colours of his regi- : 


ment, the Chasseur added with a serious, almost reverential air : 
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-There’s been some hard fighting here. TI hardly think we 
shall meet the gentleman you want to find.’ 

Silvine was already entering the house, through whose 
shattered windows and gaping doorways the damp atmo- 
sphere freely penetrated, Evidently enough, there was nobody 
there ; the occupants must have gone away prior to the battle. 
However, she obstinately made her way to the kitchen, and 
on entering it again raised a cry of fright. Two bodies had 
rolled under the sink—a Zouave, a well-built man witha black 
beard, and a brawny Prussian with red hair. They were 
locked together in a savage embrace ; the Frenchman’s teeth 
had bitten into the German’s cheek, and their stiffened arms 
had in no degree relaxed their grasp, but were still bending 
and cracking each other’s broken spine, uniting them both 
in such an intricate knot of everlasting fury, that they must 
needs be buried together. 

Since there was nothing they could do in that empty house, 
which death alone now tenanted, Prosper made all haste to 
lead Silvine away. On returning, in despair, to the outpost 
where the donkey and the cart had been detained, they were 
lucky enough to find there a general who was visiting the 
battlefield. He wished to see the laissez-passer which the 
stern officer commanding the post had confiscated, and having 
read it he returned it to Silvine with a gesture of commisera- 
tion, as though to say that this poor woman should be allowed 
to go on her way in search of her husband’s body. Thereupon, 
without tarrying, she and her companion, followed by the 
little cart, went off towards the Fond de Givonne, permission 
to pass through Sedan having been again refused them. 

They turned to the left in view of reaching the plateau of 
Illy by the road passing through the wood of La Garenne. 
But here again they were delayed, and a score of times did 
they despair of getting through the wood, so many were the 
obstacles they met with. At every step the trees, cut down 
by the shells, barred the road like fallen giants. This, indeed, 
was the bombarded forest, through which as through some 
square of the Old Guard of steadfast, veteran firmness, the 
cannonade had swept, destroying venerable lives. On all 
sides were prostrate trunks, stripped, pitted, rent like human 
preasts. This scene of destruction, with its multitude of 
massacred branches shedding tears of sap, was fraught with 
the same heartrending horror as a field of human battle. And 
there were also corpses ; the corpses of soldiers who had 
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fallen beside the trees as by the side of comrades. A lieu- 
tenant was lying there, with his mouth quite bloody and with 
both hands still clawing the soil and tearing up tufts of grass. 
Farther on a captain had passed away, stretched upon his 
stomach, and with his head upraised to bellow forth his pain. 
Others seemed to be sleeping among the bushes, whilst a 
Zouave, whose blue sash had caught fire, had had his beard 
and hair entirely grilled. And all along the narrow woodland 
road, it repeatedly became necessary to push the corpses on 
one side so that the donkey might continue on its way. 

All at once, however, on reaching a little valley, the horror 
came to an end. The battle had, doubtless, taken another 
direction, leaving this delightful nook unscathed. Not a twig 
of the trees had been broken, not a drop of blood had stained 
the moss. A beck flowed past through duckweed, and lofty 
beech trees shaded the path which skirted it. With the 
freshness of the running water, the quivering silence of the 
greenery, the spot was fraught with a penetrating charm, an 
adorable peacefulness. 

Prosper stopped the donkey in order that it might drink 
from the stream. ‘Ah! how pleasant it is here!’ he said, 
thus spontaneously giving expression to his relief. 

Silvine glanced around her with astonished eyes, anxious 
at finding that she also felt refreshed and almost happy. 
Why should this secluded nook wear such an aspect of peaceful 
felicity when all was mourning and suffering around it? She 
made a despairing, eager gesture. ‘Quick! quick! let us get 
on. Where is it? Where did you see Honoré ?’ 

Fifty yards farther on, as they at last arrived at the 
plateau of Illy, the level plain suddenly spread itself out before 
them. This time they had come to the real battlefield, the 
bare expanse of country stretching away to the horizon under 
the great wan sky, whence frequent showers were streaming. 
No heaps of dead were to be seen. All the Germans must 
have been already buried, for not one of them remained 
among the scattered corpses of the French strewn along the 
roads, over the stubbles, and in the hollows, according to the 
phases of the struggle. The first corpse they came upon was 
that of a sergeant, a superb, sturdy young fellow whose face 
was peaceful, with parted lips which seemed to be smiling. 
A hundred paces farther on, however, they saw another corpse — 
lying across the road and this was frightfully mutilated, with the 
head half carried away and the shoulders splashed with brain- 
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matter. Then, after passing the solitary corpses, they came 
upon little clusters of dead here and there. They saw seven 
kneeling in a line, with their guns raised to their shoulders, 
who had been shot dead whilst in the act of firing ; whilst 
near them had fallen a non-commissioned officer in the posture 
of one giving the word of command. The road then followed 
a narrow ravine, and horror again took possession of them, 
for an entire company seemed to have fallen here, annihilated 
by shrapnel. The trench-like hollow was filled with bodies, 
men who had slipped, toppled over, and become entangled 
together, some with severed limbs, and others with twisted 
hands, which had clawed the yellow bank in their futile efforts 
to save themselves from falling. A black band of crows flew 
away as Silvine and Prosper approached ; and swarms of 
flies were already buzzing over the bodies, flocking to the spot 
in thousands, all eager to drink the fresh blood flowing from 
the wounds. 

‘Where is it, where is it?’ repeated Silvine. 

They were now skirting a ploughed field covered with 
knapsacks, of which some regiment, hard pressed by the enemy, 
must have rid itself in a fit of panic. The débris strewing 
the soil indicated various episodes of the struggle. Scattered 
képis looking like large poppies with shreds of uniforms, 
epaulettes and belts, all covering a field of beets, denoted a fierce 
hand-to-hand encounter, one of the few close tussles engaged 
in during that formidable artillery duel which had lasted for 
twelve long hours. But it was more particularly against 
broken or abandoned weapons that one stumbled at almost 
every step—sabres, bayonets, chassepots, in such great num- 
bers that they seemed as it were the fruit of the earth, a 
crop that had sprouted from the soil on some day of abomi- 
nation. Pans and cans also littered the roadways, together 
with all sorts of things that had fallen from the rent knapsacks 
—rice, brushes, and cartridges. And field followed field amid 
the same immense devastation, fences torn down, trees scorched 
as though they had been set on fire, the very soil furrowed by 
the shells, or so trodden underfoot, so hardened, so ravaged 
by the gallop of masses of men, that it seemed as though it 
must for evermore remain unproductive. And while the 
rain blurred everything with its wan moisture, a persistent 
smell arose, the smell peculiar to battlefields, which stink of 
fermenting straw and burning cloth, a commingling of filth 


and gunpowder. 
AA 


354 WOE TO THE VANQUISHED 


Weary of these fields of death, through leagues and leagues 
of which it seemed to her she had been marching, Silvine 
gazed around her with growing anguish ; ‘Whereis it? where 
is it, then ?’ 

But no answer came from Prosper, who was growing 
uneasy. For his own part, he was upset less by the sight of 
his dead comrades than by that of the horses, the poor horses 
prone on their sides, such numbers of which they encountered. 
Some were really pitiable to see, lying in frightful postures 
with heads torn off and flanks ripped open, giving egress to their 
entrails. Several, stretched upon their backs and displaying 
their huge bellies, upreared their four stiffened legs like posts. 
The boundless plain was quite bumpy with these stricken 
steeds. Some of them were not yet dead though they had 
been agonising for two days past ; and at the faintest sound, 
they raised their pain-racked heads, wagging them to right 
and left, and then letting them fall again ; whilst others, 
remaining motionless, gave vent at times to a loud call, that 
plaint of the dying horse, so peculiar, so frightfully dolorous, 
that the very atmosphere quivered at the sound. And Prosper, 
with his heart lacerated, bethought himself of Zephyr, fancying 
that he would perhaps see him again. 

All at once he felt the ground shaking as under the gallop 
of a furious charge. He looked round, and barely had time 
to call to his companion: ‘The horses! the horses! Run 
behind that wall !’ 

A hundred chargers or so, all riderless, and some still laden 
with heavy kits, were rushing from the summit of a neigh- 
bouring slope, rolling towards them at a hellish pace. These 
were the mounts which had lost their riders in the fight 
Remaining on the field, they had instinctively collected to- 
gether, and having neither hay nor straw, they had for a 
couple of days past been cropping the scanty grass, pulling 
the hedges to pieces, and gnawing the bark of the trees. And 
now, whenever hunger pricked them like a spur, they started 
off all together at a mad gallop, and charged across the blank, 
silent country, crushing the dead, and finishing off the 
wounded. 


The herd was drawing near, and Silvine only had time to _ } 
pull the donkey and the little cart behind the low wall: — 


‘Good heavens ! they will break everything !’ 


The horses, however, had leapt the barrier ; there was — 
merely a roll of thunder as it were, and then they were 
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galloping off, plunging into a hollow road which stretched 
away to the verge of a wood, behind which they disappeared. 

Having led the donkey back into the track, Silvine insisted 
upon Prosper answering her: ‘Come, where is it ?’ 

Turning and surveying the horizon on every side, he 
answered : ‘There were three trees—I must find them—a 
fellow doesn’t see very clearly, you know, when he’s fighting, 
and it isn’t easy afterwards to find out the road one took,’ 

Then, on perceiving some people on his left, two men and a 
woman, it occurred to him to question them. But the woman 
fled at his approach, and the men warned him away with 
threatening gestures. Others whom he saw, clad in sordid 
garments, inexpressibly filthy, and with the suspicious-look- 
ing faces of bandits, were careful to avoid him, slinking away 
between the bushes like crawling, crafty animals. And on 
noticing that the dead, in the rear of these evil-looking men, 
were shoeless, displaying their bare white feet in the grey 
light, he ended by realising that these prowlers were some of 
the tramps following the hostile armies, plunderers of corpses, 
predatory German Jews, who had entered France in the wake 
of the invasion. One tall, thin fellow darted away ahead of 
him at a gallop, with a sack burdening his shoulders, and 
stolen silver and stolen watches jingling in his pockets, 

A lad of thirteen or fourteen allowed Prosper to approach 
him, however, and protested loudly when the Chasseur, finding 
that he was French, began overwhelming him with reproaches : 
What ! couldn’t a chap earn his living, then? For his part, 
he was simply picking up chassepots, and received five sous for 
each one that he found. That same morning, having fled 
from his village with his stomach empty since the previous 
day, he had hired himself out to a man from Luxemburg who 
had contracted with the Prussians to collect the rifles scattered 
over the battlefield. The Germans, indeed, feared that if the 
weapons were picked up by the frontier peasants, they would 
be carried off into Belgium, and sent back into France by 
another route, and thus quite a crowd of poor devils was now 
hunting for the guns, seeking for so many five-sous, rummag- 
ing among the herbage, like the peasant-women who may be 
seen bending double in the meadows whilst searching the 


grass for dandelions. 
‘A dirty trade !’ Prosper growled. 
‘ Well, achap must eat,’ the youngster answered, ‘I’m not 


robbing anyone.’ 
6 y AA2 
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Then, as he did not belong to that district, and could not 
give any information, he pointed out a little farmhouse, near 
by, where he had seen some people a short time before. Prosper 
thanked him and was going off to join Silvine again, when he 
caught sight of a chassepot half buried in a furrow. His first 
thought was to say nothing about it, but all at once he 
retraced his steps, and despite himself exclaimed : ‘Hi! 
there’s one here, that will make five sous more for you.’ 

As they drew near to the farm, Silvine noticed some 
other peasants who were digging a long trench with picks and 
spades. ‘These were immediately under the orders of German 
officers, who, with nothing more formidable than switches in 
their hands, stood by, stiff and silent, watching the work. The 
inhabitants of all the surrounding villages had in this way 
been requisitioned to bury the dead ; for it was feared that the 
rainy weather would hasten the mortification of the corpses. 
Near the trench were two carts laden with dead bodies, 
which a gang of men was remoying and swiftly depositing in 
the cavity, placing them side by side in serried array, and 
without troubling to search their garments or even to look at 
their faces. And in the rear of the first party three other 
men, provided with large shovels, were covering the row of 
corpses with a layer of earth, so thin and scanty, however, 
that it was already cracking under the action of the rain. So 
hastily and carelessly was the work done, indeed, that before 
a fortnight was over a pestilence would be rising from every 
chink. Silvine could not resist halting beside the trench and 
gazing at the poor wretches who were laid in it. She was 
shuddering with a horrible fear, an idea that she recognised 
Honoré in each blood-smeared face that her eyes fell upon. 
Was not that he—that unfortunate fellow who had lost his 
left eye, or that other one, perhaps, with the broken jaw? If 
she did not speedily find him on that endless, indefinite plateau, 
he would assuredly be taken from her beyond power of re- 
covery, and buried all of a heap with the others. Accordingly 
she ran off to join Prosper, who had gone on to the farm-gate 
with the donkey : ‘Good Lord, where is it, then? Ask, ques- 
tion the people !’ 

Apart, however, from a servant-woman and her child 
who had made their way back from the woods, where they 
had almost perished of hunger and thirst, there were only 
some Prussian soldiers at the farm, It was a nook suggestive 
of patriarchal simplicity, of honest rest following upon the 
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fatigues of the past few days. Some of the Germans were 
carefully brushing their tunics, which they had hung on the 
clothes-lines. Another, skilful with his needle, had almost 
finished darning a hole in his trousers ; whilst in the mid- 
dle of the courtyard the cook of the party had lighted a 
large fire, on which the evening repast was boiling in a huge 
pot, which exhaled a pleasant smell of bacon and cabbage. 
The conquest was already being organised with perfect tran- 
quillity and discipline. These men, smoking their long pipes, 
might have passed for peaceful civilians who had just returned 
home. On a bench at the door a brawny, carroty-haired 
fellow had taken the servant’s child—a little chap of five or 
six—in his arms, and was dandling him playfully, speaking 
German words of endearment to him, vastly amused to see the 
urchin laugh at this harsh-syllabled foreign language which he 
did not understand. 

Prosper, however, at once turned his back upon the farm 
for fear of some fresh mishap. But these Prussians were evi- 
dently good-natured fellows ; they smiled at sight of the little 
moke, and did not even trouble to ask for the laissez-passer. 

Then came a wild march. On the sun appearing for a 
moment between two clouds they saw that it was already low 
on the horizon. Would night fall and surprise them in that 
endless charnel-place? Then a fresh shower obscured the 
sun, and all around them there remained but the pale infini- 
tude of rain, a fine spray which blotted out everything, the 
roads, the fields, and the trees. The donkey was still trotting 
at the same slow pace behind them, carrying his head low, and 
dragging the little cart along with the resigned gait of a docile 
animal. They went northward, they came back towards 
Sedan, no longer knowing what direction they were taking ; 
and twice they retraced their steps on recognising certain 
spots which they had previously passed. They were doubt- 
less going round and round ; and at last, overcome by despair 
and exhaustion, they halted at a crossway where three roads 
met, and stood there in the pelting downpour, lacking both 
strength of mind and body to pursue their search any 
farther. 

To their surprise, however, they suddenly heard some 
groans, and on trudging as far as a lonely cottage, on their 
left, they found two wounded men lying in a room. All the 
doors were open, and these men had seen nobody, not a soul, 
during the two days that they had been lying there, shivering 
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with fever, and without even having their wounds dressed, 
Thirst was consuming them, torturing them the more acutely 
as the rain was streaming all around them, and they could 
hear it pattering loudly on the window-panes, Neither could 
move, and both at once raised acry of ‘ Water! water !’ that 
distressful, longing cry with which the wounded always pur- 
sue the passer-by whenever the faintest sound of steps rouses 
- them from their lethargy. 

When Silvine had brought them some water, Prosper, who 
in the more severely wounded of the two men had recognised 
a comrade, a Chasseur d’Afrique of his own regiment, realised 
that they could not be far from the ground over which Mar- 
gueritte’s division had charged. He questioned the poor fellow, 
who, with a vague wave of the arm, ended by answering 
affirmatively, ‘It was over yonder, on the left, after passing a 
large field of lucern.’ Provided with this information, Silvine 
wished to start off again at once. Some men were passing, 
picking up the dead, and having called to them in order that 
they might come to succour the two wounded soldiers, she took 
hold of the donkeys bridle and began dragging the animal 
over the slippery ground, all eagerness to make her way yonder 
past that field of lucern. 

All at once Prosper halted. ‘It must be hereabouts. 
Look ! there are the three trees on the right. Do you see the 
ruts too? And yonder there’s a broken caisson. We've 
reached the spot at last,’ 

Quivering from head to foot, Silvine darted forward and 
examined two corpses, two artillerymen who had fallen by the 
wayside. ‘But he’s not here, he’s not here!’ she exclaimed. 
‘You must have made a mistake. Yes, you must have fancied 
it, your eyes must have deceived you.’ 

Little by little a mad hope, a delirious joy was gaining 
upon her. ‘Suppose you were mistaken. What if he should 
be alive? And of course he must be alive since he’s not here.’ 

But, all at once, she groaned aloud. Turning round, she 
had found herself on the very spot where the battery had been 
established. The scene was a frightful one, the ground cut up 
and rent as by an earthquake, with wreckage lying all around, 


and corpses thrown upon their stomachs, their backs, their sides, ; 


in horrifying postures ; their arms twisted, their legs doubled 
under them, their heads askew, their white teeth showing in 
their mouths, which howling had distended. A corporal had 
expired with both hands pressed upon his eyelids in a paroxysm 
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of fright, as though to shut out all view of what was happen- 
ing. Some gold coins, which a lieutenant had carried in a belt 
about his body, had fallen from it, oozing forth with his blood, 
and lay scattered among his bowels. The two chums, Adolphe 
the driver, and Louis the gun-layer, with their eyes protruding 
from their sockets, were still clasped in a fierce embrace, one 
atop of the other, coupled even in death. And at last there 
was Honoré, lying upon his crippled gun as on a bed of 
honour, struck both in the flank and the shoulder, but with 
his face unscathed and handsome with its expression of anger, 
whilst his eyes were still turned in the direction of those 
Prussian batteries yonder. 

‘Oh! my friend,’ sobbed Silvine, ‘my friend !’ 

She had fallen upon her knees on the drenched ground, with 
clasped hands, in an outburst of mad grief. That name of 
friend, the only one that came to her lips, told of all the 
affection she had lost in losing that excellent young fellow, so 
good, so kind, who had forgiven her and consented, despite 
everything, to make her his wife. And now her hope was 
ended, her life was over. Never had she loved another, never 
would she cease to love him. The rain was abating, and a 
flock of crows whirling and croaking above the three trees, 
alarmed her like a threat of evil. Did they want to take him 
from her once more, that dear one, dead, alas ! whom she had 
only found again with so much difficulty? She had dragged 
herself to him, on her knees, and was driving away the greedy 
flies that buzzed above his blankly staring eyes, whose glance 
she still obstinately sought. 

But her anxiety took another turn when between Honoré’s 
clenched fingers she espied some blood-stained paper. With 
gentle jerks, she tried to pull it from him ; but the dead man 
would not release it, his fingers grasped it so tightly that it 
could only have been torn from him in shreds. It was the 
letter he had preserved under his shirt, against his skin, the 
letter she had written to him, which he had thus pressed as in 
a farewell clasp, amid the final throes of his agony, And 
when she had recognised it, there stole through all her afflic- 
tion a profound and penetrating joy. She was quite overcome 
on finding that he had died thinking of her. Yes, most cer- 
tainly, she would leave that dear letter in his hand, she would 
make no further effort to take it from him since he was so 
stubbornly bent on carrying it with him to the grave. A 
fresh flow of tears relieved her: warm, gentle tears were these. 
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She had risen to her feet and she kissed. his hands, she kissed 
his brow, repeating ever the same infinitely loving word ; ‘My 
friend—my friend.’ 

Meanwhile, however, the sun was sinking, and Prosper 
had gone to fetch the blanket, which he spread upon the 
ground. Then, slowly, reverently, they both raised Honoré’s 
body, laid it on the blanket, and carried it, wrapped in the 
folds of the covering, to the little cart. The rain was 
already threatening again, and, mournful little cortege that 
they formed, they were starting off once more across that 
accursed plain, when all at once they heard a rolling, rum- 
bling noise, as of thunder. Then again did Prosper call: 
‘The horses! the horses !’ 

Tt was another charge of those famished, wandering cavalry 
mounts which had remained at large. They were approaching 
this time over a vast level stretch of stubble, in a deep mass, 
with their manes streaming in the wind and their nostrils 
covered with foam ; and an oblique ray of the red sun threw 
the shadow of their frantic gallop clean across the plateau to 
its farther end. Silvine had immediately sprung in front of 
the cart, her arms uplifted, as though to stop them, with a 
gesture of furious affright. Fortunately, some rising ground 
turned them aside and they swerved to the left, otherwise 
they must have crushed everything. The ground fairly shook 
beneath their mad scamper, and their hoofs sent the stones 
flying like grape-shot, one pebble wounding the little donkey 
on the head. Then they were lost to view in the depths of a 
ravine. 

‘It’s hunger that makes them gallop like that,’ said 
Prosper. ‘ Poor animals !’ 

Having bandaged the donkey’s head with her handker- 
chief, Silvine again took hold of the bridle and the dismal 
little cortege once more traversed the plateau on its return 
journey of a couple of leagues or so to Remilly. Atevery few 
steps Prosper halted to gaze at the dead horses, his heart 
heavy at the thought of going off like that, without having 
again seen Zephyr. 

A little below the wood of La Garenne, they were turning 
to the left with the intention of taking the road they had fol- 
lowed in the morning, when a German outpost demanded their 
laissez-passer, and instead of turning them away from Sedan 
ordered them to pass through the town under penalty of being 
arrested, ‘There was no questioning this new order, besides it 
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shortened the journey by a mile and a half, which they were 
glad of, weary as they felt in every limb. 

Inside Sedan, however, their progress was greatly impeded. 
As soon as they were within the fortifications they found 
themselves in a foul atmosphere reeking with filth. For three 
days the town had been the cesspool of a hundred thousand 
men ; and to complete the insufferable stench there were the 
carcases of the horses, which had been slaughtered and cut 
up on the various open spaces, and whose entrails were now 
rotting in the sunlight, their heads, their bones lying here 
and there about the pavements and swarming with flies. 
A pestilence would assuredly break out if proper diligence 
were not shown in sweeping into the sewers all those horrible 
beds of manure which in the Rue du Ménil, the Rue Maqua, 
and even on the Place Turenne were a quarter of a yard high. 
As it happened, printed notices placarded by the German au- 
thorities already requisitioned the inhabitants for the following 
day, ordering all of them, no matter what their position might 
be, workmen, shopkeepers, merchants, and magistrates, to as- 
semble with brooms and shovels and set about this necessary 
work, under threat of heavy penalties if the town were not 
clean by the evening. And the chief judge of the local 
court was already to be seen at his door, scraping the pave- 
ment and throwing the filth into a barrow, with a fire- 
shovel ! 

Silvine and Prosper, who had turned into the High Street, 
could walk but slowly through the feetid slime. Moreover, a 
great commotion reigned in the town, and at every moment 
the road was blocked. The Prussians were now searching the 
houses for such of the French soldiers as had hidden them- 
selves, obstinately intent on not surrendering. At about two 
o’clock on the previous day, when General de Wimpffen had 
returned from the chateau of Bellevue after signing the capitu- 
lation there, a rumour had circulated that the captive army 
was to be confined on the peninsula of Iges, until convoys 
could be organised to escort it to Germany. Merely a few 
officers intended to avail themselves of the clause which ac- 
corded them their liberty on condition that they pledged their 
word in writing not to serve again during the war. Among 
these, it appeared, there was only one general—Bourgain-Des- 
feuilles, who alleged his rheumatism as an excuse. And that 
same morning he had been saluted with jeers and hisses on 
taking his departure from the Golden Cross Hotelin a vehicle, 
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Since dawn the operation of disarming the French troops had 
been in progress; the soldiers having to defile across the 
Place Turenne, and throw their guns and bayonets in a pile 
which, amid a crashing like that of old iron, kept rising higher 
and higher in one corner of the square. A detachment of 
German troops was assembled there under the orders of a 
young officer, a tall, pale fellow in a sky-blue tunic, a plumed 
cap and white gloves, who superintended the disarmament 
with an air of haughty smartness. A Zouave having refused, 
with a mutinous gesture, to surrender his chassepot, the 
officer gave orders for his removal, exclaiming, in perfect 
French : ‘That man to be shot at once !’ With dejected faces 
the other Frenchmen continued defiling, throwing their guns 
upon the pile with a mechanical gesture, anxious as they were 
to have done with it all. But how many there were who no ~~ 
longer had any weapons, whose chassepots lay scattered over 
the country-side! And how many who were hiding since the 
previous day, in the vain hope of escaping surrender amid the — 
inexpressible confusion. The houses they had invaded still 
swarmed with these obstinate fellows, who refused to answer 
when called and squeezed themselves into corners, imagining 
that they would not be found there. The German patrols 
which scoured the town came upon some of the vanquished 
hidden under articles of furniture. Others who had taken 
refuge in cellars refused to come out even when discovered, 
and the patrols at last fired upon them through the vent-holes. 
Never was there such a man-hunt, such an abominable battue. 
On reaching the bridge over the Meuse the donkey was 
stopped by the crush there. A suspicious officer, commanding 
the picket, which guarded the bridge, fancied that the little 
cart might be leaving the town with some bread or meat, and 
wished to make sure of its contents. When he had pulled the 
blanket aside and saw the corpse, he gazed at it for an instant 
as though thunderstruck ; then with a wave of his arm he 
signed that the vehicle might proceed on its way. But it was. 
still impossible to advance, in fact the obstruction was in- 
creasing. A German detachment was conducting one of the 
first convoys of prisoners to the peninsula of Iges. There 
seemed no end to this flock of captives. Onward they 
pressed, hustling one another, treading on one another’s heels, 
with their uniforms in tatters, their heads bowed, their eyes 
darting hangdog, sidelong glances, their backs bent and their 
arms swinging listlessly, like the vanquished men they were, 
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no longer possessed of even a knife to cut their own throats with, 
The harsh voices of their guards rang out urging them onward, 
like whips raining lashes through their silent scramble, amid 
which the only sound was the plashing of their heavy shoes 
in the thick mud. Another shower had begun to fall, and 
there could be no more sorrowful sight than that flock of 
vanquished soldiers, trudging along in the rain, like tramps 
and beggars of the highways. 

All at once Prosper, who, like the old Chasseur d’Afrique 
he was, felt his heart beating so violently with restrained rage 
that it seemed likely to burst, nudged Silvine in order to call 
her attention to two of the passing soldiers. He had recog- 
nised Maurice and Jean, marching fraternally, side by side, 
among their comrades ; and the little cart having resumed its 
journey in the wake of the convoy, he was able to follow the 
two friends with his eyes as far as the suburb of Torcy, whilst 
they proceeded along the level road which conducts to Iges 
between gardens and plots of vegetables. 

‘Ah!’ murmured Silvine, lowering her eyes upon Honoré’s 
corpse, profoundly distressed by all she had seen. ‘Perhaps 
the dead are the happier.’ 

Nightfall surprised them at Wadelincourt, and it had long 
since been pitch dark when they once more reached Remilly. 
Old Fouchard was stupefied on beholding his son’s corpse, for 
he had felt certain that it would not be found. For his own 
part he had employed his day in driving a good bargain. 
Officers’ horses, stolen on the battlefield, were being readily 
sold at twenty francs apiece, and he had given but five-and- 
forty francs for three of them. 


CHAPTER II 


THE HORRORS OF CAPTIVITY—STARVATION, MURDER, 
AND DISEASE 


THERE was such a scramble whilst the column of prisoners was 

leaving Torcy that Maurice was separated from Jean. And, 

run as he might afterwards, he only lost himself the more. 

When he at last reached the bridge thrown across the canal at 

the base of the peninsula of Iges, he found himself among 

some Chasseurs d’Afrique and was unable to rejoin his regi- 
ment. 
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The bridge was defended bya couple of guns pointed towards 
the peninsula ; and the Prussian staff had turned a private 
residence, just beyond the canal, into a guard-house, where 
was stationed a commandant appointed to receive and guard 
the prisoners. The formalities were of a very summary de- 
scription ; the men arriving were simply counted like sheep, 
just as they came along, but little attention being paid either to 
the different uniforms or the different numbers ; and the vari- 
ous flocks having scrambled past began to encamp wheresoever 
the chances of the road led them. 

Maurice thought he might venture to apply to a Bavarian 
officer who sat there, astride a chair, smoking: ‘In which 
direction, sir, shall I find the 106th of the Line ?’ 

Was this officer an exception to the rule, and did he not 
understand French? Or did he think it amusing to send a 
poor devil of a prisoner astray? At all events he smiled, 
raised his hand and signed to Maurice to go straight on. 

Although Maurice belonged to that part of the country he 
had never previously set foot on the peninsula, and he walked 
onward upon a journey of discovery much as though he had 
been thrown by a squall upon some far-away island. He at — 
first skirted Glaire Tower, a handsome estate on his left, whose _ 
little park, planted beside the Meuse, was extremely charming. 
Then the road followed the river which flowed by on the right 
hand, below steep and lofty banks. Little by little the road 
sloped upwards, winding round the hillock in the centre of the 
peninsula ; and here were some old quarries, excavations to-— 
wards which strayed narrow pathways. Farther on stood a mill 
beside the water. Then the road turned, and came back to 
the village of Iges, built on a slope and connected with the oppo- 
site bank of the Meuse by a ferry just in front of the spinning — 
works of St. Albert. Finally patches of cultivated ground — 
and meadows were spread out—quite an expanse of flat, tree- 
less land, limited by the rounded loop of the river. In yain — 
did Maurice scan the undulating hill slope : he could only see 
some artillery and cavalry taking up their quarters there. 
Thereupon he again made inquiries, applying to a corporal of 
Chasseurs d’Afrique, who, however, could tell him nothing. 
Night was gathering and, feeling weary, he sat down for a 
moment on a mile-stone, 

Then, in the despair which all at once came over him, 
he perceived across the Meuse those accursed fields where he 
had fought two days before. In the waning light of that 
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rainy day everything had a livid hue—a dismal, mud-smeared 
vista was offered to his eyes. The defile of St. Albert, the 
narrow road by which the Prussians had approached, skirted 
the loop of the river as far as some whitish quarry pits. The 
crests of the wood of La Falizette waved beyond the slopes of 
the Seugnon hill ; and almost in front of him, just a little on 
the left, was St. Menges with its road sloping down to the 
ferry. In the centre, just opposite, rose the Hattoy hill. 
Illy was far away in the rear. Fleigneux nestled behind a 
bend of the ground ; whilst Floing was nearer in, on the right 
hand. He recognised the field in which he had waited, for so 
many hours, lying among the cabbages ; the plateau which the 
reserve artillery had attempted to defend ; and the crest where 
he had seen Honoré expire, stretched upon his shattered gun. 
And all the abomination of the disaster seemed to be coming 
to life again, filling him with anguish and disgust till he felt 
sick at heart. 

A fear lest he should be overtaken by the darkness induced 
him to resume his search. Perhaps the 106th was camping 
on the low ground, beyond the village. But he only found 
some prowlers there, and accordingly resolved to make the 
circuit of the peninsula, following the loop of the river. 
Whilst crossing a potato field he took the precaution to tear 
up some of the plants and fill his pockets with potatoes ; they 
were not yet ripe, but he had nothing else to eat, for it un- 
luckily happened that Jean had taken charge of the two loaves 
which Delaherche had given them when starting. What 
especially struck Maurice was the large number of horses he 
met on the bare land sloping gently, from the central hillock, 
to the Meuse in the direction of Donchery. Why had all 
these animals been brought there ? How were they to be fed ? 
Black night had fallen when he reached a little wood, beside 
the water, where he was surprised to find the Cent-Gardes of 
the Emperor’s escort already installed, drying themselves 
around large fires. These‘ gentlemen,’ who thus camped apart 
from the other troops, had good tents, pots full of boiling 
soupe, and even a cow, tethered to a tree. Maurice at once 
noticed that they gazed askance at him, wretched-looking Lines- 
man that he was, with his uniform in tatters and covered with 
mud. Still they allowed him to cook his potatoes among the 
ashes of one of their fires ; after which, withdrawing to a tree 
a hundred yards away, he sat himself down to eat. It was no 
longer raining, the sky had cleared and the stars were shining 
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very brightly in the depths of the bluey darkness. He then 
reflected that it would be best for him to spend the night there, 
and to resume his search in the morning. Besides he was 
quite overcome with fatigue, and the tree would always afford 
him some shelter should the rain begin falling again. 

He did not manage to sleep, however, haunted as he was 
by thoughts of that vast prison open to the night air, in which 
he realised he was confined. The Prussians had displayed 
remarkable acumen in driving thither the eighty thousand men 
who remained of the army of Chalons. The peninsula was a 
league! or so in length, with a width of about a mile, ample 
space in which to pen the immense disbanded flock of van- 
quished soldiers. And Maurice clearly realised that water 
surrounded them without a break, the loop of the Meuse 
winding round them on three sides, whilst at the base of the 
peninsula was the derivational canal, linking the two adjacent 
river-beds. At this point only was there an outlet, the bridge 
guarded by a couple of cannon. And thus, despite its extent, 
nothing would be easier than to guard this camp. He had 
already noticed the German sentries, who had been posted in 
a cordon on the opposite bank of the Meuse, near the water’s 
edge, at intervals of fifty yards or so, with orders to fire upon 
every man who might try to escape by swimming across the 

nvzer. Uhlans, moreover, galloped along in the rear connect- 
ing the -various pickets ; and farther away, scattered over the 
country-sk de, were the black lines of the Prussian regiments, 
so that a tripale living enceinte penned in the captive army. 

At present, hvewever, although insomnia kept his eyes 
wide open, Maurice could only see the darkness, amid which 
the bivouac fires weré. being lighted, together with the 
silhouettes of the motionle>ss sentries, ranged beyond the pale 
ribbon of the Meuse. Thesse sentries stood there erect and 
black in the starlight, and at. regular intervals Maurice heard 
their guttural call, a threatening watch-cry which died away, 
afar off, amid the loud gushimg of the river. As he heard 
those harsh foreign syllables sjpeeding along beneath a lovely - 
starlit night of France, all the :nightmare of two days pre- 
viously was born anew within hina ; he once more seemed to 
behold all that he had again seen: whilst it was light an hour 
or so previously—that plateau of ly still strewn with slain, — 
those accursed outskirts of Sedan, where a world had crumbled — Fs 
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1 The length of the French league is about 2 miles 6 furlongs, 
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away. Lying on the damp soil at the verge of the wood, his 
head resting on the root of a tree, he again sank into the 
despair which had taken possession of him on Delaherche’s 
sofa the previous morning ; and that which now tortured him, 
increasing the anguish of his pride, was the question of the 
morrow, a desire to measure the depth of that great DowNnFALt, 
to ascertain amid what ruins that world of yesterday had 
sunk. Was that abominable war not over, as the Emperor 
had surrendered his sword to King William? But he re- 
membered what two Bavarian sol diers had said whilst con- 
ducting him and his comrades to Iges: ‘We all in France, 
we all to Paris!’ Amid his semi-somnolence there came to 
him a sudden vision of what was happening—the Empire 
swept away, carried off by universal execration ; the Republic 
proclaimed amidst an outburst of patriotic fever ; the shadows 
of the Legend of ’92 arising, the soldiers of the levée en masse, 
the armies of volunteers driving the invader from the soil of 
France. And everything was intermingled in his poor, ailing 
head—the demands of the victors; the harshness of the 
conquest ; the obstinacy of the vanquished, intent on resisting 
even to the last drop of their blood ; and the captivity reserved 
to those eighty thousand men, of whom he was one, first on 
that peninsula, and then in the fortresses of Germany during 
weeks, months, and perhaps years. Everything was splitting 
to pieces—falling for evermore into the depths of limitless 
misfortune. 

The call of the sentries, growing gradually louder and 
louder, burst forth in front of him and then slowly died away, 
afar off. He had awakened from a short doze, and was 
turning over on the hard ground when the profound silence 
was suddenly rent by the report of a firearm. Then a death- 
rattle sped through the black night, and there came a sound 
of splashing water, the brief struggle of a body sinking head- 
foremost in the stream. Some unlucky fellow had, no doubt, 
been hit by a bullet in the chest, whilst attempting to escape 
by swimming across the Meuse. 

At sunrise on the morrow Maurice arose. The sky was 
clear, and he was eager to join Jean and his comrades. For 
a moment he had an idea of again scouring the interior of the 
peninsula, but on reflection he resolved to complete his round. 
And just as he again reached the bank of the canal, he per- 
ceived the remnants of the 106th, a thousand men or so, 
encamped on the bank, which was screened only by a meagre 
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row of poplars. Had he turned to the Jeft on the previous 
day instead of going straight before him he would at once 
have overtaken his regiment. Indeed, nearly all the infantry 
were heaped together here, along that bank stretching from 
Glaire Tower to the chiteau of Villette, another country 
seat, surrounded by a few old houses, in the direction of 
Donchery ; and they were all bivouacking near the bridge, 
near the only outlet, in that same instinctive desire for 
liberty which causes a flock of sheep to press near the gate 
of the fold. 

At sight of Maurice, Jean raised a cry of delight: ‘Ah! 
here you are at last ! I fancied you were in the river.’ 

With the corporal were the remaining men of his squad, 
Pache and Lapoulle, Loubet and Chouteau, who, after sleeping 
here and there under the doorways of Sedan, had eventually 
been swept together by the Prussian patrols. So far as their 
company was concerned, the corporal was the only superior 
they had left them, for death had carried away Sergeant Sapin, 
Lieutenant Rochas, and Captain Beaudoin ; and although the 
victors had abolished all distinctions of rank among the pri- 
soners, deciding that they henceforth owed obedience only to 
the German officers, the four men had none the less drawn to- 
gether around Jean, knowing that he was prudent and ex- 
perienced, a man to cling to in difficult circumstances. And 
thus, that morning, in spite of the stupidity of some and the 
ill will of others, concord and good humour were paramount 
among the little party. To begin with, Jean had found them 
a spot between two water furrows where the ground was 
almost dry ; and since they had only half a shelter tent left 
between them all, they had here stretched themselves out to 
pass the night. Then, too, Jean had just managed to procure 
some wood and a pot, in which Loubet had made them some 
nice warm coffee, which had quite inspirited them. The rain 
was no longer falling, the day seemed likely to be a very fine 
one, and they still had a little biscuit and bacon left ; more- 
over, as Chouteau remarked, it was delightful to have no 
orders to obey, and to be able to loaf about just as one chose. 
They were captives, no doubt, but all the same there was plenty 
of room. Besides, in two or three days’ time they would 
be off on the road to Germany. And thus that first day 
September 4, which chanced to be a Sunday, proved a gay one. 

Maurice, himself, in better spirits since he had joined his | 
comrades, experienced but little suffering, save such as was 
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caused him bythe Prussian bands, which played throughout the 
afternoon on the other side of the canal. There was psalm- 
singing in chorus towards the evening ; and, beyond the cordon 
of sentries, the German soldiers strolled to and fro in little 
groups, slowly and loudly chanting in celebration of the 
Sabbath. 

‘Oh, that music !’ Maurice exclaimed at last in his exaspera- 
tion. ‘It pierces me through and through.’ 

Jean, whose nerves were less susceptible, shrugged his 
shoulders: ‘Well, they have good reason to be pleased. 
Besides, they perhaps think that they are entertaining us. 
The day hasn’t been an unpleasant one, we mustn’t grumble.’ 

At the fall of night, however, the rain came down again. 
Jt was a perfect disaster. Some soldiers had taken possession 
of the few abandoned houses on the peninsula. A few others 
had managed to set up tents. But the greater number, lack- 
ing any kind of shelter, destitute even of blankets, had to 
spend the night in the open air under the torrential down- 
pour. At about one in the morning, Maurice, who had dozed 
off with fatigue, awoke, and found himself in a perfect lake. 
The water furrows, swollen by the rain, had overflowed, sub- 
merging the ground where he had stretched himself to sleep. 
Chouteau and Loubet were swearing with rage, whilst Pache 
began shaking Lapoulle, who was still sound asleep amid all this 
flood. Then Jean, bethinking himself of the poplars planted 
alongside the canal, hastened to them for shelter with his 
men, who, bending down, spent the remainder of that frightful 
night with their backs against the trunks, and their legs 
doubled under them to protect them from the big rain drops. 

And the morrow and the following day proved really 
abominable ; so heavy and so frequent were the showers that 
the men’s clothes never once had time to dry. Famine was 
beginning, too ; there was not a biscuit, not a bit of bacon, 
not a grain of coffee left. During those two days, the 
Monday and the Tuesday, they lived on potatoes stolen from 
the neighbouring fields ; and even these became so scarce at 
the close of the second day that men with money bought them 
at the rate of five sous apiece. It is true that bugles sounded 
to rations, and the corporal had in all haste repaired to a large 
shed at Glaire Tower, where, so it was rumoured, rations of 
bread were being distributed. But on the first occasion he 
had waited there to no purpose for three hours, and on the 


second he had had a quarrel with a Bavarian. The French 
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officers being unable to do anything to assist their men, in the 
powerless position to which they were reduced, it really seemed 
as though the German staff had herded the vanquished army 
together there in the rain with the intention of starving it to 
death. No steps apparently were taken, not an attempt was 
made to feed those eighty thousand men, whose agony was now 
beginning in that frightful hell which was to acquire the name 
of the Camp of Misery, a name of woe which in after times 
the bravest could not recall without a shudder. 

On returning from his long, useless waits before the shed, 
- Jean, as a rule so calm, flew into quite a passion. ‘ Are they 
playing the fool with us, sounding to rations like that when 
there’s nothing? I’m dashed if Ill trouble to go there again.’ 

And yet at the first call he again hastened thither. These 
regulation bugle-calls were positively inhuman, and they pro- 
duced another result which wrung Maurice’s heart. Each 
time that the bugles sounded, the abandoned French horses, 
at large on the other side of the canal, galloped up and leaped 
into the water, as excited by those well-known flourishes as by 
the prick of the spur. Exhausted by hunger, however, they 
were mostly carried off by the current, few of them managing to 
reach the bank of the peninsula. They could be seen strug- 
gling lamentably, and so large a number of them was drowned 
that at last their floating, inflated carcases obstructed the 
canal, As for those that managed to land, they were seized 
with madness, as it were, and galloped away across the waste 
fields. 

‘Some more meat for the crows!’ said Maurice sorrow- 
fully, remembering the horses that he had already seen in such 
alarming numbers during the first night of his captivity. ‘If 
we remain here many days longer, we shall all be eating one 
another. Ah! the poor animals.’ 

The Tuesday proved, indeed, terrible. Jean, who was 
getting seriously anxious at Maurice’s feverish condition, com- 
pelled the young fellow to wrap himself in a shred of a 
blanket which he had purchased from a Zouave for ten francs : 
whilst, for his own part, with his overcoat soaked like a sponge, 
he remained all night exposed to the downpour to which there 
was no cessation. The position under the poplars became 
untenable, a river of mud was streaming along on all sides, and 
the earth was so gorged, so saturated, that it now retained the 
water on its surface in deep puddles. The worst was that the 


six men had their stomachs empty, their evening meal having” 
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been limited to two beets, which for lack of dry wood they had 
not even been able to cook. And the sweetish roots, fresh 
though they were to the palate, had developed an insupportable 
burning sensation in their stomachs. Moreover, dysentery 
was now breaking out, caused by fatigue, bad living, and in- 
cessant dampness. With his back to the trunk of the same 
tree as Maurice, and with his legs quite under water, Jean 
_ stretched out his hand a dozen times that night to make sure 

that the young fellow had not uncovered himself in his agitated 
slumber. Since Maurice had saved him from the Prussians, 
by carrying him in his arms across the plateau of Illy, the 
corporal had been paying back his debt a hundredfold. 
Without reasoning what he did, he freely gave himself to 
Maurice, entirely forgot himself in his affection for him. It 
was an unmeasured, ever active attachment on the part of this 
peasant, who was but slightly removed from the soil, and could 
not even find words to express his feelings. For Maurice, he 
had already taken food from his own mouth, as the men of the 
squad expressed it ; and now, had there been need of it, he 
would have given him his skin as a covering, to protect 
his shoulders, and warm his feet. And amid all the savage 
egotism that surrounded them, amid the suffering of appetite, 
maddened by hunger, he was possibly indebted to his self- 
abnegation for the unexpected advantage that he reaped in 
retaining his quiet good-humour, and good health ; for he 
alone still gave proof of strength, and lost but little of his 
wits. 

Thus it happened that, after that fearful night, he put 
into execution an idea that had been haunting him. ‘I say, 
youngster,’ said he to Maurice, ‘as we get nothing given us 
to eat, and are being forgotten, so it seems, in this cursed hole, 
we must bestir ourselves a bit, if we don’t want to die of 
hunger. Can you walk?’ 

The sun was fortunately shining again and had made 
Maurice feel quite warm. ‘Oh! yes, [ can walk well enough,’ 
said he. 

‘Then we'll go on a journey of discovery. We have some 
money, and we shall have to be precious unlucky if we don’t 
find something to buy. And we mustn’t burden ourselves 
with the others, they are not straight enough, let them take 
care of themselves.’ 

He was, in fact, disgusted with the crafty egotism of 
Loubet and Chouteau, who stole whatever they could lay their 
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hands on and never shared anything with their comrades. 
And in the same way there was nothing to be done with either 
that brute Lapoulle or that blackbeetle Pache. 

So Jean and Maurice went off by the road which the latter 
had already followed, alongside the Meuse. The park and 
house of Glaire Tower were already devastated and pillaged, 
the lawns ravined as by a storm, the trees felled, and the 
buildings invaded. A crowd of ragged, mud-splashed soldiers, 
with hollow cheeks and eyes that glittered with fever, were 
camping there in gipsy fashion, living like wolves in the filthy 
rooms, which they were afraid to leave Jest they should lose 
their places for the night. On the slopes farther on Jean and 
Maurice passed through the cavalry and artillery, formerly so 
smart and jaunty, but now sadly down-fallen, disorganised 
by the torture of hunger which maddened the horses and 
scattered the men over the fields in plundering bands. Out- 
side the mill, on their right hand, they saw a procession of 
artillerymen and Chasseurs d’Afrique slowly defiling along : 
the miller was selling them flour at the rate of a franc for 
every two handfuls which he emptied into their handkerchiefs. 
The fear, however, of having to wait too long for any of this, 
induced Jean and Maurice to proceed farther on; _ besides 
they hoped that they might find something better in the 
village of Iges. And they were in consternation when they 
had visited the hamlet and found it bare and desolate, just 
like some Algerian village after a flight of locusts has fallen 
upon it. Not a crumb remained there, neither bread, nor 
vegetables, nor meat ; it was as though the wretched houses 
had been scraped bare with the finger nails. It appeared that 
General Lebrun had taken up his quarters at the mayor’s. 
To facilitate the provisioning of the troops he had vainly 
endeavoured to organise a system of tickets, the value of 
which would have been reimbursed by the State after the 
war ; but no provisions were obtainable, money was utterly 
useless. On the previous day a biscuit had fetched two 
francs, a bottle of wine seven francs, a small liqueur glass of 
brandy one franc,! and a pipeful of tobacco half a france. 
And now officers had to mount guard over the general’s 
quarters and the adjacent hovels, with drawn swords, for 


‘ In time of peace a bottle of the common wine, here priced at seven 
francs, had cost about twelve sous, whilst the usual charge for a liqueur 
glass of so-called brandy was no more than three sous.— Trans. 
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frequent bands of prowlers burst open the cottage doors, 
stealing even the colza oil from the lamps and drinking it ! 

Three Zouaves called to Maurice and Jean in the idea 
that if five of them banded together they might bring some 
enterprise or other to success. ‘Come with us !’ they cried. 
‘There are some horses kicking the bucket, and if we could 
only get some dry wood 4 

But Maurice and Jean did not go, and the Zouaves 
rushed upon a peasant’s house, broke open the cupboards and 
tore the thatch off the roof. Some officers, however, came up 
at a run, threatening them with their revolvers, and put them 
to flight. 

Finding the few people who had remained at Iges as 
wretched and as hungry as the soldiers themselves, Jean 
regretted that he had disdained the flour at the mill: ‘ We 
must go back, perhaps there’s still some left,’ said he. 

Maurice, however, was growing so weary, so exhausted 
by hunger, that Jean left him in a quarry hole, sitting on a 
rock in full view of the far-spreading horizon of Sedan. For 
his own part, after a wait of three-quarters of an hour he at 
last returned with a duster full of flour. They could devise 
no other plan than to eat it as it was by the handful. It 
wasn’t nasty, in fact it had no smell and merely the insipid 
taste of dough. This breakfast, though a poor one, revived 
them somewhat. And they were even lucky enough to find 
on the rock a pool of rain water, fairly clean, with which they 
quenched their thirst. 

However, on Jean proposing that they should stay and 
spend the afternoon there, Maurice made a violent gesture of 
refusal. ‘No, no, not here! It would make me ill if I had 
that long before my eyes.’ So saying, he pointed with his 
trembling hand to the immense horizon, the Hattoy hill, the 
plateaux of Floing and Illy, the wood of La Garenne, all those 
hateful fields of slaughter and defeat. ‘Just now whilst I 
was waiting for you,’ he added, ‘I had to turn my back on it 
all, for I should have ended by howling with rage, yes, howling 
like an exasperated dog. You can’t imagine the pain it gives 
me, it drives me mad !’ 

Jean gazed at him, astonished that his pride should bleed 
like that, anxious too on again espying in his eyes that wild, 
mad look which he had previously noticed in them. He 
thought it best to treat the matter lightly : ‘ Well, we can 
easily settle all that,’ said he, ‘we'll go to another part.’ 
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Then they wandered about until evening, wheresoever the 
paths led them, visiting the low ground of the peninsula in 
the hope that they might still find some potatoes there. The 
artillerymen, however, had appropriated the ploughs and 
turned up the fields, reaping and gleaning and taking every- 
thing away. They thereupon retraced their steps, and again 
passed through idle, agonising flocks of captives, soldiers who 
were promenading their hunger, strewing the soil with their 
numbed bodies, falling from sheer exhaustion by hundreds in 
the broad sunlight. Not an hour went by but Jean and 
Maurice themselves were overcome and had to sit down. 
Then all at once exasperation set them on their feet again, 
and they once more began prowling round as though spurred on 
by the instinct of the animal that seeks its food. This agony 
seemed to have been lasting for months, yet the minutes were 
rapidly flying by. In the fields in the direction of Donchery, 
they were frightened by the wandering horses, and had to 
seek shelter behind a wall, where they remained for a long 
time in an exhausted state, gazing with dim eyes at those 
maddened animals tearing along against the red background of 
the sunset. 

As Maurice had foreseen, the thousands of horses which had 
been led into captivity with the army, and could not be fed, 
proved a source of daily increasing danger. They had first eaten 
the bark of the trees, then they had attacked the trelliswork, 
the fences, all the planks they came upon, and now they were 
becoming cannibals. They could be seen throwing themselves 
upon one another and tearing off the hair of each other’s tails, 
chewing it furiously with foaming jaws. But it was especially 
at night time that they became terrible, as though the dark- | 
ness oppressed them with a nightmare. They gathered to- 
gether in bands and rushed upon the few tents that had been 
pitched, attracted by the straw there. In yain had*the men 
lighted large fires to keep them away ; these fires only seemed 
to excite them the more. Their neighing was so dolorous,’ so 
frightful at times that it seemed like the roaring of wild bests. 
Driven away, they returned yet more numerous and more fer6- 
cious. And at every moment there sped through the darkness 
the long cry of agony of some soldier gone astray whom they 7 
had knocked over and crushed in their wild gallop. 

The sun was still above the horizon when Jean and Maurice, _ 
on their way back to the camping ground, were surprised to 
come upon the four men of their squad, crouching in a ditch 
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as though plotting some evil stroke. Loubet at once called to 

them, and Chouteau proceeded to explain : ‘It’s about to-night’s 

dinner,’ said he. ‘We shall all end by kicking the bucket, we 

haven't had anything to eat for six-and-thirty hours. But there 

ae some horses, you know, and as horseflesh is by no means 
2 ? 

‘Eh, you'll join us, corporal, won’t you?’ broke in Loubet, 
‘for with such a big animal to handle, the more we are the 
better it will be. Look ! there’s one over yonder whom we’ve 
been watching for an hour or so—that big roan who seems ail- 
ing. It will be easier to finish him off.’ 

So saying, he pointed to a horse which had just fallen from 
hunger at the edge of a ravaged field of beets. Lying on its 
flank, the animal from time to time raised its poor head, breath- 
ing loudly and mournfully, and gazing around with glassy eyes. 

‘Ah! what a time to wait !’ growled Lapoulle, tortured by 
his voracious appetite : ‘ I'll go and settle him, shall I ?’ 

Loubet prevented him, however: No, thanks! They were 
not at all anxious to have a row with the Prussians, who, under 
penalty of death, had forbidden the prisoners to kill a single 
one of the horses, for fear lest the abandoned carcase might 
foment a pestilence. It was necessary to wait till night had 
closed in. And this was why they were all four gathered in 
that ditch, watching with glittering eyes which did not stir 
from the animal. 

‘Tsay, corporal,’ suddenly asked Pache in a somewhat falter- 
ing voice, ‘ you area man of ideas, couldn’t you kill him without 
hurting him ?’ 

With a gesture of revolt Jean declined the cruel task. Kill 
that poor, agonising beast? No, no! His first impulse was 
to flee and carry Maurice away with him, so that neither might 
take any part in that frightful butchery. But at sight of 
his companion’s pallor he scolded himself for his sensibility. 
After all, animals were intended for the food of man. A 
fellow ought not to let himself die of hunger when there was 
meat available. And pleased to see that Maurice was some- 
what inspirited by the prospect of dining, he put on a good- 
humoured air and answered: ‘ Well, no, I have no idea as to 
that, and if he’s got to be killed without being hurt } 

‘Oh! I don’t care a fig about that,’ interrupted Lapoulle, 
‘Tl manage it, you'll see.’ 

When Jean and Maurice had seated themselves in the 
ditch, the waiting was resumed. From time to time one of 
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the party rose up to make sure that the horse was still on the 
same spot, stretching its neck towards the fresh breezes from 
the Meuse, towards the setting sun, as though to drink in the 
life that lingered there. Then, as the twilight slowly fell, all 
six men rose up to continue their savage watch, impatient for 
the laggard night, and glancing on all sides with wild anxiety 
to ascertain if anyone were observing them. 

‘Ah! dash it!’ suddenly exclaimed Chouteau, ‘now’s the 
time.’ 

The surrounding landscape was still broadly defined in the 
equivocal owl’s light which now prevailed. And Lapoulle 
ran up the first, followed by the five others. He had picked 
up a large round stone in the ditch, and he rushed upon the 
horse and began to batter its skull, with his arms stiffly out- 
stretched as though they had formed a club. At the second 
blow, however, the horse made an attempt to get up. Chouteau 
and Loubet, standing over its legs, were trying to hold them 
down, and calling to the others to help them. The animal 
neighed in a terrified, dolorous, almost human voice, struggled 
to rise, and would have shattered them like glass had it not 
been already half dead of starvation. Its head continued 
moving, and Lapoulle’s blows missed their aim, so that he 
was unable to despatch it. 

‘Curse it! how hard the brute’s bones are! Hold him so 
that I can settle him.’ 

Jean and Maurice, whose hearts were frozen, did not hear 
Chouteau calling to them, but stood by with hanging arms, 
unable to make up their minds to intervene. And, all at 
once, Pache dropped upon his knees—in an instinctive impulse 
of religious pity—joined his hands, and began stammering 
prayers such as are said at the bedside of the dying. 

Once more did Lapoulle miss his aim, merely tearing off 
one of the ears of the wretched horse, which fell back, giving 
vent to a loud ery. 

‘Wait a bit,’ growled Chouteau. ‘We must settle him, or 
we shall be caught. Don’t let go, Loubet.’ 

He had just taken his knife from his pocket, a little knife, 
the blade of which was not much longer than the finger. And, 
stretched upon the animal’s body, with one arm passed round 
its neck, he dug this blade into the live flesh, and searched it, 


cutting and hacking, until he had found and severed the artery. 


He had bounded aside when the blood spurted forth, gushing 
as from a pipe, whilst the animal’s feet stirred feebly, and 
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great convulsive shudders coursed over its skin. Nearly five 
minutes elapsed before it was dead. Its large dilated eyes 
were turned, with an expression of doleful fright, upon the 
haggard men who were waiting for its death. At last they 
grew dim, and, all at once, their light was extinguished. 
Pache was still upon his knees stammering a prayer. 

When the animal no longer stirred, they were greatly 
embarrassed as to how they could cut a nice joint off it. 
Loubet, who had plied every calling, certainly pointed out 
how they ought to proceed if they wanted to secure the fillet ; 
but it was dark, and having nothing buf that little knife, he 
proved a clumsy butcher, and fairly lost himself amid all that 
warm flesh, still palpitating with life. And the impatient 
Lapoulle, having decided to help him by opening the belly, 
when there was no necessity to do so, the carnage became 
something abominable ; all was ferocious haste amid the spilt 
blood and strewn entrails ; they were like wolves raking the 
carcase of the prey with their fangs. 

‘T don’t know what piece it can be,’ at last said Loubet, 
rising up, his arms laden with a huge chunk of meat. ‘ At 
any rate, there’s enough here to fill us up to our eyes.’ 

Overcome with horror, Jean and Maurice averted their 
heads. Hunger was torturing them, however, and they followed 
the band when it galloped away in dread lest it should be 
surprised near the slaughtered horse. Chouteau, by the way, 
had just made a find—two large beets, which had been over- 
looked in the field, and which he carried away. To disburden 
his arms Loubet flung the meat upon Lapoulle’s shoulders, 
whilst Pache carried the squad’s pot which they had been 
lugging about with them so as to have it handy should their 
hunt be successful. And the six men galloped and galloped 
along without drawing breath, as though they were being 
pursued. 

All at once, however, Loubet stopped his comrades. ‘ This 
is stupid ; the question is, where are we going to cook it 1’ 

Jean, who was recovering his wits, suggested the quarries, 
which were not more than three hundred yards away ; in one 
or another of the cavities there they could kindle a fire with- 
out being seen. When they reached the spot, however, all 
sorts of difficulties arose. First came the question of wood. 
Fortunately they discovered a roadmender’s barrow, the planks 
of which Lapoulle split with his heels. Then there was no 
drinkable water. The little pools of rain-water had been 
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dried up by the sun during the afternoon. No doubt there 
was a pump, but it was much too far away, at Glaire Tower ; 
and besides, to get any water from it you had to join a pro- 
cession and wait for hours, and might deem yourself fortunate 
if, just as your turn had come to fill your tin, some comrade 
did not upset it with his elbow in the scramble. As for the few 
wells in the neighbourhood, these had been dry for a couple of 
days past, and the buckets only brought up so much mud. 
Thus the only available water was that of the Meuse, the bank 
of which was just across the road. 

‘T’ll go there with the pot,’ suggested Jean. 

But the others protested. ‘No, no, we don’t want to be 
poisoned, the river’s full of corpses.’ 

This was true, large numbers of dead men and horses were 
drifting down the Meuse. They passed by at every moment, 
inflated, green, already mortifying. Many of them had caught 
in the herbage near the banks, and remained there, poisoning 
the atmosphere, whilst the current stirred them with a con- 
tinuous quivering. And nearly all the soldiers who had drunk 
of that abominable water had been seized with nausea and 
dysentery, following upon frightful colics. 

Still they had to resign themselves to it, Maurice explaining 
that it would hardly be dangerous after being boiled. ‘Then 
Tl go,’ repeated Jean, taking Lapoulle with him. 

Black night had fallen by the time the pot, full of meat 
and water, had been got on the fire. Loubet had peeled the 
beets to cook them in the broth ; ‘’t would make a ragout fit 
for the other world, he remarked. And they all of them 
urged on the flames, slipping the remnants of the barrow 
under the pot, whilst their big shadows danced about in a 
fantastic way in the depths of the rocky cavity. At last it 
became impossible for them to wait any longer, they threw 
themselves on the filthy broth and tore the meat to pieces with 
their trembling, clutching fingers, too impatient even to use 
Chouteau’s little knife. But, despite all their efforts, their 
stomachs rose. It was the lack of salt that caused them the 
most disgust ; their stomachs refused to retain that insipid, 
pappy beetroot, that half-cooked glutinous flesh with an 
argillaceous flavour. They almost immediately began to vomit. 
Pache could not go on eating, Chouteau and Loubet heaped 
insults on that brute of a horse which they had had so much 
trouble to kill, and which now made their stomachs ache. 
Lapoulle was the only one who dined copiously ; however, he 
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almost died of it during the night, after he had gone back 
with the three others to sleep under the poplars of the canal. 

On the way, Maurice, catching hold of Jean’s arm, had, 
without speaking, dragged him into a by-path. He felt 
furiously disgusted with his comrades, and had formed the 
plan of sleeping in the little wood where he had spent his 
first night on the peninsula. The idea was a good one, and 
Jean strongly approved of it when he stretched himself in 
the sloping soil, which he found quite dry, under the thick 
foliage. They remained there till it was broad daylight, falling 
even into a deep sleep which brought them back some strength. 

The next day was Thursday, but they no longer knew how 
they were living, they simply felt pleased at observing that 
the fine weather seemed to have set in again. Despite Maurice’s 
repugnance, Jean prevailed on him to return to the canal bank 
to see if their regiment would not leave the peninsula that 
morning. Every day now some of the prisoners, columns a 
thousand and twelve hundred strong, were being sent off to 
the German fortresses. A couple of days previously, in front 
of the Prussian guard-house, Jean had seen a convoy of 
officers and generals who were going to Pont-a-Mousson to 
take the train there. A feverish, furious longing to get away 
from that frightful Camp of Misery prevailed among one and 
all. Ah! if their own turn could only have come, thought 
Maurice and the corporal ; and they were quite in despair 
when they found the 106th still encamped on the canal bank, 
in the growing disorder caused by so much suffering. 

That day, however, they thought they would succeed in 
getting something to eat. Quite a trade had sprung up since 
the morning between the prisoners and the Bavarians on the 
other side of the canal. Money was flung to the latter in 
handkerchiefs, which were thrown back wrapped round some 
coarse brown bread or common damp tobacco. Even the 
prisoners who had no money managed to secure something by 
throwing over their white regulation gloves, which seemed to 
have taken the Bavarians’ fancy. For a couple of hours this 
barbarous mode of exchange was kept up all along the canal, 
across which packets were continually flying. However, when 
Maurice flung over a five-franc piece, wrapped in his necktie, 
the Bavarian who sent him a loaf in exchange threw it in such 
a clumsy or tricky fashion that it fell flop into the water, 
whereat the Germans burst into a loud guflaw. Twice did 
Maurice repeat the experiment, and twice the loaf sent back 


380 WOE TO THE VANQUISHED 


to him dived into the canal. On hearing the roars of laughter 
which arose, some Bavarian officers ran up and prohibited 
their men from selling anything to the prisoners under penalty 
of severe punishment. The traffic then ceased, and Jean had 
to exert himself to calm Maurice, who was shaking his fists 
at those thieves yonder, shouting to them to throw him back 
his five-franc pieces. 

In spite of its bright sunshine the day proved a terrible 
one. There were two alerts, two bugle calls, on hearing which 
Jean hastened to the shed, where rations were said to be dis- 
tributed. But on both occasions, he only secured some digs in 
the ribs, during the scramble. The Prussians, so remarkably 
well organised themselves, continued displaying a brutal in- 
difference with regard to the vanquished army. Generals 
Douay and Lebrun having protested against this inhuman 
treatment, they certainly sent a few sheep and some cart-loads 
of bread to the peninsula, but there was such an absence of 
method and precaution that the sheep were carried off and 
the carts ransacked as soon as they had crossed the bridge, so 
that the troops encamped more than a hundred yards away 
were no better off than before. In fact, the prowlers and 
pillagers were about the only ones who succeeded in filling 
their maws. Jean scented the trick, and ended by leading 
Maurice towards the bridge, so that they might wait and 
watch there for the arrival of provisions. 

It was already four o’clock and they had as yet eaten 
nothing that lovely, sunshiny day, when all at once they were 
delighted to catch sight of Delaherche. A few of the towns- 
people of Sedan had, with great difficulty, obtained permission 
to go and see the prisoners, to whom they carried provisions ; 
and Maurice had several times already expressed surprise at 
receiving no news of his sister. As soon as they espied 
Delaherche, carrying a large basket and with a loaf of bread 
tucked under either arm, they sprang forward to meet him, 
but once again they came up too late. Such was the rush, 
indeed, that the basket and one of the loaves vanished without 
the manufacturer himself being able to understand how they 
had been torn away from him. ‘ 

Eager as he was for popularity, he had crossed the bridge 
with a smile on his lips and an air of affable good fellowship, 
but now he was altogether upset and stupefied. ‘Ah! my 
poor friends,’ he stammered. 


Jean had already taken possession of the remaining loaf, 
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and vigorously defended it ; and whilst he and Maurice were 
devouring the bread by the road-side, Delaherche told them 
the news. His wife, thank Heaven! was very well; but he 
was anxious about the colonel, who had become extremely 
depressed, although Madame Delaherche, senior, continued 
keeping him company from morn till night. 

‘And my sister?’ asked Maurice. 

‘ Your sister, ah yes! She came with me, it was she who 
brought the two loaves. Only she had to stay yonder, on the 
other side of the canal. Beg as we might, the sentries would 
not let her pass. The Prussians, you know, have given strict 
orders that women are not to be allowed on the peninsula.’ 

Then he went on talking of Henriette and of her futile 
endeavours to see her brother and assist him. One day, in the 
streets of Sedan, chance had brought her face to face with 
cousin Gunther, the captain in the Prussian Guards. He 
was passing along with that stern forbidding air of his, pre- 
tending not to recognise her, and she herself, feeling her heart 
rise as though she were in presence of one of her husband’s 
murderers, had at the first moment hastened her steps. Then 
in a sudden veering which she could not account for, she had 
turned back after him, and in a harsh, reproachful voice, had 
told him everything, especially how her husband had been shot 
at Bazeilles. And on thus hearing of his relative’s frightful 
death, he had made but an ambiguous gesture; it was the 
fortune of war, he also might have been killed. His soldier’s 
face barely twitched as he learnt the news. Then, when she 
spoke to him of her brother who was a prisoner, begging that 
he would intervene so that she might obtain permission to see 
him, he refused to do so. Such intervention was not allowed, 
he said ; the orders were strict ; and he spoke of his superior’s 
orders as though they were Divine commandments. On leaving 
him, Henriette clearly realised that he deemed himself a 
justiciar, and was swayed by all the intolerance and arrogance 
of an hereditary enemy, who had grown up hating the race 
which he was now chastising. 

‘Well,’ concluded Delaherche, ‘at all events you will have 
had some little to eat this evening. What worries me is that 
I fear I sha’n’t be able to get another permit to come here.’ 

He then asked them if they had any commissions, and 
obligingly took charge of some letters, written in pencil, which 
other soldiers confided to him, for the Bavarians had been 
seen laughing and lighting their pipes with the missives which 
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they had promised to forward. Then, whilst Maurice and 
Jean were accompanying him back to the_bridge, he suddenly 
exclaimed : ‘Look ! there’s Henriette yonder. Can’t you see 
her waving her handkerchief ?’ 

Indeed, among the throng behind the line of sentinels, a 
thin little face could be espied, a white speck, as it were, pal- 
pitating in the sunlight. Greatly affected, with their eyes 
moist, both soldiers immediately raised their arms and answered 
with an energetic wave of the hand. 

The morrow, a Friday, proved the most fearful day that 
Maurice had spent on the peninsula. True enough, after 
passing another quiet night in the little wood, he had been 
lucky enough to get some bread to eat ; Jean having discovered 
an old woman at the chateau of Villette who had some for 
sale, at the moderate price of ten francs the pound. Later on 
that day, however, they both witnessed a frightful scene, the 
nightmare-like memory of which long haunted them. 

Chouteau had noticed the previous evening that Pache no 
longer complained, but was going about with a lightsome, con- 
tented air, like a man who has eaten his fill. The idea at 
once occurred to him that the slyboots must have a hidden 
store somewhere ; and he was confirmed in this impression in 
the morning when he saw Pache -go off for nearly an hour, 
and come back smiling slyly, with his mouth still full. Some 
windfall must certainly have come to him; he had probably 
got hold of some provisions or other in one of the scrambles. 
Thereupon Chouteau set himself the task of stirring up Loubet 
and Lapoulle, especially the latter. ‘Ah!’ said he, ‘what a 
dirty cur that fellow Pache must be, to have some grub and 
not to share it with his comrades. Tl tell you what, well — 
follow him this evening. We'll just see if he’ll dare to gorge 
himself all alone, when other poor devils are kicking the bucket 
all round him.’ ; 

‘Yes, yes, we'll follow him!’ Lapoulle angrily repeated. 
‘We'll just see what it means.’ 

So saying, the colossus clenched his fists, maddened by the 
idea of getting something to eat. He experienced even greater 
suffering than the others, on account of his terrible appetite ; 
indeed, his torment became at times so intense that he had 
even tried to chew the grass. He had secured nothing else to 
eat since two days previously, since the night, in fact, when 
the horseflesh and beetroot had given him such a frightful 
attack of dysentery. Despite his great strength, he was so 
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clumsy with his big limbs that he had not been able to secure 
anything when the provision carts were pillaged. He would 
now have given his blood for a pound of bread. 

When night was fallmg Pache glided away among the 
trees of Glaire Tower, and the three others cautiously crept 
after him. ‘We mustn’t rouse his suspicions,’ repeated 
Chouteau. ‘ Be careful, he might look back.’ 

However, after going another hundred yards or so, Pache 
evidently fancied himself alone, for he began walking rapidly 
without casting a glance behind. They were thus easily able 
to follow him to the neighbouring quarries, and came up behind 
him just as he was moving two large stones to take a half loaf 
of bread from under them. This was all that remained of his 
hoard, just enough to make one more meal. 

‘You dirty blackbeetle !’ shouted Lapoulle. ‘So that’s 
why you hide yourself, isit? You'll just give me that. It’s 
my share.’ 

Give his bread, indeed! Why should he give it? How- 
ever puny he might be, his anger made him draw himself 
erect, pressing the bread to his heart with all the strength he 
possessed. He, also, washungry. ‘ Mind your own business !’ 
he answered, ‘it’s mine !’ 

Then, at sight of Lapoulle’s raised fist, he darted away, 
galloping down from the quarries towards the bare fields in 
the direction of Donchery. The three others pursued him, 
panting, as fast as their legs could carry them. He gained 
ground, however, being lighter than they were, so frightened 
too, and so bent on not losing his bread, that it seemed as 
though the wind were carrying him away. He had already 
gone more than a thousand yards, and was nearing the little 
wood on the river bank, when he overtook Jean and Maurice, 
who were returning to their night quarters there. As he 
rushed by he raised a cry of distress, whilst they, astounded 
at sight of this man-hunt so wildly galloping past them, stopped 
short at the edge of a field, where they remained watching. 
And thus it was that they saw everything. 

Stumbling against a stone, Pache unhappily fell to the 
ground, The three others were already coming up, swearing 
and howling, maddened by their run, like wolves overtaking 
their prey. 

‘Give it me, thunder!’ shouted Lapoulle, ‘or I'll settle 
your hash!’ And he was again raising his fist when Chouteau, 
after opening the little knife that had served to slaughter 
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the horse, passed it to him, exclaiming: ‘Here! take the 
knife.’ 

Meantime, however, Jean had darted forward to prevent 
an affray. He also was losing his head, and talked of sending 
them all to the guard-room ; whereat Loubet, with an evil 
grin, told him he must be a Prussian, for there were no officers 
left, so to say, the Prussians alone now exercising authority. 

*1) !? repeated Lapoulle, ‘ will you give me that bread ?” 

Despite the terror that blanched his face, Pache hugged 
the bread yet more closely to his chest, with the obstinacy of 
a famished peasant, who will never part with anything belong- 
ing to him. 

‘No!’ 

Then in a trice it was all over ; the brute planted the 
knife in his throat with such violence that he did not even 
raise a cry. His arms relaxed, and the hunk of bread rolled 
to the ground, into the blood that had spurted from the 
wound. 

At sight of this mad, imbecile murder, Maurice, hitherto 
motionless, seemed all at once to lose his reason. Shaking his 
fists at the three men, he called them assassins with such 
vehemence that his frame shook from head to foot. Lapoulle, 
however, did not even seem to hear him. Still crouching on 
the ground near the corpse, he was devouring the blood- 
splashed bread with an air of fierce stupor, as though stunned 
by the loud noise of his own jaws ; and he appeared so terrible 
whilst he thus satisfied his craving appetite, that Chouteau 
and Loubet did not even dare to ask him for their share. 

Night had now completely gathered in, a clear night with 
a beautiful starry sky ; and Maurice and Jean, who had 
betaken themselves to the little wood, were soon only able to 
see Lapoulle, who went wandering up and down the river-bank. 
Chouteau and Loubet had disappeared, they had no doubt 
gone back to the canal-bank, uneasy with regard to that corpse 
which they were leaving behind them. Lapoulle, on the con- 
trary, seemed afraid to go and join his comrades. Oppressed 
by the weight of that big chunk of bread which he had 
swallowed too fast, he was now, too, after the dizziness of the 
murder-moment, seized with an anguish which made motion a 
necessity ; and not daring to turn back along the road, across 
which the corpse was lying, he tramped incessantly along 
the steep river-bank, with a wavering, irresolute step. Was 
remorse already dawning in the depths of that dark soul ? 
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Or was it not simply the fear of discovery? He paced up 
and down like a wild beast before the bars of its cage, with a 
sudden, growing longing to flee, a longing which was painful 
like a physical ailment, and which he felt would cause his death 
if he did not satisfy it. Quick, quick, he must at once get 
out of that prison where he had killed. And yet, despite that 
eager desire, he all at once sank down, and for a long time 
remained wallowing among the rushes on the bank. 

Meantime Maurice, in his horror and disgust, was saying 
to Jean : ‘ Listen, I can’t stay here a moment longer. It will 
drive me mad, I assure you—I’m astonished that my body has 
held out—my health is not so bad—but I’m losing my head, 
I’m losing it sure enough—TI shall be lost if you leave me 
another day in this hell. Let’s get off, I beg of you, let’s get 
off.’ And thereupon he began unfolding various extravagant 
plans of escape which he had formed. They would swim 
across the Meuse, spring upon the sentinels, and strangle 
them with a bit of rope which he had in his pocket ; or else 
they would stone them to death ; or else bribe them and put 
on their uniforms so as to make their way through the Prussian 
lines. 

‘Be quiet, youngster,’ repeated Jean, despairingly. ‘It 

frightens me to hear you say such foolish things. Is there any 
sense in it all, is it possible to get away as you think? Wait 
till to-morrow, we'll see what happens. And now don’t talk 
- about it any more.’ 
For his own part, although his heart was overflowing with 
anger and disgust, although he was greatly weakened by 
privation, he still retained his common sense amid all that 
nightmare-kind of life which verged on the profoundest depths 
of human misery, And as his comrade became more and 
more desperate and wished to fling himself into the Meuse, 
he had to hold him back and even do him violence, alternately 
scolding and supplicating, with tears standing in his eyes. 
‘There ! look !’ he exclaimed all at once. 

The water had just splashed, and they saw that Lapoulle 
had made up his mind to slip into the river after doffing his 
eapote, for fear lest it might impede his movements. His 
shirt could be plainly descried, forming a whitish spot on the 
bosom of the black, flowing water. He was swimming slowly 
upstream, doubtless on the look-out for some spot where he 
might land. Meantime, on the opposite bank, the slim sil- 


houettes of the motionless sentinels could be plainly distin- 
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guished. Then, all at once, a flash rent the night asunder, 
and a report crackled, re-echoing as far as the rocks of Monti- 
mont. The river merely bubbled as though struck downward 
by a pair of oars, and that was all; forsaken and inert, 
Lapoulle’s body, the white speck on the dark water, began 
floating away, carried along by the current. 

At daybreak on the morrow, which was Saturday, Jean 
again brought Maurice back to the camping-ground of the 
106th in the hope that they might be leaving the peninsula 
that day. But there were no orders ; it seemed as though the 
regiment had been forgotten. Many had now taken their 
departure, the camp was emptying, and those who were still 
left in it sank more and more deeply into the blues. For eight 
long days insanity had been germinating and spreading in that 
hell. The rain, no doubt, had given over, but the oppressive, 
burning sunlight had only wrought a change of torture. The 
excessive heat put the finishing touch to the men’s exhaustion, 
and imparted an alarming epidemical character to the attacks 
of dysentery. What with nausea and diarrhea, this army of 
sick men quite poisoned the atmosphere in which it lived. It 
was no longer possible to skirt the banks either of the Meuse 
or the canal, so foul had become the stench of the drowned 
horses and soldiers rotting among the herbage. Moreover, the 
horses which had died of starvation lay putrefying in the 
fields, exhaling such a pestilence that the Prussians began to 
fear for themselves, and bringing picks and shovels, compelled 
the prisoners to bury the bodies. 

That Saturday, by the way, the famine ceased. As their 
numbers were now greatly reduced, and provisions were 
coming in from all sides, the captives passed, all at once, from __ 
extreme destitution to the most abundant plenty. There was 
no lack of bread or meat, or even wine, and they ate from 
dawn till sunset, to the point of killing themselves. Night 
fell and some were still eating, and even went on eating till 
the following morning. And naturally enough many of them 
gave up the ghost. 

Throughout the day Jean’s one preoccupation was to keep a ) 
watch on Maurice, for he realised that the young fellow was 
now ripe for any extravagant action. Heated by wine he had — 
even talked of cuffing a German officer in order that he might 
be sent away. Accordingly, in the evening, having discovered 
a vacant corner in the cellar of one of the outbuildings of 
Glaire Tower, Jean thought it prudent to go and sleep there 
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with his companion, in the hope that the latter would be 
calmed by a good night’s rest. But it proved the most fearful 
night of their whole sojourn in the camp, a perfect night of 
horrors, during which they were not once able to close their 
eyes. Other soldiers helped to fill the cellar, and among them 
were two men lying side by side in the same corner, and dying 
of dysentery. As soon as the darkness had come, these two 
did not cease complaining, with hollow groans, inarticulate 
cries, followed at last by a death-rattle which became louder 
and louder, sounding so awful in the pitchy darkness that the 
other men who were lying there, longing to sleep, became 
quite enraged, and called to the dying soldiers to hold their 
peace. But the latter did not hear, and the rattle went on, 
ceasing for a moment perhaps every now and then, but suddenly 
breaking forth anew, and then drowning every other sound ; 
whilst, in the intervals, the drunken clamour of the comrades 
who were still eating, unable to satisfy themselves, was wafted 
from without. 

Then Maurice’s agony began. He had tried to flee from 
that plaint of atrocious pain, which brought the sweat of 
anguish to his brow ; but whilst he was rising and fumbling 
he stumbled over some outstretched limbs and fell to the 
ground again, walled up, as it were, with those dying men. 
And he made no further attempt to escape. A vision of the 
whole frightful disaster was rising up before him, from the time 
of their departure from Rheims to the crushing blow of Sedan. 
It seemed to him also as though the passion of the Army of 
Chalons were only that night coming to an end, amid the inky 
blackness of that cellar, resounding with the death-rattle of 
those two soldiers who prevented their comrades from sleeping. 
The army of despair, the expiatory flock, offered up as a 
holocaust, had, at each of its Stations,’ paid for the faults of 
all with the red flood of its blood. And, now, ingloriously 
slaughtered and beslavered, it was sinking to martyrdom 
beneath a more brutal chastisement than it had deserved. 
"Twas too much, Maurice was boiling over with anger, hun- 
gering for justice, burning to avenge himself on Destiny. 

When the morning twilight appeared one of the two soldiers 
was dead, but the other's throat was still rattling. 

‘Come on, youngster,’ said Jean, gently ; ‘we'll go and 
get some fresh air, that will be best.’ 

1 It may be explained that M. Zola borrows this simile from the 


Roman ritual, and refers to the Stations of the Cross.—-Zrans. r 
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Strolling along in the pure morning air, which was already 
warm, they skirted the steep river-bank till they again found 
themselves near the village of Iges. And then Maurice 
suddenly became more excited than ever, shaking his fist at 
the far-spreading, sunlit horizon of the battlefield, which was 
spread out before him, the plateau of Illy just opposite, St. 
Menges on his left, and the wood of La Garenne on his right 
hand. 

‘No, no!’ he cried. ‘I cannot—I cannot bear the sight 
of all that any longer! It pierces my heart and drives me 
mad! Take me away, take me away at once !’ 

That day was again a Sunday’; the pealing of church bells 
was wafted from Sedan, and a German regimental band could 
already be heard playing in the distance. However, there 
were still no orders for the 106th, and, frightened by Maurice’s 
growing delirium, Jean made up his mind to try a plan which 
he had been nursing since the previous day. On the road, in 
front of the German guard-house, preparations were being 
made for the departure of another regiment, the 5th of the 
Line. Great confusion prevailed in the column, which an 
officer, who spoke very indifferent French, could not succeed 
in counting. And thereupon Jean and Maurice, having torn 
off both the collars and buttons of their uniforms, in order 
that the number of their regiment might not betray them, 
slipped into the midst of the throng, crossed the bridge, and 
thus at last found themselves on the road. The same idea 
must have occurred to Chouteau and Loubet, whom they espied 
behind them, glancing nervously on either side, like the mur- 
derers they were. 

Ah! how great was the relief of those first happy 
moments !_ Now that they were outside their prison, it seemed 
like a resurrection, a return to living light and boundless air, 
the flowery awakening of every hope. And whatever might 
be their misfortunes now, they feared them not, they could 
afford to laugh at them, for had they not emerged unscathed 
from the frightful nightmare of the Camp of Misery ? 
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CHAPTER III 


THE SLAVE-DRIVERS—A BID FOR FREEDOM 


THAT morning, for the last time, had Jean and Maurice heard 
the gay calls of the French bugles, and now they were marching 
along the road to Germany among the drove of prisoners, 
which was preceded and followed by platoons of Prussian 
soldiers, others of whom, with fixed bayonets, kept a watch 
upon the captives on either hand. And now they only heard 
the shrill, dismal notes of the German trumpets at each guard- 
post that they passed. 

Maurice was delighted to find that the column turned to 
the left, so that it would evidently pass through Sedan. Per- 
haps he would be lucky enough to catch a glimpse of his sister 
there. However, the three-mile march from the peninsula of 
Iges to the town, sufficed to damp the joy he felt at having 
emerged from that cesspool where he had been agonising for 
nine long days. This pitiable convoy of prisoners, of disarmed 
soldiers with hanging arms, led away like so many sheep, at a 
hasty, timorous scamper, was but a fresh form of torture. 
Clad in rags, soiled with the filth in which they had been 
abandoned, emaciated by more than a week’s privation, they 
now looked like so many vagabonds, suspicious tramps picked 
up along the roads by some scouring party of gendarmes. By 
the time they had reached the suburb of Torcy, where men 
paused on the side-walks and women came to their doors to 
gaze at them with an expression of gloomy compassion, Maurice 
already felt stifling, and bowed his head, his mouth twitching 
with the bitterness of his sensations. 

Jean, however, endowed with a practical mind and a 
tougher skin, thought only of their foolishness in neglecting 
to bring a couple of loaves of bread away with them. In the 
wild haste of their departure they had come away, indeed, with 
their stomachs empty, and hunger was once again weakening 
their legs. Other captives must have been similarly situated, 
for many of them held out money, begging the people of Torcy 
to sell them something. One very tall fellow, who looked 
extremely ill, waved a bit of gold, with his long arm raised 
over the heads of the soldiers of the escort, and was in despair 
that he could find nothing to buy. Just then Jean, who was 
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watching, espied a dozen loaves in a pile, outside a baker’s 
shop, some little distance ahead. Before any of the others he 
threw down a five-franc piece, intending to take a couple of 
the loaves. Then, as one of the Prussian soldiers . brutally 
pushed him back, he obstinately made an effort to regain his 
money. But the captain in charge of the column, a bald-headed 
little man with a brutal face, was already rushing up. Raising 
his revolver with the butt downward over Jean’s head, he 
declared with an oath that he would split the skull of the first 
man who dared to stir. And thereupon they all bent their 
backs and lowered their eyes, continuing their march with a 
subdued tramp, the quailing submissiveness of a flock of sheep. 

‘Oh! how I should like to slap him,’ muttered Maurice 
savagely, ‘box his ears, and smash his teeth with a back- 
hander.’ 

From that moment he could not bear to look at that 
captain, whose scornful face he so desired to smack. They 
were now entering Sedan, crossing the bridge over the Meuse, 
and not a moment passed without some fresh scene of brutality. 
A woman, a mother doubtless, was desirous of embracing a 
young sergeant, but was pushed back so violently with the butt 
of a gun, that she fell to the ground. On the Place Turenne 
some well-to-do townsfolk were belaboured because they com- 
passionately threw provisions to the prisoners. In the High 
Street one of the captives, having slipped down in trying to 
take a bottle of wine offered to him by a lady, was kicked to 
his feet again. And although, during the last eight days, 
Sedan had frequently seen the miserable herds of the defeat 
driven through its streets in this same brutal fashion, it could 
not accustom itself to the spectacle, but at each fresh déAlé F 
was stirred by a fever of compassion and resentment. 4 

Jean, who by this time had grown calm again, was, like 
Maurice, thinking of Henriette; and, all at once, too, theideathat _ 
they might see Delaherche occurred to him. He nudged his — 
comrade and remarked : ‘Keep your eyes open by-and-by if 
we pass down the street.’ 

And, indeed, as soon as they entered the Rue Maqua, they 
caught sight of several heads peering forth from one of the 
monumental windows of the factory, and as they drew nearer, — 
they recognised Delaherche and his wife Gilberte, with their 
elbows resting on the window bar, whilst behind them stood 
Madame Delaherche senior, erect, with a stern expression on 
her face. They all three had some loaves with them, and these 
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Delaherche flung to the famished captives who were holding 
up trembling, imploring hands. 

Maurice immediately noticed that his sister was not one of 
the party ; whilst Jean, on seeing so many loaves rain down, 
became all anxiety, fearing that none would remain for them. 
He waved his arm frantically and called: ‘For us! For us!’ 

The Delaherches evinced an almost joyous surprise. Their 
faces, pale with pity, immediately brightened, and gestures 
expressive of their pleasure at the meeting escaped them. 
Gilberte herself wished to throw the last loaf into Jean’s arms, 
and did so in such a charmingly awkward way that she could 
not restrain a pretty laugh at her own expense. 

Unable to halt, Maurice turned his head, and with the 
greatest rapidity called in an anxious, questioning tone : ‘And 
Henriette ? Henriette ?’ 

Delaherche answered in a long phrase which was drowned 
by the tramping of the men. He must have realised that the 
young fellow had not heard him, for immediately afterwards 
he began making a variety of signs, pointing especially towards 
the South. However, the column was already entering the 
Rue du Ménil, and the factory fagade was lost to sight, 
together with the three heads protruding from the window, 
and a hand which was waving a handkerchief. 

‘What did he say to you ?’ asked Jean. 

Maurice, sorely worried, was still vainly looking behind 
him. ‘I don’t know, I didn’t understand—TI shall be anxious 
now, as long as I don’t get some news.’ 

And meantime the tramping continued, the Prussians 
hastened the march with the brutality of conquerors, and the 
wretched flock, stretched into a narrow file, passed out of Sedan 
by the Ménil Gate, scampering along like sheep in fear of the 
dogs. 

“As they passed through Bazeilles, Jean and Maurice be- 
thought themselves of Weiss, and looked for the ashes of the 
little house which had been so valiantly defended. During 
their sojourn at the Camp of Misery some comrades had told 
them of the devastation of the village, the fires and the 
massacres, but the sight they beheld surpassed all the abomi- 
nation they had pictured. Although twelve days had now 
elapsed since the disaster, the piles of ruins were still smoking. 
Many damaged walls had fallen in, and in all this village of 
two thousand souls there were now not ten houses standing. 
The captive soldiers were consoled somewhat, however, on 
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meeting numerous barrows and carts full of Bavarian helmets 
and rifles, which had been picked up since the struggle. This 
proof that a large number of these cut-throats and incendiaries 
had been slain, in some measure relieved the prisoners’ 
feelings. 

They were to halt at Douzy, nominally for the purpose of 
breakfasting, and did not get there without having suffered. 
Exhausted, indeed, by their long fast, the captives were 
speedily fatigued. Those who had gorged themselves with food 
on the previous day, became giddy and heavy, and felt their 
legs sink beneath them ; their gluttony, far from restoring their 
lost strength, had, in fact, only weakened them the more. 
And so, when the column halted in a meadow on the left of 
the village of Douzy, the unfortunate fellows flung themselves 
on the grass, lacking even the energy to eat. There was no 
wine, and some charitable women who endeavoured to ap- 
proach, bringing a few bottles, were driven away by the 
sentries. One of them, badly frightened, fell and sprained 
her ankle, and then there were cries and tears, quite a revolting 
scene, whilst the Prussians, who had confiscated the bottles of 
wine, proceeded to drink their contents. This tender com- 
passion of the peasants for the poor soldiers who were being 
led away into captivity, was constantly manifested along the 
route ; but on the other hand they were said to display great 
harshness towards the general officers. A few days previously 
the inhabitants of that very village of Douzy had hissed a convoy 
of generals who were proceeding on parole to Pont-4-Mousson. 
The roads were not safe for officers ; men in blouses, soldiers 
who had escaped the foe, or who had possibly deserted be- 
fore the fight, sprang upon them with pitchforks to massa- 
cre them, shouting that they were cowards and had sold 
themselves ; thus helping to ingraft that legend of treachery 
which twenty years later still caused the folks of these districts 
to speak with execration of all who were in command during 
that disastrous campaign. 

Seated on the grass, Maurice and Jean ate half of their 
loaf, and were luckily able to wash it down with a drop of 
brandy, with which a worthy farmer managed to fill a flask 
they had. Then the starting off again proved a terrible 
business. They were to sleep at Mouzon, but although the 
march was a short one, the effort they must needs make 
appeared more than they could accomplish. They were unable 
to rise without groaning, to such a point were their weary 
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limbs stiffened by the slightest rest. Several men whose feet 
were bleeding took off their boots to be able to resume the 
march. Dysentery was still wreaking havoc among them ; 
they had gone but a thousand yards or so when a first man 
fell and was pushed against the wayside bank. Farther on 
two others sank down beside a hedge, and it was night before 
an old woman came along and succoured them. Those who 
kept up were tottering, leaning on sticks which the Prussians, 
possibly in a spirit of derision, had allowed them to cut on 
the verge of a little wood. They had become a mere band of 
beggars covered with sores, emaciated, and scarce able to 
breathe. Yet their custodians continued treating them with 
great brutality ; those who stepped aside even to satisfy a 
want of nature were whacked into the ranks again. The 
escort-platoon in the rear had orders to drive on the laggards 
at the bayonet’s point. A sergeant having refused to go any 
farther, the captain commanded two of his men to catch hold 
of him under the arms, and drag him along till he consented 
to walk afresh. Especially were the captives tortured by that 
bald-headed little officer, whose face they longed to slap, 
and who abused his knowledge of French to insult them in 
their own language, in curt galling phrases, as cutting as the 
lashes of a whip. 

‘Oh! how I should like to hold him,’ Maurice passionately 
repeated, ‘hold him, and drain him of all his blood, drop by 
drop.’ 
The young fellow could no longer endure it all ; he suffered, 
however, far more from the anger he was compelled to restrain 
than from physical exhaustion. Everything exasperated him, 
even those jarring calls of the Prussian trumpets at which, 
in his enervated condition, he could have howled like a dog. 
He felt that he should be unable to accomplish this cruel 
journey without getting his skull cracked. Even now in 
passing through the smallest hamlets he experienced intense 
suffering at sight of the women who looked at him with so 
deep an expression of pity. What would it be then when 
they got to Germany, and the townsfolk scrambled to see them, 
and greeted them, as they greeted the other prisoners, with 
insulting laughter? He pictured the cattle-trucks in which 
they would be heaped together, the nauseating abominations 
and tortures of the road, the dreary life in the fortresses under 
the snow-laden sky of winter. No, no! rather death at once, 
rather the risk of leaving his skin at the turn of a road on 
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the soil of France than rot over yonder, in some black case- 
mate, possibly for long months. ; 

‘ Listen,’ said he, in a low voice to Jean, who was walking 
beside him, ‘we'll wait till we pass a wood, and then we'll 
jump aside and slip between the trees. The Belgian frontier 
isn’t far, we shall surely find some one or other to guide us.’ 

Jean shuddered ; despite the feeling of revolt which was 
making him also dream of escape, he yet retained his calmer, 
more practical mind. ‘You are mad,’ he said. ‘They would 
fire on us, and we should both be shot.’ 

But there was a chance that they might not be hit, retorted 
Maurice ; besides, even supposing they were shot down, well, 
so much the better. 

‘But supposing we escaped,’ continued Jean, ‘ what would 
become of us in our uniforms? You can see very well that 
the country is covered with Prussian pickets. It would, at 
any rate, be necessary to have some other clothes. Yes, it’s 
too dangerous, youngster. I can’t let you do anything so 
foolish.’ 

It became necessary that he should restrain the young 
fellow, and whilst he strove to calm him with chiding but 
affectionate words, he caught hold of his arm and pressed it 
closely to his side, so that they appeared to be mutually 
supporting one another. They had taken but a few steps, 
however, when some words exchanged in an undertone behind 
them made them turn their heads. The whisperers were 
Chouteau and Loubet, who had started from the peninsula 
that morning at the same time as themselves, and whom they 
had hitherto avoided. The two rascals were now at their 
heels, however, and Chouteau must have heard what Maurice 
had said of trying to escape through a plantation, for he 
adopted the idea on his own account. ‘TI say,’ he muttered, 
craning his head forward so that they felt his breath on their 
necks, ‘we'll join you. That idea of sloping’s a capital one. 
Some of the comrades have already gone off, and we certainly 
can’t let ourselves be dragged like so many dogs to the country 
where these pigs live. Is it agreed, eh? Shall we four 
fellows take a breath of fresh air ?’ 

Maurice was again growing feverish, and Jean turned 
round to say to the tempter : ‘Well, if you’re in a hurry, you 
can go on in front. What do you hope for ?’ 

Under the corporal’s searching gaze, Chouteau became 
disconcerted, and imprudently let the cat out of the bag. 
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‘Well! it would be easier if there were four of us,’ said he. 
‘One or two would always manage to get off.’ 

Thereupon, with an energetic shake of the head, Jean 
altogether declined taking part in the venture. He mistrusted 
Monsieur Chouteau, said he, and feared some act of treachery. 
However, he had to exert all his authority over Maurice to 
prevent the young fellow from yielding to his desire, for just 
then an opportunity presented itself ; they were passing a very 
leafy little wood, which was merely separated from the road 
by a field thickly dotted with bushes. To gallop across that 
field and disappear in the thickets, would not that mean safety 
and freedom ! 

Loubet had so far said nothing. Firmly resolved, however, 
not to go and moulder in Germany, he was sniffing the air 
_ with his restless nose, and watching for the favourable moment 

with those sharp eyes of his, like the crafty fellow he was. 
Doubtless he relied on his legs and his artfulness, which had 
so far always helped him out of his scrapes. And all at once 
he made up his mind. ‘Ah! dash it! I’ve had enough. I’m 
off.’ 

At one bound he had sprung into the neighbouring field, 
and Chouteau, following his example, galloped off beside him. 
Two men of the escort at once started in pursuit, without 
either of them thinking of stopping the runaways with a 
bullet. It was allover so quickly that at the first moment one 
could hardly understand what had happened. However, it 
seemed as though Loubet, who had taken a zigzag course 
through the bushes, would certainly escape, whereas Chouteau, 
who was less nimble, already appeared on the point of being 
recaptured. But with a supreme effort he all at once gained 
ground, and, on overtaking his comrade, contrived to trip him 
up. And then, whilst the two Prussians were springing upon 
the prostrate man to hold him down, the other bounded into 
the wood and disappeared. A few shots were fired after him, 
the escort suddenly remembering its needle-guns, and a battue 
was even attempted among the trees, but with no result. 

Meanwhile the two German soldiers were belabouring the 
prostrate Loubet. The captain had rushed to the spot, quite 
beside himself, and shouted that an example must be made ; 
at which encouragement the men continued raining such 
savage kicks and blows with the butts of their guns upon the 
recaptured prisoner, that, on being raised from the ground, he 
was found to have his skull split and an arm broken. Before 
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they reached Mouzon he expired in the little cart of a peasant, 
who had been willing to take him up. 

‘There, you see,’ Jean contented himself with muttering 
in Maurice’s ear. 

They both darted towards the impenetrable wood a glance 
which expressed all their hatred of the bandit who was now 
galloping off in liberty ; and they ended by feeling full of 
pity for the poor devil, his victim ; alickerish tooth, no doubt, 
not of much value certainly, but all the same good company, 
full of expedients, and by no means a fool. Yet his fate had 
shown that no matter how artful a man might be, he inevitably 
found his master and came to grief at last. 

In spite of this terrible lesson, however, Maurice, on reach- 
ing Mouzon, was still haunted by that fixed idea of escaping. 
They were all so frightfully weary on their arrival that the 
Prussians had to help them pitch the few tents which were 
placed at their disposal. The camp was formed near the town, 
on some low, marshy ground, and the worst was that another 
column having occupied the same spot on the previous day, it 
was covered with filth, to protect themselves from which the 
men had to spread out a number of large flat stones, which 


they luckily found in a heap, near by. The evening proved’ 


less trying, as the watchfulness of the Prussians relaxed 
somewhat when their captain had gone off to take up his 
quarters at an inn. The sentries began by letting some 
children throw apples and pears to the prisoners, and at last 
even allowed the inhabitants of the neighbourhood to enter 
the camp, so that there was soon quite a little crowd of im- 
provised hawkers there, men and women, selling bread, wine, 
and even cigars. All those who had any money ate, drank, 
and smoked, and in the pale twilight the scene was like some 
corner of a village market, full of noisy animation. 

Maurice, however, seated behind one of the tents, was 
growing more and more excited, again and again saying to 
Jean ; ‘I cannot stand it any longer. I shall bolt as soon as 
it is dark. To-morrow we shall be going farther and farther 
away from the frontier, and it will then be too late.’ 

‘All right, we'll try it then,’ at last replied Jean, unable 
to resist the young fellow’s entreaties any longer, and giving 
way, on his own side, to this same haunting idea of escape. 
‘We shall soon see if we leave our skins behind us.’ 

From that moment, however, he began scanning all the 
vendors around him. Some comrades had procured blouses 
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and pants, and it was rumoured that some charitable folks of 
Mouzon had got together large stocks of clothes in view of 
facilitating the escape of the captives. Jean’s attention was 
almost immediately attracted by a pretty girl, a tall stag-eyed 
blonde of some sixteen summers, who had on her arm a basket, 
in which three loaves of bread were to be seen. She did not 
call out what she had for sale like the others did, but stepped 
along in a hesitating way, with a smile which, although 
engaging, was somewhat tinged with anxiety. Jean gazed 
steadily in her face, and at last their eyes met, and for a 
moment commingled. Then the pretty girl came forward, 
still smiling in her embarrassed way: ‘Do you want some 
bread ?’ she asked. 

Jean did not answer, but questioned her with a wink. 
And as she nodded her head in an affirmative way, he 
popped the question in a very low voice: ‘There are some 
clothes ?’ 

‘Yes, under the loaves,’ she answered, thereupon making 
up her mind to call out: ‘Bread! bread! Who'll buy 
bread ?’ 

When Maurice, however, wished to slip twenty francs 
into her hand, she hastily withdrew it, and ran off, leaving 
them the basket. Still, before she disappeared, they saw her 
turn round and dart on them the tender, sympathetic laugh 
of her lovely eyes. 

Although they had the basket they were still as perplexed 
as ever. They had strayed from their tent, and were so be- 
wildered that they could not find it again. Where should 
they stow themselves away? How could they change their 
clothes? It seemed to them that everyone was prying into 
that basket, which Jean was carrying in such an awkward 
manner, and could plainly detect what it contained. At last, 
however, they made up their minds, and entered the first 
empty tent they came upon, where in desperate haste each of 
them divested himself of his regimentals and slipped on a pair 
of trousers and a blouse. They placed their uniforms under 
the loaves in the basket and left the latter in the tent. How- 
ever, they had only found one cap among the garments 
provided, and this Jean had compelled Maurice to put on. 
For his own part, he was bareheaded, and, exaggerating the 
danger, he fancied himself lost. So he was still lingering 
there, wondering how he could obtain any headgear, when the 
idea suddenly came to him to buy the hat of a dirty old man 
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whom he saw selling cigars. ‘Three sous apiece, Brussels 
cigars, five sous a couple, Brussels cigars i. 

There had been no customs’ service on the frontier since 
the battle of Sedan, so that Belgian articles were flooding the 
country-side without let or hindrance. The ragged old fellow 
had already realised a handsome profit, but he nevertheless 
manifested exorbitant pretensions when he understood why 
Jean wished to buy his hat, a greasy bit of felt with a hole 
in thecrown. A couple of five-franc pieces had to be handed 
him before he would part with it, and even then he whimpered 
that he should certainly catch cold. 

Another idea, however, had just occurred to Jean, that of 
purchasing the remainder of the old fellow’s stock in trade, 
the three dozen cigars or so which he was still hawking 
through the camp. And having accomplished this, the corporal 
in his turn began walking about, with the old hat drawn over 
his eyes, whilst in a drawling voice he called : ‘Three sous a 
couple, three sous a couple, Brussels cigars !’ 

This meant salvation, and he signed to Maurice to walk 
on before him. The young fellow, by great good fortune, had 
just picked up an umbrella dropped or forgotten by one of the 
hawkers, and as a few drops of rain were falling, he quietly 
opened it so that it might screen him whilst passing the line 
of sentinels. 

‘Three sous a couple, three sous a couple, Brussels cigars !’ 
cried Jean, who in a few minutes had rid himself of his stock. 
The other prisoners laughed and pressed around him ; here at 
all events, said they, was a reasonable dealer who didn’t rob 
poor folks! Attracted too by the cheapness of the cigars 
some of the Prussians even approached, and Jean had to 
supply them. He mancuvred so as to pass the guarded camp- 
line, and eventually sold his two last cigars to a big-bearded 
Prussian sergeant, who did not speak a word of French. 

‘Don’t walk so quick, dash it all!’ he repeated as he 
walked on behind Maurice ; ‘ you'll get us caught if you do.’ 

Their legs were almost running away with them, and only 
a great effort induced them to pause for a moment on reaching 
a cross-way, where some clusters of people were standing 
outside an inn. Some French gentlemen were there, peaceably 
chatting with several German soldiers ; and Jean and Maurice 
pretended to listen and even ventured to say a few words 
about the rain, which it seemed likely would fall heavily during 
the night. Meantime, a fat gentleman, who was among the 
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persons present, looked at them so persistently that they 
trembled. As he ended, however, by smiling in a good-natured 
way, they ventured to ask him in an undertone: ‘Is the road 
to Belgium guarded, sir?’ 

‘Yes, but go through that wood and then bear to the left, 
across the fields.’ 

When they found themselves in the wood, amid the deep, 
dark silence of the motionless trees, when they could no longer 
hear a sound, when nothing more stirred and they believed 
that they were really saved, a feeling of extraordinary emotion 
threw them into one another’s arms. Maurice wept, sobbing 
violently, whilst tears slowly gathered in Jean’s eyes and 
trickled down his cheeks. Their nerves were relaxing after 
their prolonged torments, they hopefully thought that perhaps 
suffering would now take some compassion on them and 
torture them no longer. And meantime they clasped each 
other closely in a distracted embrace, fraught with the 
fraternity born of all that they had suffered together ; and 
the kiss that they exchanged seemed to them the most loving, 
the most ardent of their life, a kiss such as they would never 
receive from a woman, the kiss of immortal friendship ex- 
changed in the absolute certainty that their two hearts no 
longer formed but one, for ever and ever more. 

‘Youngster,’ resumed Jean in a trembling voice, when 
they had ceased clasping one another, ‘it’s already a good deal 
to be here, but we are not at the end of the job. We must 
take our bearings a little.’ 

Although he was not acquainted with this point of the 
frontier, Maurice declared that they need only go on before 
them ; and thereupon gliding along, one behind the other, they 
stealthily made their way to the verge of the plantations. 
Here they remembered the directions given them by the 
obliging fat gentleman, and resolved to turn to the left and 
cut across the stubble. But they almost at once came upon a 
road edged with poplars, and perceived the watchfire of a 
Prussian picket barring the way. A sentinel’s bayonet 
glistened in the firelight ; the other men were chatting and 
finishing their evening meal. At this sight Jean and Maurice 
at once retraced their steps and again plunged into the wood, 
with the fear of being pursued. They fancied indeed they 
could hear voices and footsteps behind them, and continued 
beating about the thickets during more than an_hour, losing 
all idea of the directions they took, turning round and round, 
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at times breaking into a gallop like hares scampering under the 
bushes, and at others stopping short and perspiring with anguish 
in front of some motionless oak trees which they mistook for 
Prussians. And at last they once more debouched into the 
road lined with poplars, at ten paces or so from the sentinel, 
and near the other men who were now quietly warming 
themselves around the watchfire. 

‘No luck !’ growled Maurice, ‘it’s an enchanted wood.’ 

This time, however, they had been heard. They had 
broken a few twigs in passing, and some stones were rolling 
away. And as, upon hearing the sentinel’s ‘ Wer da?’ they 
immediately took to their heels without answering, the picket 
rushed to arms and fired in their direction, riddling the 
thicket with bullets. 

‘Curse it !’ swore Jean in a hollow voice, restraining a cry 
of pain. The calf of his left leg had received a stinging blow, 
not unlike the cut of a whip, but so violent that it had thrown 
him to the ground against a tree. 

‘ Are you hit ?’ asked Maurice anxiously. 

‘Yes, in the leg—it’s done for.’ 

They both listened again, panting, with the fear of hearing 
the tumult of pursuit at their heels. But no further shots 
were fired, and nothing more stirred in the great quivering 
silence, which was falling around them again. The Promina 
evidently did not care to venture among the trees. However 
in trying to set himself erect Jean was hardly able to restrain 
a groan. Maurice held him up, and asked : 

‘Can you walk ?’ 

‘T’m afraid not.’ He, as a rule so calm, was now becoming 
enraged. He clenched his fists, and felt inclined to hit himself 
‘ Ah! good Lord! how fearfully unlucky to get one’s leg damaged 
when there’s so much running to be done! I may just as welll 
fling myself on a rubbish heap at once! Go on by yourself.’ 

Maurice, however, contented himself with answering gaily : 
* How silly you are !’ ‘ 

He had taken his friend by the arm and was now helping 
him along, both of them being eager to get away. By an 
heroic effort they had managed to take a few steps, when they 
again halted, alarmed at seeing a house in front of them, a 
little farm, so it seemed, on the verge of the wood. There 
was no light in any of the windows, the yard-gate was wide 
open, and the building looked black and empty. And when 
they had mustered sufficient courage to enter the yard, they 
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were astonished to find a horse standing near the house, 
saddled and bridled, but with nothing to show why or how 
it had come there. Perhaps its master would soon return : 
perhaps he was lying behind some bush with his head split. 
But whatever the truth was, they never learned it. 

A new plan, however, had suddenly dawned on Maurice’s 
mind and quite inspirited him. ‘ Listen,’ said he, ‘ the frontier 
is too far away ; and besides, we should really require a guide 
to reach it. But if we went to Remilly now, to uncle 
Fouchard’s, ’m sure that I could take you there with my eyes 
shut, for I know all the lanes and byways. Is it agreed, eh ? 
I'll hoist you on to this horse, and we'll get uncle Fouchard to 
take us in.’ 

Before starting, however, he wished to examine Jean’s leg. 
There were two holes in it, so that the bullet must have passed 
out again, probably after fracturing the tibia. Fortunately, 
the hemorrhage was but slight, and Maurice contented himself 
with binding his handkerchief tightly round the calf of the 
leg. 

sf Go on by yourself !’ repeated Jean. 

‘Be quiet, you silly !’ 

When Jean was firmly perched on the saddle Maurice took 
hold of the horse’s bridle and they started off. It must now 
have been about eleven o’clock, and he hoped to accomplish 
the journey in three hours, even should he have to walk the 
horse the entire distance. But all at once he relapsed into 
despair at thought of a difficulty which had not previously 
occurred to him. How would they be able to cross over to 
the left bank of the Meuse? The bridge at Mouzon must 
certainly be guarded. At last he remembered that there was 
a ferry lower down at Villers, and deciding to chance it, in 
the hope that they would at last meet with a little luck, he 
directed his course towards that village through the meadows 
and ploughed fields on the right bank. All went fairly well 
at first ; they merely had to avoid a cavalry patrol, which they 
escaped by remaining motionless for a quarter of an hour or 
so, in the shadow thrown by a wall. The only worry was that, 
the rain having begun to fall again, walking became very 
difficult for Maurice, who had to trudge through the heavy 
soil of the drenched fields, beside the horse, which was fortu- 
nately a good-natured, docile animal. At Villers luck did at 
first declare itself in their favour, for, although the hour was 
late, the ferryman had but a few minutes before brought a 
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Bavarian officer across the river, and was able to take them 
aboard at once, and land them on the opposite bank without 
difficulty. It was only at the village of Villers that their 
terrible troubles began, for they here narrowly missed falling 
into the clutches of the sentries who were posted at intervals 
right along the road to Remilly. They, therefore, again had 
to take to the fields and trust to the chances of the little lanes 
and narrow pathways, which often were scarcely practicable. 
Occasionally some trivial obstacle would compel them to take 
a most circuitous course ; still they contrived to make their 
way over ditches and through hedges, and at times even forced 
a passage through some thick plantation. 

Seized with fever amid the drizzling rain, Jean had sunk 
across the saddle in a semi-conscious state, clinging with both 
hands to the horse’s mane, whilst Maurice, who had slipped 
the reins round his right arm, had to support his friend’s legs 
in order to prevent him from falling. Over more than a league 
of country, during nearly a couple of hours, was this exhausting 
march kept up, amid incessant jolting and slipping, both the 
horse and the men losing their balance again and again, and 
almost toppling over together. They became a picture of abject 
wretchedness ; all three of them were covered with mud, the 
animal’s legs trembled, the man he carried lay upon him 
inert, like a corpse that had just given up the ghost, whilst if . 
the other man, distracted and haggard, still managed to trudge 
along, it was solely through an effort of his fraternal love. 
The dawn was breaking ; it was about five o’clock when they — 
at last arrived at Remilly. 

In the yard of his little farmhouse overlooking the vil- — 
lage, near the outlet of the defile of Haraucourt, old Fouchard 
was already loading his cart with two sheep which he had 
slaughtered the previous day. The sight of his nephew in so 
sorry a plight upset him to such a point that after the first 
words of explanation he brutally exclaimed: ‘Let you stay 
here, you and your friend? To have a lot of worry with the 
Prussians ; no, no, indeed! IJ’d rather kick the bucket at 
once. 

All thesame, he did not dare to prevent Prosper and Maurice 
from taking Jean off the horse and laying him on the large 
table in the living-room. The wounded man was still un- 
conscious, and Silvine went to fetch her own bolster and 
slipped it under his head. Meanwhile uncle Fouchard con- 
tinued growling, exasperated at seeing this fellow on his table, 
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which, said he, was by no means the proper place for him. 
And he asked them why they did not at once take him to the 
ambulance, since they were lucky enough to have an ambulance 
at Remilly, in the disused schooi-house, which had once formed 
part of an old convent. It stood near the church and con- 
tained a largeand commodious gallery. 

‘Take him the ambulance !’ protested Maurice, in his 
turn, ‘for the Prussians to send him to Germany as soon as 
he’s cured, since all the wounded belong to them! Are you 
joking with me, uncle? I certainly didn’t bring him here to 
give him back to them.’ 

Things were getting unpleasant, and Fouchard talked of 
turning them out of the house, when all at once Henriette’s 
name was mentioned. 

‘Eh, what—what about Henriette?’ asked the young 
man. 

He ended by learning that his sister had been at Remilly 
since a couple of days, having become so terribly depressed by 
her bereavement that she now found life at Sedan, where she 
had lived so happily with her husband, quite unbearable. A 
chance meeting with Dr. Dalichamp of Raucourt, whom she 
knew, had induced her to come and stay in a little room at 
Fouchard’s, with a view of giving all her time to the wounded at 
the neighbouring ambulance. This occupation, she said, would 
divert her thoughts. She paid for her board, and was the 
source of many little comforts at the farm, so that the old 
man looked on her with a kindly eye. Everything was first- 
rate when he was making money. 

‘Oh, so my sister’s here!’ repeated Maurice. ‘So that’s 
what Monsieur Delaherche meant by that wave of the arm 
which I couldn’t understand. Well, as she’s here, it will all 
be easy. We shall stay.’ 

Thereupon, despite his fatigue, he himself resolved to go. 
and fetch her from the ambulance where she had spent the 
night, and his uncle meantime grew the more angry because 
he could not take himself off with his cart and his two sheep, 
to ply his calling as an itinerant butcher through the sur- 
rounding villages, until this annoying affair was settled. 

When Maurice came back with Henriette, they surprised 
old Fouchard carefully examining the horse which had carried 
Jean to the farm and which Prosper had just led into the 
stable. The animal was no doubt tired out, but it was a 


sturdy beast, and Fouchard liked the look of it. Thereupon, 
DD2 


404 WOE TO THE VANQUISHED 


Maurice told him with a laugh that he might keep it if it 
pleased him, whilst Henriette drew him aside and explained 
that Jean would pay for his lodging, and that she herself 
‘would take charge of him and nurse him in the little room 
behind the cowhouse, where certainly no Prussian would go 
to look for him. The old man remained sullen, hardly 
believing as yet that he would derive any real profit from 
the business ; still, he ended by climbing into his cart and 
driving off, leaving Henriette free to do as she pleased. 

With the assistance of Silvine and Prosper, Henriette then 
got the room ready, and had Jean carried to it and laid ina 
clean, comfortable bed. Opening his eyes, the corporal looked 
round him, but seemed to see nobody, and merely stammered 
a few incoherent words. Maurice was now quite overwhelmed 
by the reaction following on his exhausting march ; however, 
whilst he was finishing a bit of meat and drinking a glass of 
wine, Dr. Dalichamp came in, as was his custom every morn- 
ing, prior to visiting the ambulance; and, thereupon, the 
young fellow, anxious to know what injury Jean had re- 
ceived, found strength enough to follow the doctor and his 
sister to the bedside. 

M. Dalichamp was a short man with a big round head. 
His hair and fringe of beard were getting grey ; his ruddy face, 
like the faces of the peasants, with whom he mixed, had 
become hardened by his constant life in the open air, for he 
was always on the road to alleviate some suffering or other. 
His keen eyes, obstinate nose, and kindly mouth told what his 
life had been—the life of a thoroughly worthy, charitable man, 
inclined, at times, to be rather headstrong. He was not, as a 
doctor, endowed with genius, but long practice had made him 
a first-rate healer. 

‘I’m much afraid that amputation will be necessary,’ he 
muttered, when he had examined Jean, who was still dozing; 
whereupon Maurice and Henriette were greatly grieved. 
However, the doctor added, ‘Perhaps we may manage to 
save that leg, but in that case he will need very careful 
nursing, and it will be a long job. At present he is in Such 
a state of physical and moral prostration that the only thing 
is to let him sleep. We'll see how he is to-morrow.’ Then, — 
having dressed the wound, he interested himself in Maurice, 
whom he had formerly known asa lad. ‘And you, my brave 


ee you would be better in bed than on that chair,’ he 
said. 
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The young man was gazing fixedly in front of him, with 
his eyes afar, as though he did uot hear. Fever was mounting 
to his brain in the intoxication of his fatigue, an extraordinary 
nervous excitement, the outcome of all the sufferings, all the 
disgusting experiences he had passed through since the outset 
of the campaign. The sight of his agonising friend, the con- 
sciousness of his own defeat, the idea that he was unarmed, 
good for nothing, having nothing left him but his skin, the 
thought that so many heroic efforts had merely resulted in 
such misery—all filled him with a frantic longing to rebel 
against Destiny. At last he spoke: ‘No, no! it is not 
finished yet ! No, indeed! I must go away. Since he must 
lie there now for weeks and perhaps for months, I cannot 
stay. I must go away at once. You will help me, doctor, 
won't you? You'll find me some means of escaping and 
getting back to Paris?’ 

Henriette, who was trembling, caught him in her arms. 
‘ What is that you say? Weak as you are, after suffering so 
dreadfully ? (ee I mean to keep you—I will not let you go ! 
Haven’t you paid your debt to France? Think of me a little 
—think that I should be all alone, and that now I have only 
you left me !’ 

Their tears mingled. They embraced distractedly, with 
that tender adoring affection which unites twins more closely 
than others, as though it originated prior even to birth. Far 
from becoming calmer, however, Maurice grew still more 
excited. ‘ITassure you that I must go!’ he stammered. ‘ They 

are waiting for me. I should die of anguish if I did not go! 
You cannot imagine how my brain boils at the thought of 
remaining here in peace and quietness. I tell you that it can- 
not end like this—that we must avenge ourselyes—on whom 
or what I know not, but, at any rate, obtain vengeance for so 
many misfortunes, so that we may yet have the courage to 
live!’ 

Dr. Dalichamp, who had been watching the scene with 
keen interest, made Henriette a sign not to answer. Maurice 
would no doubt be calmer when he had slept ; and he slept 
indeed all through that day and through the following night— 

-in all more than twenty hours—without moving a finger. 
However, when he awoke the next morning, his resolution to 
go away came back, unshakeable. His fever had_ subsided, 
but he was gloomy, restless, eager to escape from all the 
tempting inducements to a quiet life that he divined around 
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him. His tearful sister realised that it would be useless to 
insist. And Dr. Dalichamp, when he came that day, promised 
to facilitate his flight by means of the papers of an ambulance 
assistant, who had recently died at Raucourt: Maurice was 
to don the grey blouse with the red-cross badge, and go off 
through Belgium to make his way back to Paris, which was 
still open. 

He did not leave the farm all that day, but hid himself 
there, waiting for the night. He scarcely opened his mouth, 
and then only to ascertain if he could induce Prosper to go 
away with him. ‘Aren’t you tempted to go and see the 
Prussians again ?’ he asked. 

The ex-Chasseur d’Afrique, who was finishing some bread 
and cheese, set his fist on the table with his knife upraised. 

‘Well, for what we saw of them it’s hardly worth while,’ 
he answered. ‘Since cavalrymen are nowadays good for 
nothing except to get themselves killed when it’s all over, 
why should I go back? ’Pon my word, no, they disgusted 
me too much in not giving me any decent work.’ There 
was a pause, and then he resumed, doubtless in order to silence 
the voice of his soldier’s heart: ‘ Besides, there’s too much 
work to be done here, now. The ploughing is just coming on, 
later on there'll be the sowing. We must think of the soil, 
too, eh? It’s all very well to fight, but what would become 
of us if we didn’t plough ? You will understand very well 
that I can’t turn the work up. Not that old Fouchard’s a 
good master, for I don’t expect I shall ever see any of his — 
brass, but the horses are beginning to know and like me, and — 
this morning, ‘pon my word, whilst I was up yonder in the 
old enclosure, I looked down on that cursed Sedan, and felt 
quite comforted at finding myself with my horses, driving my 
plough all alone, in the sunshine.’ 

Dr. Dalichamp arrived in his gig at nightfall. He wished 
to drive Maurice to the frontier himself. Old Fouchard, 
delighted to find that, at any rate, one of the men was taking — 
himself off, went to watch on the road, so as to make sure — 
that no patrol was lurking there ; whilst Silvine repaired some — 
rents in the old ambulance blouse with the red-cross badge. 
Before starting, the doctor again examined Jean’s leg, and as 
yet he could not promise to save it. The wounded man was 
still in a somnolent state, recognising nobody, and not saying 
a word. And thus it seemed as though Maurice must go off. 
without exchanging a farewell with his comrade. On leaning 
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forward to embrace him, however, he suddenly saw him open 
his eyes, and move his lips. ‘You are going?’ asked Jean 
in a weak voice, adding, as the others expressed their astonish- 
ment: ‘Oh! I heard you very well, though I couldn’t stir. 
But since you are going, old man, take all the money with 
you. It’s in my trousers’ pocket,’ 

Each of them now had about a couple of hundred francs 
left of the treasury money, which they had shared together. 
‘The money !’ exclaimed Maurice ; ‘but you need it more 
than I do. My legs are all right! With a couple of hundred 
francs I’ve ample to take me to Paris and get my skull cracked, 
which, by the way, won’t cost me anything. Well, all the 
same, till we meet again, old man, and thanks for all your 
kindness and good counsel, for, if it hadn’t been for you, I 
should certainly be lying at the edge of some field like a dead 
dog.’ 

Jean silenced him with a gesture. ‘You don’t owe me 
anything—we are quits,’ said he ; ‘the Prussians would have 
picked me up over there, if you hadn’t carried me away on 
your back. And again, the other day, too, you saved me from 
their clutches, That’s twice you’ve paid me, and it’s rather 
my turn to risk my life for you. Ah! I shall be anxious 
now at not having you with me any longer.’ His voice was 
trembling, and tears started from his eyes: ‘Kiss me, 
youngster.’ 

And they kissed ; and, as it had been in the wood on the 
night of their escape, their embrace was instinct with the 
fraternity born of the dangers that they had incurred toge- 
ther, during those few weeks of heroic life in common, which 
had united them far more closely than years of ordinary 
friendship could have done. The days of starvation, the 
sleepless nights, the excessive fatigues, the constant peril of 
death—with all of these was their emotion fraught. Can 
two hearts ever take themselves back when by a mutual gift 
they have thus been blended together? Nevertheless, the 
kiss which they had exchanged amid the darkness of the 
trees had partaken of the new hope that flight had opened to 
them ; whereas this kiss, now, quivered with the anguish of 
parting. Would they meet again, some day? And how—in 
what circumstances of grief or joy ? 

Dr. Dalichamp, who had climbed into his gig again, was 
already calling Maurice. Then, with all his soul, the young 
fellow at last embraced his sister, Henriette, who, extremely 
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pale in the black garments of her widowhood, was looking at 
him and silently weeping. ‘I confide my brother to you,’ 
said he ; ‘take good care of him, and love him, as I love him 
myself !’ 


CHAPTER IV 


DARK DAYS—BAZAINE THE TRAITOR—THE TIDE OF WAR 


JEAN’s room, a large chamber with a tiled floor and lime- 
washed walls, had formerly been used as a fruitery. You 
could still detect there the pleasant scent of apples and pears, 
and the only furniture was an iron bedstead, a deal table and 
two chairs, together with an old walnut wardrobe, wonder- 
fully deep and containing a multitude of things. The quiet- 
ness was profoundly soothing ; only a few faint sounds from 
the adjacent cowhouse could be heard, the occasional lowing 
of cattle and the mufiled stamping of their hoofs. The bright 
sunshine came in by the window, which faced the south. 
Merely a strip of slope could be seen, a cornfield skirted by a 
little wood. And this mysterious closed room was so hidden 
away from every eye that no stranger could even have sus- 
pected its existence. 

Henriette immediately settled how things were to be 
managed. In view of avoiding suspicions it was arranged 
that only she and the doctor should have access to Jean. ° 
Silvine was never to enter the room unless she were called—for 
instance, at an early hour in the morning when the two women 
tidied the place; after which the door remained as though 
walled up, throughout the day. If the wounded man should 
need anyone at night-time, he would merely have to knock on 
the wall, for the room occupied by Henriette was adjacent. 
And thus it came to pass that after many weeks of life amid a 
violent multitude, Jean suddenly found himself separated from 
the world, seeing no one but the doctor and that gentle young 
woman whose light footsteps were inaudible. And whilst she 
ministered to his wants with an air of infinite goodness, he 
again saw her as he had espied her on the first occasion, at 
Sedan, looking like an apparition, with small and delicate fea- 
tures save that her mouth was somewhat large, and with hair 
the hue of ripened grain. 


During the earlier days the wounded man’s fever was 80 
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intense that Henriette scarcely left him. Dr. Dalichamp 
dropped in every morning, under pretence of fetching her to go 
to the ambulance with him ; and he would then examine Jean’s 
leg and dress it. After fracturing the tibia, the bullet had 
passed out again, and the doctor was astonished at the bad 
appearance of the wound, and was afraid there might be some 
splinter there—though in probing he was unable to detect any 
—which would necessitate an excision of the bone. He had 
spoken on the subject to Jean, but the latter revolted at the 
thought of having his leg shortened and going lame all the rest 
of his life: no, no, indeed, he would rather die at once than 
become a cripple. The doctor therefore simply kept the 
wound under observation, dressing it with lint soaked in 
olive oil and phenie acid, after inserting a gutta-percha drain- 
age-tube, so that the pus might flow away. At the same time, 
however, he warned Jean that if he did not perform an opera- 
tion the cure would probably take a very long time. Yet it 
happened that the fever abated during the second week, when 
the state of the wound also became more favourable—at least 
so long as the patient remained quite still. 

Henriette’s intercourse with Jean was then regulated in a 
systematic way. Habits came to them both; it seemed to 
them as though they had never lived otherwise, as though 
they would go on living like that for ever. She gave him all 
the time that she did not devote to the ambulance, saw that 
he ate and drank at regular hours, and helped him to turn 
over with a strength of wrist that would never have been 
suspected in a woman with such slender arms. At times they 
chatted, but during the earlier period they more often remained 
together without speaking. Yet they never seemed to be 
bored. It was a very calm, reposeful life for both of them— 
for him crippled by the battle, and for her in her widow’s 
gown, and with her heart crushed by her bereavement. He 
had felt somewhat intimidated at first, for he was fully con- 
scious that she was his superior, almost a lady, whereas he had 
never been anything but a mere peasant and soldier. He 
could barely read and write. However, he had felt more at 
his ease on finding that she treated him like an equal, without 
any display of pride. And this emboldened him to show 
himself as he really was, intelligent after a fashion, thanks to 
his sober common-sense. To his astonishment, moreover, he 
would often feel less coarse and heavy than formerly, full of 
new ideas that he had never dreamt of before. Was this the 
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outcome of the abominable life that he had been leading for 
two months past? It was as though he were emerging refined 
from all his physical and moral sufferings. He regained, how- 
ever, a still greater measure of self-possession on realising that 
she did not know much more than he did. Her mother’s 
death had turned her when very young into a little housewife, 
with three men, as she put it, to take care of—her grandfather, 
her father, and her brother—so that she had not had much 
time for schooling. Reading, writing, a rudimentary know- 
ledge of spelling and cyphering—beyond that she did not go. 
And, therefore, if she still somewhat intimidated Jean, if she 
still appeared to him to be above all others of her sex, it was 
simply because he knew her to be superlatively good, endowed 
with extraordinary courage, albeit she appeared to be merely a 
retiring little woman taking her pleasure in the petty duties 
of life. 

They agreed together at once, whilst chatting about 
Maurice. If she thus devoted herself to Jean it was indeed 
because she looked upon him as Maurice’s brother and friend, 
as the worthy protector who had helped and succoured him, 
and to whom she in her turn was paying a debt of gratitude. 
She was indeed full of gratitude, of affection which grew and 
grew as she learnt to know him better, simple and sensible as 
he was, with a sound, sober head ; and he, whom she nursed 
as though he were a child, was on his side contracting a debt 
of infinite gratitude towards her and would have kissed her 
hands for each cup of broth that she brought to him. The 
bond of affectionate sympathy uniting them grew closer every 
day in the profound solitude in which they lived, with the 
same anxieties to trouble them. When they had exhausted 
Jean’s reminiscences, the particulars which she was never 
weary of asking for respecting that woeful march from Rheims 
to Sedan, the same question invariably came back again: | 
What was Maurice doing? Why did he not write? Was 
Paris completely invested, since no more news had reached 
them? They had so far received but one letter from the 
young fellow, written from Rouen three days after he had 
left them, and in this he had explained how, after a most cir- 
cuitous journey, he had just reached that town, in view of 
making his way to Paris. And there had been nothing further 
for an entire week—he was now altogether silent. 

When Dr. Dalichamp had dressed Jean’s leg in the morn- | 
ing he liked to linger there for a few minutes. And he even 
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dropped in occasionally of an evening, when he would stay for 
a longer time. He was their only link with the world, that 
vast outside world, now all topsy-turvy with catastrophes. The 
only news they obtained came through him. He had an 
ardent, patriotic heart, which overflowed with anger and grief 
at the news of each defeat ; and he spoke of little else but the 
invading march of the Prussians, who since the battle of Sedan 
had been gradually spreading over France like the waves of 
some black, rising sea. Each day brought its grief, and the 
doctor, quite overwhelmed, would often linger on one of the 
two chairs beside the bed, relating with trembling gestures 
how the situation was becoming more and more serious. He 
often had his pockets full of Belgian newspapers, which he left 
behind him. And thus after the lapse of weeks the echoes of 
each successive disaster penetrated to that lonely room, draw- 
ing the two poor suffering creatures shut up there yet closer 
together, in the bonds of a common anguish. 

And it was in this wise that Henriette read to Jean, from 
sundry old newspapers, an account of the events which had 
taken place around Metz—the great, heroic battles, which at 
an interval of one day on each occasion had been thrice re- 
newed. These battles were already five weeks old, but Jean 
was still ignorant of them, and listened to the accounts in the 
newspapers with his heart oppressed at finding that the same 
misery and defeat, that had caused him so much suffering, had 
befallen his comrades over yonder. Whilst Henriette clearly 
articulated each sentence in the somewhat singsong voice of 
an attentive school-girl, the melancholy story slowly unfolded 
itself amid the quivering silence of the room. After Frosch- 
weiler, after Spichern, at the moment when the vanquished 
First Corps was carrying off the Fifth in its rout, such con- 
sternation prevailed that the other corps, echeloned from Metz 
to Bitche, wavered and fell back, eventually concentrating in 
advance of the intrenched camp of Metz, on the right bank of 
the Moselle. But how much precious time had been lost in 
accomplishing this junction of forces when the retreat on Paris, 
now bound to prove a difficult operation, ought to have been 
hastened with all despatch ! The Emperor had been obliged to 
surrender the supreme command to Marshal Bazaine, to whom 
every one looked for victory, and then on August 14 came the 
battle of Borny,! when the army was attacked just as it was 

1 M. Zola, as was to be expected, invariably alludes to these battles 
by the names adopted in France. In England, however, we generally 
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at last making up its mind to cross over to the left bank of the 
stream. It had two German armies against it—that of Stein- 
metz, motionless in front of the intrenched camp which it was 
threatening, and that of Frederick Charles, which, after crossing 
the river higher up, was approaching along the left bank to 
cut Bazaine off from the rest of France. The first shots were 
only fired at three in the afternoon and the victory proved a 
barren one, for although the French corps remained in posses- 
sion of their positions, they found themselves immobilised on 
the two banks of the Moselle, whilst the turning movement of 
the second German army was completed. Then on the 16th 
came Rézonville : all the corps at last landed on the left bank 
of the river, the third and fourth alone lagging behind, belated 
by the frightful block at the intersection of the roads of Etain 
and Mars-la-Tour which had been intercepted early in the morn- 
ing by an audacious attack of the Prussian cavalry and artillery. 
A slowly fought, confused battle was this engagement of Rézon- 
ville, which up to two o’clock in the afternoon Bazaine might 
yet have won, since he had but a handful of men to overthrow, 
but which he ended by losing through his inexplicable dread 
of being cut off from Metz. And it was also a battle of im- 
mense extent, spread over leagues of hills and plains, where the 
French, attacked in front and in flank, performed prodigies of 
valour to avoid marching forward, giving the enemy the requi- 
site time to concentrate, and themselves helping on the Prus- 
sian plan, which was to force them back upon the other bank 
of the river. At last, on the 18th, after the French had re- 
turned to positions in advance of the intrenched camp, there 
came St. Privat, the supreme struggle, a line of attack over eight 
miles long, two hundred thousand Germans, with seven hundred 
guns against one hundred and twenty thousand Frenchmen 
with only five hundred guns, the Germans facing Germany, the 
French facing France, as though the invaders had become the 
invaded, in the singular displacement of forces that had taken 
place. And after two o’clock the fight became a most terrible 
mélée, the Prussian Guard repulsed, cut to pieces, Bazaine 
long victorious, strong in the unshakeable firmness of his left 
wing, until towards evening his weaker right wing was obliged 


employ the names which the Germans gave to these engagements. It 
should therefore be explained that the battle of Borny is also that of 
Courcelles; that Rézonville is also Mars-la-Tour ; and St. Privat, Grave- 


lotte. These battles have been referred to in the notes to chap. iii. 
(Part 1).—Trans. 
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to abandon St. Privat, amidst horrible carnage, carrying away 
with it the entire army, beaten, thrown back under Metz, en- 
closed henceforth in a circle of iron. 

At each moment, whilst Henriette was reading, Jean 
interrupted her to say : ‘And to think we others had been 
expecting Bazaine ever since leaving Rheims !’ 

The marshal’s despatch of the 19th, the morrow of the 
battle of St. Privat, in which he spoke of resuming his moye- 
ment of retreat by way of Montmédy—that despatch which 
had determined the forward march of the army of Chalons— 
appeared to be simply the commonplace report of a beaten 
general, desirous of attenuating his defeat. Later on, but 
only on the 29th, when the news of the approach of an army 
of succour had reached him through the Prussian lines, he 
certainly did attempt a last effort, at Noiseville, on the right 
bank of the Moselle, but so feebly that on September 1, the 
very day when the army of Chalons was crushed at Sedan, 
that of Metz fell back, definitely paralysed, dead so to say for 
France. And the marshal, who, so far, had proved himself 
merely an indifferent captain, neglecting to march on when 
the roads were open, but afterwards really hemmed in by 
superior forces, was now, under the sway of political preoccu- 
pations, on the point of becoming a conspirator and a, traitor. 

In the newspapers, however, that Dr. Dalichamp brought 
with him, Bazaine still figured as the great man, the brave 
soldier from whom France yet awaited salvation. Jean asked 
Henriette to read him certain passages over again, so that he 
might clearly understand how it was that the third German 
army, commanded by the Crown Prince of Prussia, had been 
able to pursue them, whilst the first and the second were block- 
ading Metz, both of them so strong in men and guns that it 
had been possible to draw and detach from them that fourth 
army,! which, under the orders of the Crown Prince of Saxony, 
had given the finishing stroke to the disaster of Sedan. Then, 
having at last grasped these facts, on the bed of pain to which 
his wound confined him, he forced himself despite everything 
to be hopeful: ‘So that’s why we weren’t the stronger,’ said 
he. ‘But no matter, there are figures given there: Bazaine 
has a hundred thousand men, three hundred thousand rifles, 
and more than five hundred guns ; of course he means to deal 
them some crushing blow of his invention.’ 

Henriette nodded, falling in with his opinion so as not to 


1 The ‘combined army,’ so the Germans called it.—7vans. 
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sadden him. She could not follow all these complicated move- 
ments of troops, but she felt that misfortune was inevitable. 
Asa rule her voice remained quite clear ; she could have gone 
on reading for hours, simply happy at the thought that she was 
interesting him. But at times, whilst perusing some narra- 
tive of slaughter, she all at once began to stammer and her eyes 
filled with a sudden flow of tears. Doubtless she had just 
thought of her husband shot down over yonder, and kicked 
against the wall by the Bavarian officer. 

‘Tf it grieves you too much, you mustn’t read any more 
battles to me,’ said Jean in surprise. 

But, gentle and complaisant, she at once recovered her 
self-possession : ‘No, no; excuse me, I assure you that it in- 
terests me too.’ 

One evening, during the early days of October, whilst a 
violent wind was blowing: out of doors, she came back from 
the ambulance and entered the room in a state of great emo- 
tion: ‘Here’s a letter from Maurice !’ she exclaimed. ‘The 
doctor received it to-day and has just given it to me !’ 

They both had been growing more and more anxious each 
morning on finding that the young man still gave no sign of 
life ; and now that for a whole week rumours had been circu- 
lating that Paris was completely invested they were quite in 
despair at receiving no tidings, wondering in their anxiety 
what could have become of him after his departure from 
Rouen. His silence was now explained to them, however ; 
the letter which Henriette brought home with her, written to 
Dr. Dalichamp from Paris, on September 18, the very day 
when the last trains left for Havre, had made a tremendous 
round, only reaching its destination by a miracle, after going 
astray a score of times. 

‘Ah ! the dear fellow !’ exclaimed Jean in delight. ‘ Make 
haste and read it to me.’ 

The wind was increasing in violence, and the window was 
rattling as though it were being battered with a ram. 
Henriette placed the lamp on the table near the bed, and, 
seated so close to Jean that her wavy hair brushed against 
his, she began to read Maurice’s letter. It was very snug 
and pleasant in that quiet room whilst the tempest was raging 
out of doors. 

In the letter, which was a long one, covering eight pages, 
Maurice began by explaining that immediately on his arrival 
in Paris, on September 16, he had been fortunate enough 
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to get enrolled in a Line regiment. Then he reverted to the 
past, and in extremely feverish language detailed all that 
he had learnt of the events of that terrible month: Paris 
growing calmer after the woeful stupor of Weissenburg and 
Freeschweiler, then swiftly indulging in the hope of revenge, 
falling into fresh illusions, believing in Bazaine as a com- 
mander, in the levée en masse, the imaginary victories, the 
wholesale slaughtering of Prussian troops which even mini- 
sters themselves announced in the Chamber of Deputies. 
And, all at once, he explained how, on September 3, the 
thunderbolt of Sedan had fallen upon Paris: every hope 
shattered, the ignorant, confiding city overwhelmed by the 
crushing blow of destiny ; the shouts of ‘Dethronement ! 
Dethronement !’ bursting forth on the Boulevards that same 
evening ; the short, lugubrious night sitting of the Corps 
Législatif at which Jules Favre had read out his proposal 
for the deposition which the people demanded ; then, on the 
morrow, September 4, the Downfall of a world, the Second 
Empire carried away amid the smash-up of its vices and its 
faults ; the entire population in the streets, a torrent of half a 
million of men filling the Place de la Concorde, in the broad 
sunshine, and flowing at last across the bridge to the gates 
of the Corps Législatif, which were protected merely by a 
handful of soldiers who raised the butts of their guns in the 
air. Then the crowd bursting the doors open and invading 
the Chamber, whence Jules Favre, Gambetta, and other depu- 
ties of the Left soon started to proclaim the Republic at the 
Hoétel-de- Ville, whilst a little door of the Louvre, facing the 
Place Saint-Germain-l’Auxerrois, was being set ajar to give 
egress to the Empress-Regent, who came forth clad in black, 
accompanied by a single female friend, both of them trembling, 
fleeing, cowering in a cab which jolted them away, afar from 
those Tuileries through which the crowd was now streaming. 
And on that same day Napoleon III. had quitted the inn at 
Bouillon, where he had spent his first night of exile, on the 
way to Wilhelmshohe. 

With a thoughtful expression on his face Jean interrupted 
Henriette : ‘So we now have a Republic, then. So much the 
better if it helps us to lick the Prussians.’ However, he 
shook his head doubtfully, for during his peasant life he 
- had always been told bad things of the Republic. Besides, 
it seemed to him that they all ought to agree together, and 
unite in presence of the enemy. Yet it was certainly neces- 
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sary that there should be a new government of some kind, 
since the Empire was shown to be rotten, and nobody would 
tolerate it any longer. 

Then Henriette read the end of the letter, which mentioned 
the approach of the German armies. On September 13, the 
day when a delegation of the Government of National Defence 
had established its quarters at Tours, they had advanced as 
near as Lagny, on the east of Paris. On the 14th and 15th 
they were almost at the city gates, at Créteil and Joinville- 
le-Pont. Yet on the 18th, on the morning when he had 
written, Maurice still refused to believe in the possibility of 
completely investing Paris, swayed as he once more was by 
superb confidence, regarding the projected siege as an insolent, 
hazardous attempt, which would break down before three 
weeks were over ; relying, too, on the armies of succour which 
the provinces would undoubtedly send, without mentioning 
the army of Metz, which he imagined to be already on the 
march by way of Verdun and Rheims. Nevertheless, the 
links of the iron chain had met, and encompassed Paris ; and 
now, separated from the whole world, the city had become 
but the great prison of two millions of living beings, whence 
came no sound, nothing but a death-like silence. 

‘Ah! my God !’ murmured Henriette with anguish at her 
heart. ‘How long will it all last, and shall we ever see him 
again 7’ 

A squall was bending the trees afar off, and drawing groan 
after groan from the old timbers of the farm-house. If the 
winter should prove a severe one, how the poor soldiers would 
suffer, starving and fireless, and fighting in the snow ! 

‘All the same,’ concluded Jean, ‘it’s a very nice letter, 
and it’s pleasant to have heard from him! One must never 
despair.’ 

Then, day by day, the month of October went by, with 
the sky ever grey and mournful, and the wind merely abating, 
to come back before long with darker and darker flights of 
clouds. Jean’s wound was cicatrising very, very slowly ; the 
drainage-tube did not yet discharge the healthy pus which 
would have enabled the doctor to remove it, and the wounded 
man had become greatly enfeebled, but still obstinately refused 
to undergo any operation, for fear lest he should remain a 
cripple. And the long hours of resigned waiting which sudden 
fits of anxiety occasionally disturbed now seemed to lull that 
little room to sleep ; that little, lonely room which the news 
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of the world reached but at long intervals and even then 
distantly, vaguely, like the visions one tries to recall on 
awaking from a nightmare. The abominable war was con- 
tinuing somewhere yonder, with its massacres and disasters, 
but the exact truth they never learned ; they heard nothing 
but the Joud, hollow clamour of slaughtered France. And 
now the wind was carrying the leaves away under the livid 
sky, and there were long deep spells of silence over the 
countryside, athwart which only sped the cawing of the crows, 
presaging a bitter winter. 

The ambulance, which Henriette seldom left except to 
keep Jean company, had now become a frequent subject of 
conversation between them. He questioned her when she 
came in of an evening, learnt to know each of her charges, 
wished to be informed which of them were dying and which 
were getting well; and she, with her heart full of all these 
matters, did not cease speaking of them but recounted in 
great detail all that she did during the day. ‘Ah!’ she 
frequently repeated, ‘ the poor children, the poor children !’ 

This was not the ambulance of raging battle, the ambulance 
where fresh blood flowed, and where the flesh amputated by 
the surgeon was ruddy and healthy. It was the ambulance 
infected by hospital gangrene, reeking of fever and death, 
damp with the exhalations of the patients who were slowly 
attaining convalescence and of those who were dying by inches. 
Dr. Dalichamp had had the greatest difficulty in procuring 
the necessary beds, mattresses, and sheets; in order to 
provide for his patients, to supply them with bread, meat and 
dried vegetables, not to mention compresses, bandages and 
other appliances, he was forced to accomplish a fresh miracle 
everyday. As the Prussians, now in possession of the military 
hospital of Sedan, refused him everything, even chloroform, 
he obtained all his supplies from Belgium. Yet he tended 
German as well as French wounded, and among others a 
dozen Bavarians who had been picked up at Bazeilles. The 
foes who had rushed so frantically at one another’s throats 
were now lying side by side reconciled by their common 
sufferings. And what an abode of horror and wretchedness 
that ambulance was—established in two long rooms of the 
disused school-house, each containing some fifty beds over 
which streamed the broad pale light admitted by the lofty 
windows ! 


Ten days after the battle some more wounded men had 
EE 
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been brought thither, forgotten ones who had been discovered 
in out-of-the-way corners. Four of them had remained since 
the fight in an empty house at Balan, without any medical 
attendance, living no one knew how, but probably by the 
charity of some neighbour ; and their wounds were swarming 
with maggots, and they died poisoned by their filthy sores. 
A purulence which nothing could check was wafted hither 
and thither, emptying rows of beds, At the very door an 
odour of necrosis caught you at the throat. The wounds 
were suppurating, drop after drop of feetid pus was exuding 
from the drainage-tubes. It was often necessary to open the 
healing flesh again in order to extract splinters of bone, the 
presence of which had not been previously suspected. Then 
an abscess would form, some flux which broke out in another 
part of the body. Exhausted and emaciated, ashen pale, the 
poor wretches endured every torture. Some of them, prostrate, 
scarce breathing, lay all day long upon their backs with their 
eyelids closed and blackened, like corpses already half-de- 
composed. Others, denied the boon of sleep, agitated by 
restless insomnia, bathed in sweat, grew wildly excited as 
though the catastrophe had struck them mad. But whether they 
were violent or calm, as soon as the shivering of the infectious 
fever seized them, they were doomed—the end came, the poison 
triumphed, flying from one to another and carrying them all 
off in the same stream, as it were, of victorious gangrene. 
But there was especially one awful room, the infernal room 
as it was called, set apart for those whom dysentery, typhus, 
and variola had attacked. There were many who had the 
black pox, and these were restless, cried out in ceaseless 
delirium, and rose up erect in their beds looking like spectres. 
Others, wounded in the lungs, racked by frightful coughs, 
were dying of pneumonia. Others again, who howled, obtained 
no relief except from the refreshing cold water which was 
allowed to trickle on their wounds. And the hour when their 
wounds were dressed was the hour which they all waited for, 
the only time when a little calmness was restored, when the 
beds were aired, when the sufferers, stiffened by remaining so 
long without moving, were eased by a change of position. And 
this was also the dreaded hour, for not a day went by but the 
doctor, whilst examining the sores, was grieved to notice some 
bluey specks, the marks of invading gangrene on some poor 
devil’s skin. The operation would take place on the morrow. 


Another bit of leg or arm was cut away. And sometimes the 
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gangrene ascended yet higher, and amputation had to be 
repeated, until the whole limb had been lopped off. Then 
perhaps the sufferer’s entire body was attacked, became covered 
with the livid spots of typhus, and he had to be removed, stag- 
gering, dizzy, and haggard, into the inferno where he succumbed, 
his flesh already dead, exhaling a corpse-like smell before he 
even began to agonise. 

Every evening on her return home, Henriette answered 
Jean’s questions in the same tremulous tone of emotion: ‘ Ah, 
the poor children, the poor children !’ 

And the particulars she gave were ever the same; each 
day brought similar torments in that inferno, An arm had 
been amputated at the shoulder, a foot had been cut off, the 
resection of a humerus had been performed ; but would these 
means suffice to arrest gangrene or purulent infection ? 
Another man, too, had been buried, more frequently a French- 
man, at times a German. Not a day went by but a coffin, 
formed of four planks hastily knocked together, left the school- 
house in the twilight, accompanied by a single ambulance 
attendant, and often by Henriette herself, unwilling as she 
was that a fellow-creature should be poked away under the 
ground like a dog. Two trenches had been dug in the little 
cemetery of Remilly ; and they all slept there side by side, the 
Germans in the trench on the left, the French in that on the 
right, reconciled together under the sod. 

Though he had never seen them, Jean had ended by 
becoming interested in some of the wounded and would ask 
for news of them: ‘ And how is “Poor child” getting on to- 
day ?’ 

f Poor child’ was a little infantryman, a soldier of the 5th 
of the Line, who had volunteered for the war and was not yet 
twenty years of age. The nickname of ‘ Poor child’ had stuck 
to him because he incessantly employed it in referring to him- 
self ; and one day on being asked the reason of this, he had 

~ answered that his mother had always called him in that fashion. 
And indeed he was a poor child, for he was dying of pleurisy, 
brought on by a wound in the left side. 

‘Ah! the dear lad,’ said Henriette, who felt quite a 
motherly affection for him : ‘he’s not at all well, he coughed 
all day. It pains my heart to hear him.’ 

‘And your bear—your Gutmann?’ resumed Jean with a 
faint smile. ‘Is the doctor more hopeful ?’ 


‘Yes, perhaps he will be saved, but he suffers horribly.’ 
Bu 2 
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Great as was their compassion, neither of them could 
speak of Gutmann without a kind of emotional gaiety. On 
the very first day that the young woman had gone to the 
ambulance, she had been thunderstruck at sight of this Bava- 
rian soldier, in whom she recognised the red-haired, red- 
bearded man, with big blue eyes and square-shaped nose, who 
had carried her off in his arms at Bazeilles, whilst her husband 
was being shot. He also recognised her, but he could not 
speak, for a bullet, penetrating by the back of the neck, had 
carried away half of his tongue. And after recoiling with 
horror during the first two days, shuddering involuntarily 
each time that she approached his bed, she had been conquered 
by the despairing, gentle glances with which he watched her. 
Was he no longer then the monster with blood-splashed hair, 
and eyes inverted with rage, who haunted her with such a 
frightful recollection? She had to make an effort to recog- 
nise him in this unfortunate man with such a good-natured air, 
who proved so docile too, amid his atrocious sufferings. The 
nature of his affliction, one of by no means frequent occurrence, 
his sudden distressing infirmity, touched the entire ambulance 
with compassion. They were not even sure that his name 
was Gutmann, he was simply called so because the only sound 
he could manage to utter was a grunt of two syllables which 
formed something like that name. With regard to other 
matters, it was surmised that he was married and had children. 
He must have understood a few words of French, for he replied 
at times with an energetic nod of the head. Married? Yes, yes! 
Children? Yes, yes! Moreover, the emotion he displayed 
one day on seeing some flour had prompted the supposition 
that he might be a miller. But that was all. Where was 
the mill? In what far-away village of Bavaria were his little 
ones and his wife now weeping? Would he die without being 
identified, without a name, leaving those who belonged to him 
over yonder for ever waiting for his return ? 

‘Gutmann kissed his hand to me to-day,’ Henriette told 
Jean one evening. ‘I can no longer give him anything to 
drink or render him the slightest service, but he raises his 
fingers to his lips, with a fervent gesture of gratitude.—You 
mustn’t smile, it’s too dreadful, it is like being buried before 
one’s time.’ : 

Towards the end of October Jean’s condition had improved, 
and the doctor consented to remoye the drainage-tube, though 
he still continued anxious. And yet the wound appeared to 
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be cicatrising pretty swiftly. Jean was then allowed to get 
up, and would spend long hours walking about the room and 
sitting at the window, where he was saddened by the sight of 
the flying clouds. Then he began to feel bored and talked of 
employing himself in some way, of rendering himself useful at 
the farm. One of his secret worries was the question of 
money, for he realised that his two hundred francs must have 
been entirely spent during the six long weeks that he had 
lain in bed. If old Fouchard continued showing him a 
pleasant face it must be that Henriette was paying for his 
board and lodging. This thought greatly worried him, though 
he lacked the courage to bring about an explanation ; and 
thus he experienced much relief when it was agreed that he 
should be passed off as a new hand, entrusted, like Silvine, 
with a part of the house-duties whilst Prosper attended to the 
outdoor work. 

Hard though the times were, a hand the more was none too 
many at Fouchard’s, for the old fellow’s affairs were prosper- 
ing. Whilst the entire country was groaning in agony, bled 
in every limb, he had contrived to extend his butcher’s business 
to such a point that he now slaughtered three and four times 
as many animals as formerly. It was said that he had entered 
into a superb contract with the Prussians already on August 31. 
He, who on the 30th had defended his door, gun in hand, re- 
fusing to sell even a crust of bread to the men of the Seventh 
Corps, shouting to them that his house was quite empty, had 
on the morrow, upon the arrival of the first German soldiers, 
exhumed all sorts of provisions from his cellars and brought 
back perfect flocks and herds from the mysterious nooks where 
he had concealed them. And since then he had become one 
of the principal purveyors of meat to the German armies, dis- 
playing wonderful artfulness in disposing of his stock and in 
getting paid for it between a couple of requisitions. Others 
suffered from the often brutal demands of the conquerors, but 
so far he had not supplied a bushel of flour, a cask of wine, or 
a quarter of beef without obtaining hard cash in return. 
Folks talked a good deal about it in Remilly, and it was con- 
sidered scandalous on the part of a man who had just lost his 
son in the war, his son whose grave he did not even visit, 
Silvine being the only person who kept it trim and neat. 
Yet, all the same, the old fellow was respected for the talent 
he displayed in making money at a time when others, thought 
to be very shrewd, were being stripped to the skin, Yor his 
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own part, on hearing of the tittle-tattle, he shrugged his 
shoulders in a jeering way, and like the obstinate man he 
was, whose broad back could well bear the weight of a little 
abuse, he contented himself with growling: ‘ Patriot! patriot ! 
why, I’m more of a patriot than all of them put together! Is 
it patriotic to gorge the Prussians with food for nothing? I 
make them pay for everything. You'll all see, you'll all see, 
by-and-by.’ 

Jean had only been up and about again for a couple of 
days when he remained too long on his legs and the doctor’s 
secret fears were realised: the sore reopened, inflammation 
caused the leg to swell and the wounded man had to take to 
his bed again. Dalichamp ended by suspecting the presence 
of a splinter of bone, which the efforts made during a couple 
of days’ exercise had served to liberate. He searched the 
wound for it and succeeded in extracting it. But all this 
caused Jean a great shock and brought on a violent fever, 
which again exhausted him. Never before indeed had his 
weakness been so great. Henriette, like the faithful nurse 
she was, resumed her place in his room, which was becoming 
quite dismal now that the winter was setting in. They were 
in the early days of November, the east wind had already 
brought them a fall of snow, and it was bitterly cold on the 
tiled floor between those four bare walls. As there was no 
chimney in the room, they decided to set up a stove, the snort- 
ing of which somewhat enlivened their solitude. 

The days passed by monotonously, and this first week of 
Jean’s relapse was certainly both for himself and Henriette 
the most melancholy of their long, enforced intimacy. Would 
their sufferings never terminate? Would danger ever and 
ever reappear, without any hope of an end to all their wretched- 
ness? At every hour their thoughts flew away to Maurice, 
from whom they had received no further tidings. Yet it was 
said that others received letters, tiny notes brought them by 
carrier pigeons. Doubtless some German bullet had killed, 
aloft in the open sky, the bird that had been bringing them - 
their supply of joy and love. Everything seemed to become 
more distant, to fade away and disappear in the depths of the 
early winter. The war rumours now only reached them after 
long intervals ; the few newspapers which Dr. Dalichamp still 
brought with him were often a week old. Thus their sadness 
was due less to certain knowledge than to what they did not 
know but divined, to the long death-cry which, despite every- 
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thing, they could instinctively hear piercing through the 
silence of the country around the farm. 

One morning the doctor arrived looking terribly upset and 
with his hands trembling. He pulled a Belgian newspaper 
from his pocket and flinging it on the bed exclaimed : ‘Ah, 
my poor friends, France is dead, Bazaine has betrayed us !’ 

Jean, who was dozing, propped up by a couple of pillows, 
awoke at once : ‘ How, betrayed ?’ 

‘Yes, he has delivered up Metz and the army. It’s the 
blow of Sedan all over again, and this time it’s the rest of 
our flesh and our blood that has gone!’ Then taking up 
the newspaper again he read: ‘One hundred and fifty 
thousand prisoners, one hundred and fifty-three eagles and 
colours, five hundred and forty-one field guns, seventy- 
six mitrailleuses, eight hundred fortress guns, three hundred 
thousand rifles, two thousand army service vans, the matériel 
of eighty-five batteries : 

And he continued giving particulars: Marshal Bazaine, 
shut up with his army in Metz, reduced to a powerless state, 
making no effort to break through the iron circle that encom- 
passed him ; his systematic intercourse with Prince Frederick 
Charles, his ambiguous, hesitating political combinations, his 
ambition to play a decisive part which he did not appear, 
however, to have well determined ; then all the complicated 
negotiations, the despatch of equivocal, lying emissaries to 
Count von Bismarck, King William, and the Empress-Regent, 
who ultimately refused to treat with the enemy on the basis 
of a cession of territory ; and then the inevitable catastrophe, 
destiny completing its work, famine breaking out in Metz, 
compulsory capitulation, commanders and soldiers reduced to 
accept the harsh terms of the victors. France no longer had 
an army !! 


1 M. Zola’s assertion that Bazaine made no attempt to break through 
the German lines (subsequent, of course, to Sept. 1) is not correct, for 
after a delay of five weeks he made one apparently serious effort—in the 
direction of Thionville, on Oct. 7. Then, however, he remained idle 
for twenty days and had to capitulate. The translator, who was present 
at the marshal’s trial as an English newspaper correspondent, and 
heard and sifted all the evidence, has never entertained a doubt as to 
the justice of the court’s finding. We shot Admiral Byng for dereliction 
of duty insignificant in comparison with the charges brought home to 
Bazaine. Certainly the latter had ability as a soldier; he had, partly 
by merit, but also considerably by favour, risen from the ranks to be 
a marshal of France; however, his private character was execrable, his 
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‘Curse it !’ swore Jean in a hollow voice. He did not yet 
understand everything, but until that moment he had con- 
tinued in the belief that Bazaine was the great captain, the 
one possible saviour of France. ‘And what’s to be done 
now ?’ he gasped. ‘What is becoming of them in Paris ?’ 

The doctor, as it happened, was just coming to the news 
from Paris, which was disastrous. He called attention to the 
fact that his newspaper bore the date of November 5. Metz 
had surrendered on October 27, and the news had only 
been known in Paris on the 30th. After the repulses 
at Chevilly, Bagneux, and La Malmaison, after the fight 
and loss of Le Bourget, these tidings from Metz had fallen 
like a thunderbolt on the despairing population, which was 
already irritated by the weakness and impotence of the Go- 
vernment of National Defence. And thus, on the morrow, 
October 31, quite an insurrection had broken out, an im- 
mense crowd assembling on the Place de |’Hétel-de- Ville, 
invading the building, and detaining as prisoners the members 
of the Government whom the National Guard did not deliver 
till late at night and then only because they feared the 
triumph of the revolutionaries who demanded the Commune.' 
And to this account of the affair the Belgian newspaper 
appended some extremely insulting remarks concerning the 
great city of Paris, which civil war was rending when the 
enemy was at its gates. Was not this the final decomposi- 
tion, the puddle of blood and mire into which this falling 
world must ultimately sink ? 

‘It’s quite true,’ muttered Jean, who was extremely pale, 
‘they oughtn’t to fight among themselves when the Prussians 
are there.’ 

Henriette, who had so far said nothing, not wishing to 
meddle in these political matters, was now, however, unable to 
restrain the cry of her heart. She was thinking of her brother ! 


greed well-nigh as insatiable as that of Marlborough, and his instinctive 
cruelty of disposition, as exemplified in Mexico, notorious. Like 
Marshals Magnan and St. Arnaud, he was a type of the unscrupulous 
military adventurer.— Trans. 

* The leaders of this rising (most of the phases of which were 
witnessed by the translator, who was then in Paris) were Gustave 
Flourens, Blanqui, and various officers of the National Guard who after- 
wards became members of the Commune. During the afternoon and 
evening M. Ernest Picard, General Trochu, and M. Jules Ferry managed 
to escape from the Hotel-de-Ville and succeeded in delivering their 
colleagues of the Government at 3 A.M, on Noy, 1—Zrans. 
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‘Good heavens! I hope that Maurice, who is so excitable, 
won't mix himself up in all those things.’ 

There was a pause, and then that ardent patriot, the doctor, 
resumed : ‘ No matter, other soldiers will spring up if there be 
none left. Metz has surrendered, Paris itself may surrender, 
but even that won’t be the end of France. The chest’s all right, 
as our peasants say, and we shall still survive.’ 

It could be seen, however, that he was forcing himself to 
be hopeful. He spoke of the new army now being formed on 
the Loire, whose first operations in the direction of Artenay 
had not proved very fortunate : however, it would soon become 
inured to warfare and march to the help of Paris. The doctor 
was particularly excited by the proclamations in which Gam- 
betta, who had left Paris on October 7, and two days later had 
established himself at Tours, called all citizens under arms, in 
language at once so virile and so sensible that the entire coun- 
try was surrendering itself to his dictatorship. And was it 
not also proposed to form another army in the North, and yet 
another one in the East—to make soldiers spring from the 
ground by the mere power of faith? It was the awakening of 
the provinces, the unconquerable determination to create and 
provide everything that was lacking, and to fight on to the last 
copper and the last drop of blood. 

‘Hum !’ the doctor added, as he rose to go away, ‘I myself 
have often condemned patients who were on their legs again a 
week afterwards.’ 

‘Well, make haste and cure me, doctor, so that I may return 
to my duties,’ said Jean smiling. 

However, both he and Henriette were greatly saddened by 
all these evil tidings. That same evening there was another 
snowstorm, and next day, when Henriette came back from the 
ambulance shivering, she announced that Gutmann was dead. 
The bitter cold was decimating the wounded, emptying rows 
upon rows of beds. The wretched dumb soldier with the tongue- 
less mouth had agonised during two long days. Henriette had 
remained at his bedside during his last hours, unable to resist 
the supplicating glances he had turned towards her. He spoke 
to her with his tearful eyes, perhaps trying to tell her his real 
name, and the name of the distant village where his wife and 
little ones were waiting for him. And he passed away, un- 
known, sending her with his twitching fingers a last farewell 
kiss, as though to thank her for all her kindness. She alone 
accompanied his body to the cemetery, where the frozen earth, 
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the heavy foreign soil mingled with lumps of snow, fell with a 
dull sound upon his deal coffin. 

Then on her return the next evening she exclaimed : 
‘« Poor child” is dead!’ “For this one she was weeping : ‘If 
you could only have seen him in his delirium. He called 
me “ Mamma ! mamma!” and stretched out such loving arms 
that I had to take him on my knees. Ah! the poor fellow! 
suffering had so wasted him that he weighed no heavier than 
a little boy. And I rocked him in my arms so that he might 
die relieved—yes, I rocked him whilst he called me mother, 
though I am but a few years older than he was. He wept, 
poor fellow, and I could not help weeping myself and am still 
weeping now.’ Her sobs were suffocating her and she had to 
pause. ‘When he died,’ she resumed, ‘he stammered that 
nickname of his: ‘ Poor child ! poor child !” Ah, yes indeed, 
they are poor children, all of them, all those brave fellows, some 
of them so young, whom your abominable war maims and 
mangles, whom it condemns to so much suffering before they 
are laid in the ground !’ 

And now not a day went by but Henriette came home dis- 
tracted by some fresh agony ; and the sufferings of others 
seemed to link her and Jean closer together during the sad 
hours when they were so much alone in that large, peaceful 
room. And yet those hours were also very sweet ones, for af- 
fection had come to them, a fraternal affection, as they thought, 
between their two hearts which had slowly learned to know one 
another. He, of such a thoughtful nature, had risen to a 
higher level during their continuous intimacy ; she, finding him 
so good and reasonable, no longer remembered that he was but 
one of the humble, and had driven the plough before he carried 
the knapsack. They agreed together very well, they got on 
capitally, as Silvine expressed it with her grave smile. No 
embarrassment had ever arisen between them whilst she nursed 
him, Invariably clad in the black garments of her widow- 
hood, it seemed as though she had ceased to be a woman. 

And yet, during the long afternoons when he found himself 
alone, Jean could not help pondering on it all. His feeling 
towards her was one of infinite gratitude, a kind of devout 
respect that would have impelled him to brush aside any idea 
of love as sacrilegious. Still he reflected that had he had such 
a woman as her for his wife, one so loving, so gentle, and so 
helpful, life would have become an earthly paradise. His 
earlier misfortunes, the evil years he had spent at Rognes, his 
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disastrous marriage, the tragic death of his wife, all the past 
came back to him with regretfulness for love, and a vague 
confused hope of wooing happiness once more. He closed his 
eyes, allowed himself to sink into a semi-somnolent state, and 
then confusedly pictured himself at Remilly, married afresh, 
and owning a field or two, which would suffice to provide for 
a couple of honest, unaspiring folks. The vision was so slight, 
so vague, that it could most certainly never have any existence. 
Indeed, he deemed himself henceforth incapable of any warmer 
feeling than friendship, and if he were so attached to Henriette 
it was, he thought, simply because he was Maurice’s brother. 
Nevertheless, this hazy dream of marriage at last became a 
consolation as it were, one of those fancies with which one 
cheers the hours of sadness, though one knows that they can 
never be realised, 

No such thoughts, however, had for a moment presented 
themselves to Henriette’s mind. The atrocious tragedy of 
Bazeilles had lacerated her heart, and if any relief, any fresh 
affection were penetrating it, it could only be without her 
knowledge, by a stealthy march like that of the germinating 
seed, whose hidden labour there is nothing to reveal. She was 
ignorant even of the pleasure she at last took in remaining for 
hours beside Jean’s bed, reading to him those newspapers 
which brought them, however, only sadness. Never had the 
slightest warmth come to her hand when it brushed against 
his; never even had thought of the morrow left her in a 
dreamy mood, with a wish to be loved again. And yet it was 
only in that room that she forgot, and felt consoled. When she 
was there, busying herself with her gentle activeness, her 
heart grew calmer ; it seemed to her as though her brother 
would soon come back again, that everything would bearranged, 
and that it would end by their all being happy together, never 
to part again. And she would speak of all this without 
feeling in any wise embarrassed, so natural did it seem to her 
that things should end in this way ; and never did she think 
of questioning herself any further, utterly ignorant as she was 
that she had chastely bestowed her heart. 

One afternoon, however, as she was about to return to the 
ambulance, the terror that froze her at sight of a Prussian 
captain and two other officers whom she found in the kitchen 
revealed to her the great affection that she felt for Jean, 
These officers had evidently heard of the wounded man’s 
presence at the farm, and had come to fetch him—he would 
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inevitably be dragged away, carried off into captivity in the 
depths of some German fortress. She listened, trembling, 
with her heart beating loudly. 

The captain, a stout man, who spoke French with scarcely 
any foreign accent, was violently upbraiding old Fouchard : 
‘Tt cannot go on like this,’ he said ; ‘you are playing the fool 
with us! I came in person to warn you that should it occur 
again I shall make you responsible, and take steps to punish 

ou.’ 
Y The old man, although he was really very cool and collected, 
affected the bewilderment of one who fails to understand, with 
his mouth agape and his arms hanging: ‘ What is it, sir, what 
is it?’ 

‘Don’t get my blood up; you know very well that the 
three cows you sold us last Sunday were rotten—yes, rotten—or 
rather diseased ; killed by some disgusting complaint—for the 
meat has quite poisoned my men, and two of them must now 
be dead.’ 

At this Fouchard put on an air of virtuous indignation : 
‘Rotten? My cows rotten! Such beautiful meat; meat fit 
to be given to an accouchée to restore her to health and 
strength!’ Then he whimpered and thumped himself on the 
chest, and declared that he was an honest man, and would 
rather cut off some of his own flesh than sell any bad meat. 
He was known, and for thirty years that he had been a butcher 
there was nobody in the world who could say that he had not 
always given good weight and good quality. ‘Those cows 
were as healthy as they could be, sir, and if your men have 
had the stomach-ache, it must surely be because they ate too 
much ; unless some villains dropped some poison in the 
pot 


He poured forth such a flood of words, indulged in such 
ridiculous suppositions that the captain, quite beside himself, 
hastily interrupted him: ‘That will do! You are warned, 
so take care! And now another matter: We suspect all of 
you here, in this village, of lending assistance to the Francs- 
tireurs of the Dieulet Woods, who killed another of our sentries 
only the night before last. You hear me? well, mind you 
take care !? 

When the Prussians had gone away old Fouchard shrugged 
his shoulders and sneered with profound contempt. Diseased 
animals indeed ? why of course he sold them diseased animals, 
he didn’t sell them anything else! All the carrion that the 
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peasants brought him, whatever died of disease and was picked 
up in the ditches—wasn’t that good enough for those dirty 
hounds? Turning towards Henriette, whose fears had been 
relieved on discovering what purpose it was that had brought 
the Prussians there, he tipped her a wink and muttered with a 
chuckle of triumph : ‘ And to think, little one, that some folks 
say I’m not a patriot. Why don’t they do as I do, cram those 
brutes with bad meat and pocket their silver? Not a patriot, 
indeed! Why, I shall have killed more of them with my 
rotten cows than many soldiers will have killed with their 
chassepots !’ 

However, when Jean came to hear of the affair he felt very 
uneasy. If the German authorities suspected the inhabitants 
of Remilly of harbouring the Francs-tireurs of the Dieulet 
Woods they might at any time make a perquisition and dis- 
cover him. ‘The idea of compromising those who had sheltered 
him, of causing Henriette the slightest worry, was more than 
he could bear, and he was anxious to leave the farm at once. 
So pressing, however, were the young woman’s entreaties, that 
she prevailed on him to stay a few days longer, for his wound 
was cicatrising but slowly, and his legs were not yet strong 
enough to enable him to join one of the campaigning regiments 
either in the North or on the Loire. 

Then, until mid-December, came the most nipping, dismal, 
heartrending days of their solitude. The cold had become so 
intense that the stove no longer warmed the big, bare room. 
Whenever they looked out of the window at the thick snow 
covering the ground they bethought themselves of Maurice, 
buried over yonder in frozen, lifeless Paris, whence no certain 
tidings reached them. The same questions were ever on their 
lips : What was he doing? Why did he give no sign of life? 
They did not dare to express their horrible fears—he might be 
wounded, ill, perhaps dead. The vague, scanty information 
which from time to time still reached them through the news- 
papers was not of a nature to reassure them. After various 
reports of so-called successful sortzes, invariably contradicted as 
time went on, there had come a rumour of a great victory 
gained at Champigny, on December 2, by General Ducrot. 
But they afterwards learned that he had been obliged to 
recross the Marne on the morrow, abandoning the positions 
he had conquered to the foe. And now at each hour the 
bonds that were strangling Paris pressed more and more 
tightly round her, famine was beginning, potatoes as well as 
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cattle and horses had been requisitioned, gas was no longer 
supplied to private consumers, and the streets were soon 
plunged at night-time into perfect darkness, through which, 
ere long, the bombarding shells were to wing their lurid flight. 
And now Jean and Henriette never warmed themselves, 
never ate without being haunted by thoughts of Maurice and 
those two millions of living beings shut up in that gigantic 
tomb. 

From all sides, moreover, from Northern as from Central 
France, the tidings were becoming more grievous. In the 
North the Twenty-second Army Corps, formed of Mobile 
Guards, dept companies, officers and soldiers who had escaped 
the disasters of Sedan and Metz, had been obliged to abandon 
Amiens and fall back in the direction of Arras ; and Rouen 
in its turn had just fallen into the enemy’s hands, no serious 
effort to defend it having been made by that handful of 
demoralised, disbanded men. In Central France, the victory 
of Coulmiers, gained on November 3 by the Army of the 
Loire, had given birth to ardent hopes: Orleans having been 
reoccupied and the Bavarians put to flight, a forward march 
would ensue by way of Etampes, and Paris would speedily 
be delivered. But on December 5, Prince Frederick Charles 
recaptured Orleans, and cut the Army of the Loire in two, 
three of its corps withdrawing towards Vierzon and Bourges 
whilst the two others under the orders of General Chanzy fell 
back, step by step, as far as Le Mans, during an entire week 
of incessant marching and fighting. ‘The Prussians were every- 
where—at Dijon as well as at Dieppe, on the road to Le Mans 
as well as at Vierzon. And then, too, almost every morning 
there resounded the distant crash of some stronghold capitu- 
lating under the shells. Strasburg had succumbed already on 
September 28, after forty-six days of siege and thirty-seven 
days of bombardment, its ramparts pounded, its monuments 
riddled by nearly two hundred thousand projectiles. The 
citadel of Laon had previously blown up, Toul also had capi- 
tulated ; and then came a dismal procession of surrenders :— 
Soissons, with one hundred and twenty-eight guns ; Schelestadt 
with one hundred and twenty ; Verdun, which mounted one 
hundred and thirty-six ; Neuf Brisach, one hundred ; La Fére 
seventy ; Montméddy, sixty-five. Thionville, mounting its two 
hundred and fifty cannon, was in flames ; Phalsburg, defended 
by five and sixty guns, only opened its gates during the twelfth 
week of its furious resistance. It seemed as though the whole 
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of France were burning, crumbling, and sinking amid the 
rageful cannonade.! 

One morning when Jean insisted on starting off Henriette 
caught hold of his hands and detained him with a despairing 
grasp. ‘No, no,’ said she, ‘do not leave me all alone, I beg of 
you ; youare still too weak, wait for a few days, only for a few 
days longer ; I promise that I will let you start when the 
doctor says you are strong enough to fight.’ 


CHAPTER V 


GOLIATH THE SPY—-AN AWFUL VENGEANCE 


Tut icy December evening Silvine and Prosper were alone 
with Charlot in the large kitchen of the farm-house, she 
sewing and he engaged in making himself a fine whip. It 
was seven o'clock ; they had dined at six without waiting for 
old Fouchard, who must have been detained at Raucourt, 
where there was a scarcity of meat ; and Henriette, whose 
turn it was that night to sit up watching at the ambulance, 
had just gone off after instructing Silvine to fill Jean’s stove 
with coals before she went to bed. 

Out of doors the sky hung very blackly over the white 
snow. Nota sound came from the buried village, and in the 
room nothing could be heard save Prosper’s knife as he dili- 
gently cut rosettes. and lozenges in the bark of the dog-wood 
whip-stock. At times he paused and looked at Charlot, who, 
overcome by drowsiness, was nodding his big fair head. When 
the child had at last fallen asleep it seemed as though the 
silence had become yet more intense. The mother had gently 
pushed the candle aside so that the light might not fall upon 
her little one’s eyelids ; and, still plying her needle, she sank 
at last into a deep reverie. 

Then it was that Prosper, after again hesitating, made up 
his mind to speak : ‘I say, Silvine, I’ve something to tell you. 
Yes, I was waiting to be alone with you to tell you about it.’ 

These words sufficed to render her anxious, and she raised 


her eyes. 


1 The eleven fortified places here enumerated were garrisoned by 
over 45,000 men of the regular army, all of whom became prisoners of 


war.—Trans. 
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‘This is what it is. Forgive me for distressing you, but 
it is best that you should be warned. Close by the church 
this morning, at Remilly, I saw Goliath just as I see you now, 
full in the face, so that there was no mistaking him.’ 

She became quite livid, her hands trembled, and she could 
only stammer a hollow plaint : ‘Oh! my God, my God !’ 

Prosper continued talking in his prudent way, relating 
what he had learnt during the day by questioning one and 
another of the villagers. Not one of them now entertained 
a doubt but that Goliath was a spy and had formerly taken 
up his abode in the district in order to become acquainted 
with its roads and resources, and the most trifling details of 
its inhabitants’ mode of life. Folks remembered his stay at 
old Fouchard’s farm, the abrupt fashion in which he had taken 
himself off, and the situations which he had afterwards held 
over towards Beaumont and Raucourt. And now he had come 
back again, holding an equivocal position at the Commandature 
of Sedan and once more scouring the surrounding villages, as 
though it were his business to denounce certain folks and tax 
others, and exercise a surveillance respecting the requisitions 
with which the inhabitants were being overwhelmed. That 
morning he had terrorised Remilly with respect to the delivery 
of some flour which was not being supplied with sufficient 
promptitude or in sufficient quantities. 

‘Well, you are warned,’ repeated Prosper as he finished 
his narrative, ‘so you will know what to do when he comes 
here.’ 


She interrupted him with a cry of terror: ‘You think he 
will come here then ?’ 

‘Well, it seems to me sure enough. Especially if he’s at 
all inquisitive, for he}has never seen the little one, though he 
must know that he exists. And besides there’s you whom he 
may wish to see again.’ 

She silenced him with an entreating gesture. Charlot, 
awakened by the talking, had raised his head. With a vague 
expression in his eyes, as though he were emerging from @ 
dream, he recalled an insulting phrase which some village 
joker had taught him, and with the grave air of the three- 
year-old urchin that he was, declared: ‘They’re pigs, the 
_ Prussians.’ 

At this his mother distractedly caught him in her arms 
and sat him on her lap. Ah! the poor little fellow, at once 
her joy and her despair, whom she loved with her whole soul, 
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but whom she could not look at without weeping, this son of 
hers whom to her grief she often heard called the Prussian 
by the youngsters of his own age who played with him on 
the road. She kissed him as if to drive his words back into 
his mouth. ‘Who taught you such naughty words? You 
mustn’t say them, my darling.’ 

With childish obstinacy, however, Charlot stifled a laugh 
and made all haste to repeat : ‘The Prussians are pigs !’ 

Then, on seeing his mother burst into tears, he also began 
to ery, winding his arms round her neck. Ah, Lord! what 
new misfortune was in store for her! Was it not sufficient 
that she had lost in Honoré the only hope of her life, the 
certainty of forgetting and of becoming happy once more } 
At present that other man must needs reappear to make her 
misery complete. 

‘Come,’ she murmured, ‘come to by-by, my darling. Mother 
loves you very dearly all the same, for you don’t know that 
you grieve her.’ 

Then she went off, leaving Prosper for a moment alone. 
He, in order not to embarrass her by his glances, had pretended 
to be wholly absorbed in carving his whip-stock. 

However, before putting Charlot to bed, Silvine habitually 
took him to say good-night to Jean, with whom he was great 
friends. That evening, as she entered the room candle in 
hand, she perceived the wounded man sitting up in bed with 
his eyes wide open. So he wasn’t asleep, then? Well, no, he 
had been ruminating on all sorts of matters, in the silence of 
that wintry night. And whilst she crammed the stove with 
coals, he played for a moment with Charlot who rolled about 
on the bed like a kitten. Jean was acquainted with Silvine’s 
story and had a friendly feeling for this brave, docile girl, so 
severely tried by misfortune, now in mourning for the only 
man she had ever loved, with no other consolation remaining 
to her than that little child whose birth had proved her ever- 
lasting torment. And thus, when, after closing the stove, she 
drew near to the bed to take Charlot in her arms again, Jean, 
detecting by the redness of her eyes that she had been weeping, 
began to question her. What was the matter, then? Had 
somebody been grieving her again? But she would not 
answer: later on, if it were worth while, she would perhaps 
tell him all about it. Ah! good Lord! had net her life now 
become a life of ceaseless grief ? 


She was on the point of taking Charlot away when all at 
FF 


434 WOE TO THE VANQUISHED 


once a sound of voices and footsteps was heard in the yard. 
Jean listened in surprise. ‘What’s up? It can’t be Fouchard — 
coming back, I didn’t hear the cartwheels.’ 

Whilst lying in that Tonely, distant room he had ended by 
acquiring a knowledge of all the inner life of the farm, the 
slightest sounds of which had become familiar to him. Still 
lending an ear, he promptly resumed: ‘Ah, yes, it’s those 
fellows, the Francs-tireurs of the Dieulet Woods, who have 
come for some grub.’ 

‘Quick, I must make haste to give them their bread,’ 
muttered Silvine as she went off again, leaving him in the 
darkness. 

Fists were hammering loudly on the kitchen door, whilst 
Prosper, annoyed at finding himself alone, was hesitating and 
parleying. He hardly liked to open the door when the 
master was away, for fear of any damage that might be done, 
the responsibility of which would have been thrown upon his 
shoulders. Luckily, however, just at that moment, old 
Fouchard’s cart came down the sloping road, the clatter of 
the horse’s trot being deadened by the snow. And thus it 
was the old fellow himself who received the men. 

‘Oh! all right, it’s you three. What have you brought 
me in that barrow ?’ 

Sambuc, with his spare bandit figure quite lost in a blue 
woollen blouse considerably too large for him, did not even 
hear Fouchard, such was his exasperation with Prosper, that 
honest brother of his, as he put it, who had only just made 
up his mind to unlock the door. 

‘IT say,’ shouted the Franc-tireur, ‘do you take us for 
beggars that you leave us outside in such weather as this.’ 

Prosper, however, remained quite calm and shrugged his — 
shoulders without answering a word ; and whilst he went out— 
to take the horse and cart to the stables it was again old — 
Fouchard who intervened. ‘So you’ve brought me two dead — 
sheep,’ said he, leaning over the barrow. ‘ It’s: lucky that it’s 
freezing, or they wouldn’t smell at all pleasant.’ 

At this, Cabasse and Ducat, Sambue’s two lieutenants who 
accompanied him on all his expeditions, began protesting. 
‘Oh !’ said the first with his loud-mouthed Provengal vivacity, 
‘they haven’t been dead more than three days. They came 
from the Raflins farm, where there’s a lot of nasty illness — 
among the animals.’ Fr 


‘Procumbit humt bos, declaimed his comrade, the ex- 


: 
: 
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process-server, who had lost caste through his immorality and 
who was addicted to quoting Latin. 

Tossing his head, old Fouchard went on disparaging the 
merchandise, which, said he, was ‘altogether too far gone.’ 
However, on entering the kitchen with the three men, he 
ended by exclaiming: ‘Well, well, they’ll have to content 
themselves with it. It’s lucky that they haven’t a cutlet left 
at Raucourt. A man eats anything when he’s hungry, eh?’ 
And then, in reality quite delighted, he called to Silvine who 
was coming back after putting Charlot to bed: ‘ Bring some 
glasses, we'll drink a drop to Bismarck kicking the bucket.’ 

In this fashion did Fouchard keep up an intercourse with 
the Francs-tireurs of the Dieulet Woods who, for nearly three 
months now had been crawling out of their impenetrable 
thickets at nightfall, prowling along the roads, killing and 
rifling such Prussians as they were able to surprise, and 
falling back on the farms and levying contributions on the 
peasants whenever there was a scarcity of German ‘game.’ 
They were the terror of the villages, the more so as each time 
a convoy was attacked, each time a sentry was butchered, 
the German authorities avenged themselves on the neighbour- 
ing localities, accusing their inhabitants of connivance, fining 
them, carrying off their mayors as prisoners, and burning 
their homesteads. And if the peasants, despite all their 
longing to do so, failed to betray Sambuc and his band, it was 
simply through fear of being hit by a bullet at some turn of a 
pathway, in the event of the attempt to capture the Francs- 
tireurs resulting in failure. 

Fouchard for his part had the extraordinary idea of doing 
business with these fellows. Beating the country as they did 

-in all directions, the ditches as well as the cattle-sheds and 
_ sheep-cots, they had become his purveyors of diseased meat. 
Not an ox nora sheep died within a radius of three leagues but 
they came at night to pick it up and take it to him. And he 
paid them in provisions, especially in bread, big batches of 
loaves which Silvine baked expressly for them. Moreover, 
although the old fellow scarcely liked the Francs-tireurs, he had 
a secret admiration for them, cunning rogues that they were, 
plying their calling without caring a rap for anybody ; and, 
although he was realising a fortune by his dealings with the 
Prussians, he laughed inwardly, with the laugh of a savage, 
whenever he learnt that another of them had been found by 


the wayside with his throat cut. , 
FF 
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‘To your health !’ said he, chinking glasses with the three 
men, and, after wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, 
he added : ‘I say, what a row they’ve been making about those 
two Uhlans whom they found near Villecourt with their heads 
missing. You know that Villecourt has been burning since 
yesterday ; it’s a sentence, as they say, that they've passed on 
the village to punish it for having harboured you. You must 
be prudent, mind ; and don’t come back here for atime. Your 
bread shall be taken to you.’ Shrugging his shoulders, 
Sambuc began to sneer. Pooh! the Prussians might run as 
fast as they liked, they wouldn’t catch him! Then all at 
once he flew into a violent passion, and, thumping on the table, 
exclaimed : ‘Thunder ! yes, it’s nice to get hold of the Uhlans, 
no doubt, but it’s the other chap that I’d like to say a word 
to—you know him, the spy, that fellow who worked for 
you ? 


‘Goliath,’ said Fouchard. 

Quite startled, Silvine, who had just taken up her work 
again, ceased sewing and listened. 

‘That’s the man, Goliath! Ah! the brigand! he knows 
the Dieulet Woods as well as I know my pocket, and he’s quite 
capable of getting us caught one of these mornings. In fact, 
he bragged to-day at the Malta Cross that he’d settle our busi- 
ness for us within a week. The dirty rogue ! it was certainly 
he who guided the Bavarians through the woods, on the day 
before the fight at Beaumont—wasn’t it, you fellows, eh ?’ 

‘As sure as that’s a candle lighting us!’ declared 
Cabasse. 

‘Per amica silentia lune,’ added Ducat, whose quotations 
were not always apposite. 

With another thump of his fist, Sambuc made the table 
shake. ‘He is judged and condemned, the brigand! If you 
should happen to know where he’s going at any time, just 
warn me, and his head shall join those of the Uhlans in the 
Meuse—yes, thunder! J’ll answer for it !’ 

Silence fell. Silvine, who was very pale, gazed fixedly at 
the Francs-tireurs. 

‘Well, well, these are not things to talk about,’ resumed 
Fouchard, prudently. ‘Here’s to your health, and good- 
evening !’ 

They finished emptying the second bottle. Silvine had 
already stowed the bread away in a sack ; and Prosper, who 
had now returned from the stable, helped to hoist it on to the 


GOLIATH THE SPY—VENGEANCE! 437 


barrow in place of the two dead sheep. However, he turned 
his back without so much as answering when his brother and 
the others went off, disappearing with the barrow through the 
snow, and repeating : ‘ Good-night, everyone—to the pleasure 
of meeting again.’ 

The very next day, whilst old Fouchard was sitting alone 
after breakfast, he saw Goliath himself walk in, tall and fat, 
with the same pink face and quiet smile as formerly. If the 
old man was startled by this sudden apparition, at all events 
he did not allow it to be seen, but sat there blinking, whilst 
the other stepped forward and gave him a fair and square 
shake of the hand. ‘Good day to you, father Fouchard !’ 

Not till then did the old fellow appear to recognise his 
visitor. ‘Hallo! is it you, my lad! Why, you’ve grown even 
bigger than you were. How fat you are !’ 

And thereupon he scanned him from head to foot. Clad ina 
kind of capote of thick blue cloth, with a cap of the same 
material on his head, Goliath had the prosperous appearance 
of a man well pleased with himself. He spoke without any 
foreign accent, in the drawling fashion of the peasants of the 
district: ‘ Why, yes, it’s I, father Fouchard—I didn’t like to 
pass this way without bidding you good-day.’ 

The old man remained mistrustful. What was the real 
motive of this fellow’s visit? Had he heard of the Francs- 
tireurs coming to the farm on the previous evening? That 
was a point to be ascertained. At all events, however, since 
the scamp had presented himself in a polite fashion, the best 
policy was to give him an equally polite greeting. 

‘Well, my lad, it’s very kind of you, I’m sure, and as 
you've come we'll drink a glass together.’ 

He went in person to fetch a couple of glasses and a bottle 
of wine. The consumption of so much liquor made his heart 
fairly bleed; but then in business it was necessary to stand 
treat. And, now, much the same scene as that of the previous 
evening was enacted: they chinked glasses with similar gestures 
and similar words. 

‘To your health, father Fouchard.’ 

‘ Here’s to yours, my lad !’ 

They drank, and Goliath complacently tarried there, look- 
ing around him like a man who is well pleased to orate old 
times and things. However, he did not speak of the past, 
nor, for the matter of that, did he refer to the present. The 
conversation mainly turned on the severe cold weather, which 
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would interfere with the work in the fields ; though fortu- 
nately there was some good in the snow, for it killed the 
grubs. Scarcely did the spy indulge in an expression of 
vague chagrin with reference to the covert hatred, terror, and 
scorn with which he had been received in the other houses of 
Remilly. Every man has his country, hasn’t he? And it 
is only natural that he should serve it as he thinks fit. How- 
ever, French people had funny ideas about certain things. 
Whilst he talked on in this strain the old man looked at him 
and listened to him ; and on finding him so reasonable and 
so conciliatory, so placid, too, with his broad smiling face, he 
concluded that this honest fellow had certainly not come to 
the farm with any evil intentions. 

‘And so youre all alone to-day, father Fouchard ?’ said — 
Goliath at last. 

‘Oh no—Silvine’s giving the cows their feed. Would you 
like to see her ?”’ 

Goliath began to laugh. ‘Well, yes. To tell you the 
plain truth, it was to see Silvine that I came.’ 

This answer raised a great load from old Fouchard’s mind. 
Springing from his chair, he called in a loud voice: ‘Silvine! 
Silvine! Here’s some one for you.” And thereupon he went 
off, henceforth without any fears, since the girl was there to — 
protect the house. When a man still hankers after a woman — 
like that, after so many years, he is as good as done for. 

When Silvine came in, she was in no wise surprised to 
find herself in presence of Goliath, who had retained his seat 


and looked at her with his good-natured smile, albeit he felt — ) 


somewhat uncomfortable. She had been expecting him, and 
on crossing the threshold gave no sign of emotion save that 
she stopped short with a sudden stiffening of her entire frame. 
Charlot, who had run after her, threw himself among her skirts, 
astonished to see this man, whom he did not know. 
There was a brief interval of silence, an embarrassment of a 
few seconds’ duration. . 
‘So that’s the little one ?’ Goliath ended by asking in his 
conciliatory voice. 
‘Yes,’ Silvine answered harshly. 
The silence fell again. He had left Remilly prior to her — 
accouchement, and, although he knew very well that there was — 
a child, he now saw it for the first time. He therefore — 
wished to explain his conduct, like a practical-minded man 
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who is convinced that he has some good reasons to urge on his 
behalf. ‘Come, Silvine,’ said he, ‘I can understand very well 
that you have harboured a grudge against me. And yet it’s 
not altogether just. If I went off as I did, if I caused you all 
that grief, you ought to have bethought yourself that it was 
perhaps because I wasn’t my own master. When a man hag 
superiors and is under orders he must obey them, mustn’t he 4 
They might have ordered me on a journey a hundred leagues 
away on foot, and I should have gone. And naturally I 
couldn’t speak out. It pained my heart, and no mistake, to 
have to go off like that withouta parting word. I won’t say that 
I was certain I should come back again ; however, I always 
expected to do so, and you see, here I am ‘ 

She had turned her head aside and was looking through 
the window at the snow in the courtyard, as though deter- 
mined not to listen. Disturbed by her contempt, her 
stubborn silence, he paused in his explanations to exclaim : 
‘Do you know you are prettier than ever ?’ 

She did in fact look very beautiful, with her creamy pallor 
and those superb large eyes lighting up her face. Her heavy 
tresses of jet black hair crowned her head as with a diadem of 
eternal mourning. 

‘Come,’ said Goliath, ‘be a little more amiable! You 
must know that I don’t want to harm you. If I didn’t still 
love you I shouldn’t have come back, of course not. But now 
that I’m here and everything is settling down we'll be good 
friends again ; we'll make it all up, won’t we ?’ 

She abruptly drew back and looked him full in the face : 
‘Never !’ 

‘Why never? Aren’t you virtually my wife already, isn’t 
that child ours ?’ 

Without taking her eyes off him, she slowly answered : 
‘Listen ; it is best to have done with it at once. You knew 
Honoré ; I loved him, I never loved any one but him. And 
he is dead ; you killed him over yonder. Never again will I be 
yours—never !’ 

She had raised her hand, and she swore her vow in a voice 
ringing with such bitter hatred that for a moment he 
remained quite amazed, merely muttering: ‘ Yes, I knew it. 
Honoré is dead. He was a very nice fellow certainly, but it 
can’t be helped ; others are dead too. Such is war. And, 
besides, it seemed to me that as he was dead there could be no 
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further obstacle—for you must let me remind you, Silvine, I 
was not brutal with you 

He did not finish his sentence, however ; such a look of 
wild distracting agony appeared upon her face, to which she 
raised her hands as though to lacerate it. 

‘Oh! it is that—yes, that which drives me mad!’ she 
exclaimed. ‘That I should have yielded when I did not love 
you! I cannot remember, I was so sad, so ill after Honoré’s 
departure, and you talked about him and appeared to like 
him. *Iwas that perhaps which brought it to pass. O God ! 
how many nights have I spent in weeping over my fault !— 
Yet he came back, and forgave me, and told me that if you 
Prussians did not kill him, he would marry me all the same, 
as soon as he got his discharge. And you think that after 
that I could consent to become yours? Ah, no! under the 
axe I should still answer no, no, never !’ 

This time Goliath became gloomy. He divined that her 
fierce resolution was a firm one. But, on the other hand, he 
considered himself to be the master, and if he did not as yet 
seek to impose his will by violent means, it was because he 
was naturally inclined to prudence, instinctively prone to 
artifice and patience. This big-fisted Colossus was not partial 
to blows. And accordingly he bethought himself of another 
means of forcing her to submit. 

‘ All right,’ said he, ‘since you won’t take me I shall take 
the little one.’ 

‘What do you mean 3’ 

Charlot, momentarily forgotten, had remained among his 
mother’s skirts, making an effort not to burst out sobbing in 
the midst of the quarrel. Goliath, who had at last risen from 
his chair, drew near. ‘Eh! you are my little boy, aren’t 
you? A little Prussian, eh? Come, and let me take you 
away.’ 

But Silvine, quivering from head to foot, had already 
caught the child in her arms and was pressing him to her 
bosom : ‘ Hea Prussian? No, he’s French, born in France !’ 

‘French! Why look at him and look at me! He’s my 
very portrait. Is he at all like you 2’ 

It was only then that she really saw that tall fair fellow 
in front of her, with his curly beard and hair, broad pink face, 
and big, blue eyes, glistening with the brilliancy of porcelain. 
And what he said was indeed true—the little one had the same 
yellow, curly crop of hair, the same fat cheeks, the same light 
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eyes as himself ; in a word, all the physical characteristics of 
the race dwelling over yonder. She herself felt that she was 
of a different nature, with her heavy locks of raven hair, which, 
in her disordered state, were slipping from her chignon over 
her shoulders. 

‘I brought him into the world ; he is mine !’ she resumed 
in a tone of fury ; ‘he’s a French boy who will never know a 
word of your dirty German ; yes, a French boy who will one 
day go and kill you all to avenge those of ours whom you have 
<illed !’ 

Still clinging to his mother’s neck, Charlot had now begun 
to cry and call: ‘Mammy, mammy, I’m frightened, take me 
away !’ 

Thereupon Goliath, who doubtless did not wish to provoke 
a scandal, drew back and contented himself with declaring in 
a stern voice : ‘ Listen carefully to what I’m going to tell you, 
Silvine. I know everything that goes on here. You receive 
the Francs-tireurs of the Dieulet Woods, your farm-hand’s 
brother, that fellow Sambuc, a brigand whom you supply with 
bread! And J know too that the farm-hand, that man Pros- 
per, is a Chasseur d’Afrique, a deserter, who belongs to us ; 
and I am also aware that you are hiding a wounded man, an- 
other soldier who on a word from me would be sent to a for- 
tress in Germany. There ! you see that I am well informed.’ 

Silent and terrified, she was attentively listening to him 
now, whilst Charlot, with his mouth close to her neck, repeated 
in his faltering, infantile voice : ‘Oh ! mammy, mammy, take 
me away, I’m frightened !’ 

‘ Well !’ resumed Goliath, ‘I’m certainly not malicious, and 
I’ve no liking for quarrels, as you must know, but I swear to 
you that I’ll have them all arrested, old Fouchard and theothers, 
everyone of them, if you don’t give me a favourable answer. 
And I will take the little one away and send him to Germany, 
to my mother, who will be very pleased to have him ; for, since 
you want to break off everything, he belongs to me. So you 
hear me, eh? I shall only have to come and take him when 
there is nobody left here. I am the master, mind, and I do 
what I please. Come, what is your decision ?’ 

She gave no answer, however ; she was pressing the child 
yet more closely to her bosom, as though she feared that Goliath 
might there and then tear him away from her ; and into her 
large eyes there came an expression of mingled terror and exe- 
cration. 
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‘ Well,’ he resumed, ‘I'll allow you three days for reflec- 
tion. I shall come for your answer on Monday evening ; see 
that the window of your room, overlooking the orchard, is left 
open. If on Monday evening at seven o’clock I do not find it 
open, I will have all your folks arrested the very next day, and 
Tl come back to fetch the little one. So till Monday, Silvine.’ 

He went off quietly, whilst she remained standing there, 
her head buzzing with such terrible, such monstrous ideas 
that it was as though she had suddenly become an idiot. And 
thus, throughout the whole day, a tempest warred within her, 
At first she instinctively thought of carrying her child away 
in her arms, of going off straight before her, no matter 
whither. But then, what would become of her when night 
fell ; how would she be able to earn a living for him and for 
herself? Besides, the Prussians scouring the roads might 
arrest her and possibly bring her back. Then the idea occurred 
to her of speaking to Jean, of warning Prosper and even 
Fouchard, but again she hesitated and recoiled. Was she 
sure enough of their friendship to be certain that she would 
not be sacrificed to their tranquillity ? No, no, she would say 
nothing to anybody ; she alone would extricate herself from 
this danger, which she herself had created by the stubbornness 
of her refusal. But what scheme could she devise? in what 
manner could she prevent that misfortune ? for all her native 
honesty revolted at the thought ; she would never have forgiven 
herself if through her fault a catastrophe should fall on so 
many people, and especially on Jean, who showed himself so 
kind to little Charlot. 

Hours elapsed, the following day went by, and yet she had 
not been able to devise any plan. She applied herself to her 
work as usual, swept the kitchen, attended to the cows, cooked 
the souwpe. And hour by hour, amid her absolute silence—the 
frightful silence which she still stubbornly maintained—her __ 
hatred of Goliath ascended with increasing force to her brain 
and poisoned it. He was her sin, her damnation, the serpent 
who had tempted her to her fall. But for him she would 
have waited for Honoré, and Honoré would be still alive and 
she would be happy. In what an arrogant tone had he 
declared that he was the master? Forsooth it was true, there 
were no more gendarmes, no more judges to whom she could 
appeal for protection—might had become right. Oh! to be 
stronger than he was, to seize him when he came, he who 
talked of seizing others! She was now entirely bound up in 
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her child, the flesh of her flesh ; his chance father went for 
nothing, had indeed never counted. She was not a wife, and 
when she thought of that man only a feeling of anger inflamed 
her, the rancour of one who had been vanquished. Rather 
than surrender her child to him she would have killed the boy 
and herself afterwards. And she had told him plainly, she 
would have liked to have seen that child already grown to 
manhood and capable of defending her ; and she pictured him 
in years to come, armed with a rifle, and riddling the bodies 
of all that hateful race over yonder. ‘Yes, indeed, a French- 
man the more, a Frenchman to slay the Prussians ! 

However, only one day now remained to her, and she must 
come to a decision. An atrocious idea had at the very outset 
passed through her poor, ailing, disordered brain : she might 
warn the Francs-tireurs, give Sambuc the information he 
desired. But the idea remained fugitive and indeterminate, 
and she brushed it aside as being too monstrous even for 
examination; after all, was not that man her child’s father ? She 
could not have him murdered. ‘Then, however, the idea came 
back again, slowly enveloping her, growing, little by little, 
more and more importunate ; and now it was imposing itself 
upon her with all the victorious strength of its simplicity 
and absoluteness. If Goliath were dead, Jean, Prosper, and 
Fouchard would have nothing more to fear. She herself 
would retain possession of Charlot, and nobody would ever 
again challenge her right to the child. And there was some- 
thing else, too, something deep-rooted that ascended from the 
innermost recesses of her being: a needment to have done 
with it all, to efface the paternity of the child by suppressing 
its father, a savage joy at the thought that she would emerge 
from the issue with her transgression amputated as it were, 
and as the one parent, the sole possessor of the child, whom 
henceforth she would share with no man. All day long did 
she dwell upon this plan, no longer possessing the energy to 
repulse it, but ever and ever brought back to the details of the 
ambuscade that would be necessary, planning and arranging 
its most trifling incidents. So now, then, the idea had become 
a fixed one, an idea which once sown is bound to germinate, 
and which one ceases to discuss ; and when at last she began 
to put this idea to execution, to obey this impulse of the 
inevitable, she proceeded on her course like one in a dream, 
carried along by another’s will, by a force which she had never 


felt within her before. 
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On the Sunday, old Fouchard, who felt uneasy, had sent 
word to the Francs-tireurs that their sack of loaves would be 
carried to the Boisville quarries, a very lonely spot, not much 
more than a mile away ; and, as Prosper had other things to 
see to, he despatched Silvine thither with a barrow. Was not 
fate thus deciding the issue? She interpreted it, indeed, as a 
decree of Destiny, and spoke out, giving Sambuc an appoint- 
ment for the following evening, in a clear, calm voice, as 
though she were not able to act otherwise. On the morrow 
there were further signs, positive proofs that people and even 
things had willed the crime. First, old Fouchard was abruptly 
summoned to Raucourt, and left word that they were to dine 
without him, for he foresaw that he would be unable to get 
back before eight o’clock. Then, too, Henriette, whose turn 
to sit up watching at the ambulance only came on Tuesdays, 
received notice, late in the day, that she must that evening 
take the place of the person on duty, who had fallen ill. 
Accordingly, as Jean never left his room, no matter what 
noise he heard, there only remained Prosper whose interven- 
tion was to be feared. He was certainly not in favour of 
combining with others to slaughter a solitary man. However, 
when he saw his brother and the latter’s two lieutenants 
arrive at the farm, the disgust with which these rascals in- 
spired him became blended with his execration of the Prussians. 
He was certainly not going to interfere to save one of those 
dirty rogues, even though he might be sent to his account in a 
foul way, and he preferred to go to bed and bury his head 
under the clothes, so that he might not hear anything and 
might not be tempted to act like a soldier. 

It was a quarter to seven, and Charlot seemed determined 
not to go to sleep, though as a rule his head fell upon the table 
as soon as he had eaten his sowpe. ‘Come, go to by-by, my 
darling,’ repeated Silvine, who had carried him into Hen- 
riette’s room, ‘you see how comfortable you are on friend’s 
big bed.’ 

But the child, enlivened by this treat,*tossed about and 
laughed to suffocation : ‘No, no, stay with me, mammy—play 
with me, mammy d 

Silvine evinced great patience and gentleness, tenderly 
caressing the child and repeating : ‘There, go to sleep, darling. 
Go to sleep to please mammy.’ 

And at last, with a Jaugh on his lips, the youngster fell 
asleep. She had not taken the trouble to undress him, and 
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after wrapping him up warmly she went off without locking 
the door, knowing that as a rule he slept very soundly. 

Never had Silvine felt so calm, so clear and alert of mind. 
She displayed a promptness of decision, and a lightness of 
motion as though she were detached from her body and were 
acting under the impulsion of that other being within her 
which she did not know. She had already let in Sambuc, to- 
gether with Cabasse and Ducat, cautioning them to observe 
the greatest prudence ; and she led them into her room and 
posted them on the right and left of the window, which she 
opened, notwithstanding the intense cold. It was a dark 
night ; the room was but faintly illumined by the reflection of 
the snow. A death-like silence lay over the country-side ; long 
minutes went by. At last, on detecting a light footfall which 
was approaching, Silvine went off into the kitchen, where she 
seated herself and waited, quite motionless, with her large eyes 
fixed upon the candle flame. 

Then another long interval elapsed; Goliath prowled 
around the farm before he would risk approaching. He fan- 
cied, however, that he knew the young woman well, and had 
therefore ventured to come with merely a revolver in his belt. 
Nevertheless, an instinctive uneasiness warned him, and he at 
first pushed the window wide open, and thrust his head into 
the room, softly calling : ‘Silvine ! Silvine !’ 

As he had found the window open it must be that she had 
thought the matter over and was disposed to consent. This 
greatly pleased him, though he would have preferred to have 
found her there to greet him and allay his uneasiness. But 
doubtless old Fouchard had summoned her away to finish some 
work. ‘Silvine! Silvine!’ he again called, slightly raising 
his voice. 

Still no reply, not a sound. And thereupon he sprang 
over the window-sill and entered the room, intending to wait 
there for the girl ; so bitter cold did he find it out of doors. 

All at once there was a furious scuffle ; the stamping and 
slipping of feet resounded amid stifled oaths and gurgling groans. 
Sambuce and the others had rushed upon Goliath, but although 
they were three to one they could not master the Colossus, 
whose strength was increased tenfold by his sense of peril. 
The cracking of joints, all the panting effort of gripping and 
straining, could be heard in the darkness. Fortunately the 
spy’s revolver had fallen. ‘The ropes, the ropes !’ stammered 
Cabasse in a choking voice, whilst Ducat passed Sambuc the 
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coil of cord with which they had taken the precaution to 
provide themselves. Then came a savage operation, performed 
to the accompaniment of blows and kicks, Goliath’s legs 
tied together, to begin with ; then his arms fastened to his 
sides, then his whole body bound in a fumbling, random 
fashion wherever his despairing efforts would allow, and with 
so much winding and knotting that at last he was as though 
caught in a net, the meshes of which cut into his flesh. He 
was still calling out and Ducat kept on repeating : ‘ Hold 
your jaw!’ But all at once the cries ceased, for Cabasse had 
brutally gagged the prisoner with an old blue handkerchief 
which he tied behind his head. Then they at last drew breath 
and carried him like a parcel into the kitchen, where they laid 
him upon the large table beside the candle. 

‘Ah! the dirty Prussian !’ swore Sambuc as he wiped his 
forehead. ‘What a lot of trouble he’s given! I say, Silvine, 
light another candle so that we may get a good squint at the 

ig.’ 

~ With dilated eyes and a white face, Silvine had risen to 
her feet. She said not a word, but lighted a candle and 
placed it on the other side of Goliath’s head, which appeared 
to view brilliantly illumined, as though between two funeral 
tapers. And at that moment Silvine’s eyes encountered those 
of her child’s father ; he was supplicating her, frantic, seized 
with an intense dread ; but she did not'appear to understand 
him ; she stepped back to the sideboard and remained standing 
there with a frigid, stubborn demeanour. . 

‘The beggar bit half my finger off!’ growled Cabasse, . 
whose hand was bleeding. ‘I must do for him.’ 

He was already raising the revolver which he had picked 
up in Silvine’s room when Sambuce disarmed him : ‘No, no— 
no humbug, please! We are not brigands, we are judges. 
Do you hear, you dirty Prussian? We are going to try you; 
and you needn’t be alarmed, we respect the rights of the 
defence. Only, you won’t be allowed to defend yourself, for 
youd simply deafen us if we took your muzzle off. By- 
and-by, though, Pll provide you with a lawyer and a fine 
one too !’ 

He took three chairs, placed them in a row, and in this 
way formed what he called the tribunal, his own place in the 
centre, with his lieutenants flanking him on right and left. 
They all three sat down, and then he, Sambue, stood up again 
and began speaking with a derisive drawl, which he gradu- 
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ally set aside till at last his voice swelled with vengeful 
anger, 

‘I am here both as presiding judge and as public prose- 
eutor,’ said he. ‘This is not quite as it should be perhaps, but 
there are not enough of us to manage otherwise, so I accuse 
you of having come to spy on us here in France, and of 
paying for the bread which you ate at our tables with the 
most filthy treachery. For you were the first cause of the 
disaster, you, the traitor, who after the fight at Nouart guided 
the Bavarians, at night time, through the Dieulet Woods as far 
as Beaumont. Only a man who had long lived in the district 
could have been so well acquainted with the smallest paths ; 
and our minds are made up on the point ; you were seen 
guiding the artillery along those awful forest pathways which 
the rain had turned into rivers of mud, and where the diffi- 
culties were so great that eight horses had to be harnessed to 
each gun. On looking at those roads to-day one can hardly 
credit it ; one asks oneself how an army corps ever managed 
to pass along them, Had it not been for you and for your 
crime in coming to amuse yourself among us and then betray- 
ing us, the surprise of Beaumont wouldn't have taken place, 
we shouldn’t have gone to Sedan, and perhaps we should then 
have ended by licking you. And I don’t speak of the dis- 
gusting calling which you are still plying, of your cheek in 
coming back here in triumph, denouncing and frightening the 
poor country people. You are the most ignoble blackguard 
there can be, and I ask that you be sentenced to the penalty 
of death !’ 

Silence prevailed. Sambuc had seated himself again ; at 
last he said : ‘I appoint Ducat to defend you. He was a pro- 
cess-server once, and would have made his way in the world 
had he only been able to bridle his passions. You see that I 
deny you nothing and that we behave fairly.’ 

Goliath, unable to move a finger, turned his eyes upon his 
improvised defender. Nothing now appeared alive in him 
save his eyes, eyes burning with ardent supplication, under 
his livid brow, moist with the sweat of anguish, despite the 
cold. 

‘Gentlemen,’ began Ducat, rising from his chair, ‘my client 
is certainly the most disgusting scoundrel there can be, and 
I would not undertake to defend him were it not that I have 
one point to urge in his favour, which is that all the people of 
his country are of precisely the same stamp. Look at him; 
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you can tell by his eyes that he is greatly astonished at what 
I say. He has no perception of his crime, In France we 
only touch our spies with tongs, whereas over yonder spying 
is an honoured profession, a meritorious fashion of serving 
one’s country. I will even venture to say, gentlemen, that 
possibly they are not wrong. Our noble sentiments do us 
honour, but they have unfortunately brought us defeat. If 
I may so express myself, gwos vult perdere Jupiter dementat 
—you will take that into account, gentlemen.’ 

Thereupon he sat down again whilst Sambuc resumed : 
‘ And you, Cabasse, have you anything to say for or against the 
prisoner 1” 

‘IT have to say,’ shouted the Provengal, ‘that all this is a 
lot of unnecessary fuss about settling that beggar’s account. 
T have had no few worries in my time, but I don’t like trifling 
with legal matters, it brings bad luck. To death! to death 
with him !’ 

Sambue solemnly rose to his feet again: ‘So that is the 
sentence which you both pronounce—death ?’ 

‘Yes, yes, death !’ 

The chairs were pushed back and Sambue approached 
Goliath, saying: ‘You are sentenced, you are about to die.’ 

The two candles were burning with tall flames, like death- 
bed tapers, on either side of Goliath’s distorted face. He was 
making such an effort to beg for mercy, to shriek forth the 
words which were stifling him, that the blue handkerchief over 
his mouth became saturated with foam ; and it was a terrible 
sight indeed—that man reduced to silence, already as mute as 
a corpse, and about to die with all that torrent of explanations 
and prayers pent in his throat. 

Cabasse cocked the revolver. ‘Shall I smash his skull ?’ 
he asked. 

‘Oh! no, no!’ shouted Sambuc, ‘he would be only too 
glad.’ And stepping up to Goliath he added: ‘You are not 
a soldier ; you don’t deserve the honour of being despatched 
-with a bullet. No, you shall die like the dirty hog of a spy 
that you are!’ Then turning round he said politely : ‘By your 
leave, Silvine, I should very much like to have a tub.’ 

Silvine had not once stirred during the trial-scene. With 
rigid features, she stood there waiting, her mind elsewhere, 
absorbed in the fixed idea that had been goading her on for 
two days past. And when she was asked for a tub she simply 
complied with the request, vanished for a moment into the, 
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adjacent store-house, and came back with the large tub in 
which she usually washed Charlot’s linen. 

‘There, put it under the table, close to the edge,’ said 
Sambuc. 

She placed it as requested, and as she was rising up her 
eyes again met Goliath’s. In the wretched man’s glance a 
final prayer for mercy was mingled with an expression of 
revolt—the revolt of one who would not die. But at that 
moment nothing womanly was left in her, nothing but her 
unswerving desire for that death which she awaited like 
deliverance. She again drew back to the sideboard and remained 
there. 

Opening the table-drawer, Sambuc had just taken from it 
a large kitchen-knife, the one that was used for cutting bacon. 
‘ As you are a hog,’said he, ‘I’m going to bleed you like a hog.’ 

He proceeded in a leisurely manner, discussing the slaugh- 
tering with Cabasse and Ducat in order that it might be accom- 
plished in proper fashion. And a dispute even arose through 
Cabasse declaring that in his part of the country, Provence, 
pigs were bled hanging head-downwards, whereat Ducat ex- 
pressed great indignation, holding this method to be both bar- 
barous and inconvenient. 

‘ Bring him close to the edge of the table with his head 
well over the tub so as not to stain the floor.’ 

They drew him forward, and Sambuc then set about his 
task in a quiet, cleanly fashion. With one stroke of the large 
bacon knife he slit the wretched man’s throat crosswise, and 
the blood from the severed carotid at once began dripping into 
the tub with a gentle plashing like that of a fountain. He 
had made but asmall incision, so that only a few drops spurted 
forth, impelled by the action of the heart. If, in this way, 
death came more slowly, none of its convulsions were seen, for 
the ropes were strong and the body remained quite motionless. 
There was not a start, not a groan. It was only by the dying 
man’s face that one could observe the progress of his agony— 
his face furrowed by fright, whence the blood departed drop 
by drop, leaving the skin quite colourless, as white as linen. 
And the eyes were emptying also. They became dim and at 
last their light departed from them. 

‘I say, Silvine, we shall want a sponge all the same.’ 

She gave no answer, however. She stood there as though 
rooted to the tiled floor, with her arms all unconsciously folded 


across her bosom, and with her throat gripped as by an iron 
GG 
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collar. But all at once she noticed that Charlot was there, 
hanging to her skirts. No doubt he had awakened and man- 
aged to open the doors, and nobody had seen or heard him 
creep into the kitchen like the inquisitive child he was. How 
long had he been there, half hidden behind his mother ? He 
also was looking on. From under his shock of yellow hair, 
those big blue eyes of his were watching the dripping blood, 
the little red streamlet which was slowly filling the tub. Pos- 
sibly the sight amused him. Perhaps he had at first failed to 
understand it; and then, maybe, some sense of horror had 
dawned upon him, an instinctive consciousness that he was 
witnessing an abomination. At all events, he suddenly raised 
a wild ery of affright : ‘Oh! mammy, mammy, I’m afraid— 
take me away !’ 

And this cry gave Silvine a shock of such violence that she 
reeled. This was the last straw ; something gave way, crum- 
bled to pieces within her ; horror was at last sweeping away 
that strength and excitement, born of her fixed idea, which 
had buoyed her up for two days past. She became a woman 
once more, burst into tears, and made a mad, wild gesture as 
she took up Charlot and distractedly pressed him to her heart. 
And then she rushed away with him at a terrified gallop, unable 
to see or hear more, feeling nought but an imperious need to 
go and annihilate herself, it mattered not where, in the first 
secluded hole that she might fall into. 

At that same moment Jean had just made up his mind to 
open his door. Although as a rule he never troubled himself 
about the sounds wafted to him from in and around the house, 
he had ended, that evening, by feeling surprised at all the 
comings and goings and bursts of shouting that he heard. And 
it was into his quiet room that Silvine now swept, dishevelled, 
sobbing, shaken by such a paroxysm of wretchedness that he 
could not at first catch the disjointed words which she stam- 
mered through her clenched teeth. And again and again did 
she make the same wild gesture as though to drive away the 
atrocious scene. At last, however, Jean understood her, and 
then he also—in his mind’s eye—beheld the ambuscade, the 
slaughtering, the mother standing by with the little one 
among her skirts, both gazing at the father, whose blood was 
trickling from his cut throat ; and at the thought of so much 
horror he felt icy cold, his heart was fairly overturned with 
anguish. 

Ah! War, abominable War, which transformed all these 
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poor folks into ferocious wild beasts, which sowed the seed of 
such fearful hatred—the son bespattered with his father’s 
blood, perpetuating the enmity of races, growing up in exe- 
eration of the paternal family which some day or other he 
might perhaps help to exterminate! Ah! the villainous seeds 
whence only frightful harvests could spring ! 

Silvine, who had fallen on a chair, covered Charlot, who 
clung, sobbing, to her neck, with frantic kisses, again and 
again repeating the same phrase, the one cry that rose from 
her bleeding heart : ‘Ah! my poor little one, nobody will say 
any more that you are a Prussian! Ah! my poor little one, 
nobody will say any more that you are a Prussian !’ 

Meantime old Fouchard had arrived and was in the kitchen. 
He had rapped on the door like the master he was, and the 
others had decided they must let him in. And, truly, the 
surprise he experienced was scarcely a pleasant one—that 
corpse lying upon his table, with the tub full of blood under- 
neath. He was of anything but an enduring nature, and 
naturally he waxed wrathful at the sight. 

‘Couldn’t you do your dirty work out of doors, you filthy 
beasts ?’ he shouted. ‘Do you take my house for a manure 
pit, that you come here and spoil my furniture in that style ?’ 
Then as Sambuc began to apologise and explain matters, the 
old fellow, growing alarmed and more and more irritated, 
continued : ‘ What the can I do with your corpse? Do 
you think it at all reasonable to stick a corpse in a man’s 
house like that, without knowing if he can dispose of it? 
Suppose a patrol came in, I should be in a nice fix! But you 
fellows don’t care a rap, you never considered that this busi- 
ness might cost me my skin. Well, curse you, you'll have to 
deal with me if you don’t carry your corpse away at once ! 
You hear me! So make haste, take it up by the head, or by 
the legs, or in whatever way you like, but don’t dawdle, and 
mind that there’s not so much as a hair of that fellow’s head 
left here in three minutes from now !’ 

In the end Sambuc prevailed on Fouchard to provide him 
with a sack, though it made the old fellow’s heart bleed to 
give anything away. As it was, he chose one of the most 
damaged sacks that he could find, declaring that one full of 
holes even was still far too good for a Prussian. Then Cabasse 
and Ducat had all the trouble in the world to get Goliath into 
the sack, the body being so broad and so long ; and, pack it 


as they would, they could not prevent the feet from protruding. 
Ga2 
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At last it was carried into the yard and placed on the barrow 
which was used for conveying the bandits’ bread to them. 

‘Upon my word of honour,’ declared Sambuc as he went 
off, ‘we are going to fling him into the Meuse.’ 

‘ And mind,’ insisted Fouchard, ‘mind you fasten two big 
stones to his legs so that he mayn’t come up again.’ 

And thereupon the little cortege went off over the pale 
snow, vanishing into the pitchy night, unheard, save for a 
faint, plaintive creaking of the barrow. 

Ever afterwards Sambuc would swear by his father’s 
memory that he had fastened the two big stones to the legs of 
the corpse. Nevertheless it came to the surface again, and 
three days later the Prussians discovered it among the rushes 
at Pont-Maugis ; and their fury was extreme when they pulled 
out of the sack this dead spy of theirs, who had been bled 
like a porker. There were terrible threats, all sorts of vexatory 
measures, and perquisitions. Some of the villagers no doubt 
let their tongues wag too freely, for one evening a party of 
soldiers came and arrested both the mayor of Remilly and old 
Fouchard on the charge of keeping up an intercourse with the 
Francs-tireurs, to whom Goliath’s death was naturally im- 
puted. And in this extremity Fouchard really cut a fine 
figure, exhibiting all the stubborn impassiveness of an old 
peasant who knows the value of silence and a calm demeanour. 

He allowed himself to be marched off, without evincing the 
slightest uneasiness, and without even asking for any ex- 
planations. The other folks would soon see how he would 
dish the Prussians. It was whispered through the district 
that he had already made a large fortune by his dealings with 
the enemy, bags upon bags of silver, which he had buried 
away somewhere, one by one, according as his profits increased. 

When Henriette heard of all this dreadful business, she 
felt terribly uneasy. Jean, fearing lest he might endanger 
those who sheltered him, again wished to go off, though the 
doctor still considered him too weak. Henriette, however, in- 
sisted upon his remaining another fortnight ; her sadness had 
become deeper still at the thought that before long their sepa- 
ration must become an absolute necessity. On the day of old 
Fouchard’s arrest Jean had managed to escape a like fate by 
hiding among the forage in the barn ; but was he not in danger 
of being taken and led away captive at any moment, in the 
event of further perquisitions, which were quite possible? More- 
over, Henriette was anxious concerning her uncle’s fate 3 and 
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she resolved that she would go to Sedan one morning to sce 
the Delaherches, on whom, it was said, a very influential Prus- 
sian officer was quartered. 

‘Silvine,’ said she, as she was about to start, ‘take good 
care of our patient ; mind you give him his broth at noon and 
his draught at four o’clock.’ 

The servant, wholly absorbed in her daily toil, had become 
the same courageous, docile girl as formerly, superintending 
everything at the farm in its master’s absence, whilst Charlot 
gambolled and laughed around her. 

‘Don’t be uneasy, madame,’ she answered, ‘he shall want 
for nothing. I’m here to take good care of him.’ 


CHAPTER VI 


THE CONQUEROR’S SWAY—GIDDY GILBERTE 


At the Delaherches’ house in the Rue Maqua at Sedan, life 
had started on a new lease after the terrible shocks of the 
battle and the capitulation, and for nearly four months now 
the days had been slowly slipping by under the gloomy, 
oppressive sway of the conquerors. 

There was, however, one corner of the vast factory build- 
ings which remained closed as though untenanted ; it was the 
room which Colonel de Vineuil still occupied, a room overlook- 
ing the street at one end of the principal apartments. Whilst 
other windows were often thrown open and gave egress to 
sounds of coming and going, to all the buzz and stir of life, 
those of this particular chamber remained condemned, dead as 
it were, with their shutters invariably closed. The colonel had 
complained of his eyes paining him, especially when exposed 
to the daylight. No one knew whether he told the truth or 
not, but to humour him a lamp was kept burning, day and 
night, at his bedside. Although Major Bouroche had only 
found a crack in his ankle, the wound refused to heal, and all 
sorts of complications having ensued he had been compelled 
to remain in bed during two long months. He was now able 
to get up ; but his mental prostration remained very great, 
and he had been attacked by a mysterious ailment which proved 
so tenacious and invading that he spent his days lying upon a 
couch in front of a large wood fire. He was wasting away, 
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becoming a mere shadow ; yet the doctor who attended him 
and whom his condition greatly surprised-could find no lesion 
to account for this slow death. Such indeed it was ; like the 
flame of a lamp whose oil is almost exhausted, the colonel was 
fading away. 

Madame Delaherche senior had shut herself up with him 
on the morrow of the capitulation. Doubtless they had briefly 
and once for all come to an understanding as to their desire 
to cloister themselves together in that room, so long as any 
Prussians should be billeted in the house. Several Germans 
had spent a few nights there, and a captain, Herr von Gart- 
lauben, was quartered there permanently. However, neither 
the colonel nor the old lady had_-ever again spoken of these 
matters. She rose every morning at daybreak, despite her 
eight-and-seventy years, and came and seated herself in an 
armchair in front of her old friend, on the other side of the 
fireplace ; and there, by the steady lamp-light, she would sit 
knitting stockings for the children of the poor, whilst the 
colonel, with his eyes fixed on the embers, remained unoc- 
cupied, in a state of increasing stupor, seemingly living and 
dying from one and the same thought. They certainly did 
not exchange twenty words a day ; he silenced her with a 
wave of the hand whenever she involuntarily alluded to any 
news from the outside world—news that she picked up when 
she occasionally went about the house. And thus no further 
tidings penetrated to that chamber, no news of the siege of 
Paris, of the defeats on the Loire, the daily renewed afilictions 
of the invasion. And yet, although the colonel in his volun- 
tary entombment refused to look upon the light of day, 
although he closed his eyes and stopped his ears, it was all 
of no avail ; some rumour of the frightful disasters, the deadly 
mourning, must have stolen through chink and crevice into 
the room, have been wafted to him by the very air he 
breathed ; for. hour by hour he was as though poisoned afresh 
and drew nearer and nearer unto death. 

Meantime, in the broad daylight, Delaherche, with his need 
of life was bestirring himself and endeavouring to reopen his 
factory. There was so much confusion, however, with regard 4 
both to workmen and customers that he had as yet only been — 
able to set a few looms going ; and by way of employing his 
gloomy, enforced leisure it had occurred to him to make a 
complete inventory of his belongings and to study certain im-— 
provements which he had long thought of introducing into his 
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business. To assist him in this work he had at his elbow a 
young fellow, a customer’s son, who had stranded in his house 
after the battle. Edmond Lagarde, who had grown up at 
Passy in his father’s little drapery shop, and who at three-and- 
twenty years of age—though he looked hardly more than 
eighteen—was a sergeant in the 5th of the Line, had fought 
so valiantly and stubbornly on the day of the battle that he 
had only come into the town by the Ménil gate at about five 
o'clock, and then with his left arm broken by one of the last 
bullets that the enemy had fired. Since the other wounded had 
been removed from the sheds, Delaherche had good-naturedly 
kept the young fellow with him, so that Edmond formed one 
of the family, eating, sleeping, and living in the house, and, 
now that his wound was healed, acting as secretary to the 
manufacturer, pending the time when he might get back to 
Paris. Thanks to Delaherche’s protection and his own formal 
promise that he would not abscond, the Prussian authorities 
did not interfere with him. He was fair, with blue eyes, as 
pretty as a girl, and so shy and timid that he was for ever 
blushing. His mother had brought him up, stinting herself 
and expending the profits of their little business in paying for 
his terms at college. He was extremely fond of Paris, which 
he spoke of with passionate regretfulness, when talking with 
Gilberte, who had nursed this wounded Chérubin! like a 
comrade. 

Finally, the house had yet another new inmate, Herr von 
Gartlauben, a captain in the Landwehr, whose regiment was 
now quartered at Sedan in place of the regular troops. Despite 
his modest rank, the captain was a personage of importance, 
for he was nephew to the Governor-General of Champagne whom 
the Germans had set up at Rheims, and who exercised un- 
limited power over the entire region. Herr von Gartlauben 
also prided himself upon being fond of Paris, upon having lived 
there, and upon being acquainted both with its courtesies and 
its refinements; and indeed he affected the irreproachable 
bearing of a well-bred man, a polish under which he strove to 
conceal his natural coarseness. Tall and fat, he was always 
tightly buttoned up in his uniform, and lied outrageously about 
his age, being quite in despair that he should have already 

reached five-and-forty. Had he been more intelligent he 


J An allusion of course to Beaumarchais’ immortal creation of the 
boy-lover.— Trans. 
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might have proved a terrible customer, but his vanity kept him 
in a state of imperturbable self-satisfaction, and he was quite 
incapable of imagining that anybody could trifle with him. 

Later on, he proved a veritable saviour for Delaherche. But 
how doleful were the earlier days following upon the capitula- 
tion ! Overrun, peopled with German soldiers, Sedan trembled 
with the fear of pillage. Then, however, the victorious troops 
streamed back to the valley of the Seine again, only a garrison 
being left behind, and the town sank into the deadly quiet of 
a necropolis ; the houses invariably closed, the shops shut, the 
streets deserted as soon as the twilight fell, and from that mo- 
ment re-echoing only the heavy footsteps and hoarse calls of the 
patrols. Not a newspaper, not a letter arrived. In the igno- 
rance and anguish that prevailed respecting the fresh disasters 
which were felt to be at hand, the town was like a walled-up 
dungeon, suddenly shut off from the rest of France. To render 
their misery complete the townsfolk were threatened with a 
dearth of provisions ; and one morning indeed they awoke with 
no bread and no meat, It was as though a swarm of locusts 
had passed that way, the whole district having been stripped 
bare by the hundreds of thousands of men who fora week past 
had been pouring through it like a torrent. Having only two 
days’ provisions left, the town had to apply to Belgium for 
sustenance ; and now everything came from the neighbouring 
country, across the open frontier whence the customs’ service 
had disappeared, carried off in the catastrophe like everything 
else. Then, too, there were endless vexatious measures, a 
struggle which began afresh every morning between the Prus- 
sian Commandature established at the Sub-Prefecture and the 
Municipal Council sitting en permanenceat the Town Hall. The 
resistance which the members of the latter offered was heroic, 
but it was in vain that they argued and contested the ground 
inch by inch ; the inhabitants were fast succumbing beneath 
the enemy’s ever-growing demands, the fancifulness and exces- 
sive frequency of the requisitions. 

During the earlier days Delaherche suffered a good deal from 
the soldiers and officers who were billeted.on him. Men from 
all the various German states defiled through his house smoking 
their big pipes. Not a day passed but two or three thousand 
soldiers, infantry, cavalry, artillery, fell unexpectedly upon the 
town, and although they were by right only entitled to shelter 
and firing, it was often necessary to run about and procure pro- 
visions for them, They left the rooms which they occupied in 
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a repulsively filthy state. The officers often came home drunk, 
and proved more insufferable even than their men. Discipline, 
however, so restrained the foreigners, that acts of violence and 
pillage were of rare occurrence. In all Sedan only two women 
were reported to have been violated. It was not till later on, 
when Paris supplied proof of its determination to resist, that 
the Germans made their domination severely felt, exasperated 
as they were at finding the struggle prolonged, anxious too 
with regard to the demeanour of the provinces, fearing a rising 
en masse of the population, and a general, wolfish warfare such 
as the Francs-tireurs had already declared against them. 
Delaherche had just been lodging a major of cuirassiers, who 
slept in his boots and went away leaving his room one mass of 
filth, when Captain von Gartlauben presented himself at the 
factory one evening in the second fortnight of September, when 
the rain was pouring down like a deluge. The first hour was 
somewhat unpleasant. The captain began bawling, demanded 
the best room in the house, and dragged his sabre with a clatter 
up the stairs. Having caught sight of Gilberte, however, he 
became decorous in his behaviour, shut himself up in his room, 
and in passing in and out would depart from his rigid 
demeanour to bow to her politely. He was treated with great 
deference, for it was known that a word from him to the 
colonel commanding Sedan would suffice to secure the abate- 
ment of a requisition or the release of a prisoner. His uncle, 
the Governor-General at Rheims, had recently launched a 
ferocious proclamation, decreeing not only the state of siege, 
but also the penalty of death for every person shown to have 
assisted the ‘enemy,’ whether as a spy, or by leading the 
German troops astray when appointed to guide them, or by 
destroying the bridges and cannons, or by damaging the 
telegraph wires and the railway lines. The ‘enemy’ of course 
was the French ; and the hearts of the inhabitants bounded 
with indignation when, on the gate of the Commandature, they 
read the large white placard, which converted their anguish 
and their hopes into crimes. It was already terribly hard to 
be informed of the fresh German victories by the cheers of 
the garrison. In this wise every day almost brought its afflic- 
tion ; the soldiers would light large fires, sing, and get drunk 
throughout the night, whilst the inhabitants, compelled to be 
within doors by nine o'clock, listened to the revelry from the 
depths of their dark houses, distracted by the uncertainty in 
which they were plunged, but divining some fresh misfortune. 
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It was on one of these occasions, about the middle of October, 
that Herr von Gartlauben for the first-time gave proof of 
some delicacy of feeling. Since the morning Sedan had been 
awakening to hope again, for there were rumours abroad of a 
great victory achieved by the army of the Loire on its way to 
relieve Paris. Ofttime already, however, the best of news had 
become transformed into tidings of disaster, and in the same 
way it was learnt that evening that the Bavarian army had 
secured possession of Orleans. Some soldiers in one of the 
houses of the Rue Maqua, just in front of the factory, there- 
upon began brawling so loudly that the captain, seeing Gilberte 
greatly affected, went and silenced the men, being himself of 
opinion that such an uproar was uncalled for. 

The month went by, and Herr von Gartlauben had occa- 
sion to render a few more little services. The Prussian 
authorities had reorganised the various governmental depart- 
ments and a German sub-prefect had been installed at Sedan, 
though this did not prevent the vexatious measures from 
continuing, albeit the new functionary showed himself com- 
paratively reasonable. Among the many difliculties which 
constantly arose between the Commandature and the Muni- 
cipal Council, a frequent cause of trouble was the requisition 
of vehicles ; and quite a to-do arose one morning when Dela- 
herche was unable to send his calash and pair to the Sub-Pre- 
fecture. The mayor was momentarily arrested, and the manu- 
facturer would have been sent to keep him company in the 
citadel, had it not been for Captain von Gartlauben, whose 
intervention at once appeased the wrath of the authorities, 
On another occasion, at his intercession, the town was 
granted a delay for the payment of a fine of thirty thousand 
francs imposed upon it as a punishment for its alleged 
dilatoriness in rebuilding the Villette bridge, a bridge 
destroyed by the Prussians themselves—altogether a deplor- 
able business, which half ruined Sedan and turned it topsy- 
turvy. It was, however, more particularly after the fall of 
Metz that Delaherche contracted a debt of gratitude towards 
the captain. The frightful tidings fell like a thunderbolt 
upon the inhabitants, annihilating their last hopes; and the 
very next week the town was again burdened with passing 
troops, all the torrent of men that streamed down from Metz— 


Prince Frederick Charles’s army directing its course towards — 


the Loire, General von Manteuffel’s army marching on Amiens 


and Rouen, and other corps on their way to reinforce the 
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besiegers around Paris. For several days the houses were 
full of soldiers, the bakers’ and butchers’ shops were swept 
bare to the last crumb, the last bone, whilst the paving of the 
streets exhaled a greasy stench such as might have followed 
the passage of vast migrating flocks and herds. The factory 
in the Rue Maqua alone did not suffer from this irruption of 
human cattle, protected as it was by a friendly hand, and 
required to shelter merely a few well-bred officers. 

It thus happened that Delaherche ended by departing 
from his frosty demeanour. The middle-class families of the 
town had shut themselves up in their most remote rooms, 
avoiding all intercourse with the officers quartered upon them. 
But with his irrepressible longing to talk, please, and enjoy 
life, this part of the antagonist sulking after defeat caused 
the manufacturer intense suffering. His large bleak, silent, 
house, whose inmates lived apart from one another, swayed by 
unbending rancour, made him feel quite miserable. And so 
one day he began by stopping Herr von Gartlauben on the 
stairs to thank him for the services he had rendered. Then, 
little by little, they fell into the habit of exchanging a few 
words whenever they met ; and at last the Prussian captain 
found himself one evening in the manufacturer’s private 
room, smoking a cigar and chatting in friendly fashion, 
whilst comfortably seated beside the fireplace, where some 
large oak logs were burning. Gilberte did not show herself 
during the first fortnight, and the captain pretended to be 
ignorant of her very existence, although at the slightest sound 
he would at once glance towards the door of the adjoining 
room. He seemed desirous of making his host forget that he 
was one of the conquerors, showed himself unprejudiced and 
liberal-minded, and was always ready to laugh and jest 
whenever the conversation turned on any ridiculous requi- 
sitions. One day, for instance, when a demand had been 
made for a coffin and a bandage, this bandage and coffin vastly 
amused him. With regard to other things, coal, oil, milk, 
sugar, butter, bread, meat, to say nothing of clothing, stoves, 
and lamps—in a word all the necessaries of daily life, he 
simply shrugged his shoulders: What would you have? 
These demands were vexatious, no doubt, and he even 
admitted that they were excessive ; but then this was war- 
time and the troops must needs live in the occupied territory. 
Delaherche, whom the incessant requisitions exasperated, 

spoke out frankly concerning them, passing them in review 


460 WOE TO THE VANQUISHED 


every evening, in much the same way as he might have gone 
through his household accounts. Still they only had one lively 
discussion together, which was in reference to a fine of a 
million frances which the Prussian prefect of Réthel had levied 
upon the department of the Ardennes under pretence of 
compensating Germany for the losses she was alleged to have 
sustained by the operations of the French fleet and the 
expulsion of the German subjects resident in France. Of this 
amount Sedan was required to contribute 42,000 francs, and 
Delaherche did his utmost to make his lodger understand that 
this was an iniquitous demand, the town being differently 
circumstanced to others, since it had already undergone such 
excessive suffering. The result of all these discussions was 
to increase the intimacy of the two men ; the manufacturer, 
on his side, was delighted at having been able to shake off 
his thoughts by pouring forth a flood of words, whilst the 
Prussian was pleased with himself for having given proof of a 
truly Parisian urbanity. 

One evening Gilberte came into the room with her gay giddy 
air, and at sight of the captain stopped short, affecting surprise. 
Herr von Gartlauben rose from his chair, and with commend- 
able tact withdrew almost immediately. But on the following 
day he found Gilberte already installed in the room, and 
thereupon settled himself in his usual seat by the fireside. 
Some delightful evenings followed, invariably spent in this 
private room instead of in the drawing-room, wherein lay a 
nice distinction with regard to the character of the intercourse. 
Later on even, when the young woman had consented to play 
the piano to gratify the captain, who was extremely fond of 
music, she alone would step into the adjoining salon, leaving 
the door open. During those bitter winter evenings the old 
oaks of the Ardennes crackled and blazed in the lofty fireplace, 
and about ten o’clock they would drink a cup of tea, whilst 
chatting together in the warm atmosphere of that cosy room. 
And, plainly enough, Herr von Gartlauben had fallen head 
over heels in love with that sprightly young woman, who 
flirted with him just as in days gone by she had flirted with 
Captain Beaudoin’s friends at Charleville. He now took 
additional care of his person, displayed exaggerated gallantry, 
and contented himself with the slightest favour, above all 
things anxious that he might not be taken for a barbarian— _ 
one of those gross-minded soldiers who cannot treat a woman 
with respect. 
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Thus life had, so to say, a double aspect in that vast, black 
house of the Rue Maqua. Whilst Edmond, the wounded 
Chérubin with the pretty face, returned monosyllabic answers 
to Delaherche’s ceaseless chatter at meal-time, and blushed 
like a hobbledehoy if Gilberte merely asked him to pass the 
salt ; whilst Herr von Gartlauben, with enraptured eyes, sat 
in the study of an evening listening to one of Mozart’s sonatas, 
which the young woman was playing for his especial benefit 
in the drawing-room, the adjacent apartment, where Colonel 
de Vineuil and Madame Delaherche senior spent their time, 
remained quite silent, with the shutters always closed, the 
lamp always burning, as though it were a tomb lighted by a 
taper. December had buried Sedan under the snow, and the 
despair-fraught tidings from the scene of war were as though 
stifled by the bitter cold. After General Ducrot’s defeat at 
Champigny, after the loss of Orleans, there remained but one 
sombre hope, that the soil of France might become an avenging 
soil, an exterminating soil to devour and swallow up the victors. 
Ah ! that the snow might fall in thicker and thicker flakes, 
that the ground might rend and open under the biting 
frost, so that the whole of Germany might be entombed within 
it! And now a fresh sorrow was wringing old Madame 
Delaherche’s heart. Whilst passing Gilberte’s door one night 
when her son was from home, called away to Belgium by some 
business matter or other, she had heard a low murmur of 
voices, mingled with suppressed laughter. She staggered back 
into her own room, quite aghast, overcome by the horror of the 
abominable thing which she suspected. The voice she had heard 
could have been none other than the Prussian’s; she had 
already fancied that she had detected glances of intelligence 
passing between him and Gilberte, and the thought of this 
supreme shame utterly overwhelmed her. Ah ! that woman 
whom her son had brought into the house despite all her 
remonstrances, that abandoned woman whom she had already 
pardoned once by not speaking out after Captain Beaudoin’s 
death! Yet it was all certainly beginning again, and this 
time the infamy was unparalleled! What should she do? 
Such monstrous behaviour could not be allowed to continue. 
The seclusion in which the old lady lived now became fraught 
with more poignant sorrow, and she spent long days in waging 
a frightful combat with herself. She would enter the colonel’s 
room looking yet more gloomy than had been her wont, and 
sit there for hours in silence, with tears in her eyes ; and he 
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would gaze at her and interpret her increased sadness as 
signifying that France had sustained yet another defeat. _ 

It was in the midst of this crisis that Henriette arrived 
one morning at the house in the Rue Maqua with the view of 
enlisting the Delaherches’ sympathies in favour of uncle 
Fouchard. She had heard people speak smilingly of Gilberte’s 
all-powerful influence over Captain von Gartlauben, and conse- 
quently felt somewhat embarrassed when on ascending the 
stairs she encountered Madame Delaherche senior, who was 
returning to the colonel’s room. However, she deemed it 
advisable to acquaint the old lady with the object of her visit. 

‘Oh! madame,’ said she, ‘if you would only be kind 
enough to assist me! My uncle is in a terrible position ; they 
talk of sending him to Germany.’ 

Much as the old lady liked Henriette, she could not restrain 
an angry gesture : ‘ But I am powerless to help you, my dear 
child. It is of no use applying to me.’ And then, despite the 
young woman’s evident distress, she added: ‘ Your visit is 
very ill-timed ; my son is going to Brussels this evening. Be- 
sides, he has no more influence than I have. Apply to my 
daughter-in-law, she can do everything.’ 

Then off she went, leaving Henriette thunderstruck, fully 
convinced that she was falling into the midst of a family 
drama. On the previous evening, indeed, Madame Delaherche 
senior had resolved to communicate her suspicions to her son 
before his departure for Belgium, whither he was going to 
negotiate a large purchase of coal, in the hope of being able 
to start his power-looms again. She would never allow that 
abominable intrigue to be carried on during his absence, under 
the same roof as herself. And before speaking out she only 
wished to make quite certain that he would not again defer 
his departure as he had been doing, day after day, during an 
entire week. The course she proposed to take meant, she 
realised it, the downfall of the entire house, the Prussian 
driven away, the young woman also thrown into the street 
and her name ignominiously placarded on the walls, as had 
been threatened would be done with regard to every French- 
woman who might yield to the advances of a German. 

When Gilberte perceived Henriette she gave a cry of de- 
light. ‘Ah! how glad Tam to see you! It seems so long 
since you went away, and all these dreadful things make one 
feel so old !’ 


She led her into her room, made her sit down on a couch 
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there and ensconced herself close beside her : ‘ Come, you must 
breakfast with us,’ she said. ‘But first of all let us have a 
chat together. You must have so many things to tell me? I 
know that you have had no news of your brother. Poor 
Maurice ! how I pity him, shut up in Paris like that, with no 
gas, no wood, and perhaps no bread! And that soldier, too, 
your brother's friend, whom you are nursing? ‘You see that 
people have already been chattering to me. Is it on his 
account you've come ?’ 

Greatly perturbed, Henriette did not at first answer her 
friend. After all, was it not really on Jean’s account that 
she had come there, to make certain indeed that her dear 
patient would not be molested when her uncle had been set at 
liberty ? To hear Gilberte speak of him, however, had filled 
her with confusion, and she no longer dared to reveal the true 
motive of her visit ; her conscience pricked her—she recoiled 
from the thought of enlisting in Jean’s behalf such an equi- 
vocal influence as that with which she credited Gilberte. 
‘And so,’ repeated the latter, with a malicious air, ‘it’s for that 
soldier that you need our assistance?’ Then as Henriette, 
brought to bay, at last began speaking of old Fouchard’s 
arrest, she promptly interrupted her : ‘Oh! yes—how foolish 
of me to have forgotten ; why I was talking of the matter only 
this morning. You have done well to come, my dear ; your 
uncle’s case must be seen to at once, for the last information 
that I have had is not at all favourable. They wish to 
make an example.’ 

‘Yes, I thought of you,’ continued Henriette in a hesita- 
ting way. ‘I thought that you might give me some good 
advice, perhaps be able to intercede 

Gilberte burst out laughing: ‘Why, you silly, Ill have 
your uncle set at liberty within three days! Haven't you 
heard that I have a Prussian captain quartered here who does 
whatever I ask? You hear, my dear, he can refuse me 
nothing !’ 

And thereupon, like a madcap enjoying the triumph of her 
coquetry, she laughed louder than ever, holding and patting 
the hands of her friend, who could not utter a word of thanks, 
so disturbed she was, so tormented by the fear that Gilberte’s 
words might be intended as an avowal. And yet how serene 
and blithe the young woman appeared ! 

‘Let me attend to it all,’ added Gilberte. ‘Tl send you 


‘home happy this evening.’ 
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When they entered the dining-room Henriette was greatly 
struck by the delicate feminine beauty of Edmond, whom she 
had never previously seen. He enchanted her, as one 1s 
enchanted by the sight of a pretty object. Was it possible 
that this lad had really fought, and that the Germans had 
been so cruel as to break his arm? The legend of his great 
bravery rendered him all the more charming, and, whilst the 
servant was serving mutton chops and baked potatoes, 
Delaherche, who had given Henriette the cordial greeting of a 
man to whom the sight of a new face is a godsend, did not 
cease praising his secretary; Edmond, said he, had proved 
as industrious and well-behaved as he was handsome. And 
thus the repast in the warm spacious dining-room promptly 
took a turn of delightful intimacy. 

‘And so you came over with a view of enlisting our 
services in father Fouchard’s case ?’ resumed the manufacturer. 
‘I’m sorry that I’m obliged to go away this evening. But my 
wife will settle the matter for you ; she’s irresistible ; she has 
only to ask for a thing to get it.’ He said this laughing, in 
all simplicity, as though flattered that Gilberte should possess 
such influence, which he was at times vain enough to ascribe 
to himself. Then, all at once, he asked: ‘By the way, my 
dear, has Edmond told you of his discovery ?’ 

‘No; what discovery ?’ asked Gilberte gaily, turning her 
beautiful caressing eyes upon the young sergeant. 

The latter blushed as was his wont whenever a pretty 
woman looked at him : ‘Oh! madame, it’s merely a question 
of some old lace. You were regretting the other day that 
you had none to trim your mauve wrapper with, and I was 
lucky enough yesterday to come upon five yards of old Bruges, 
something really handsome and cheap as well. The dealer is 
coming to show it to you by-and-by.’ 

She was delighted. ‘ How nice of you !’ said she; ‘you 
deserve a reward.’ 

Then, whilst a terrine of foie-gras, purchased in Belgium, 
was being served, the conversation took another turn ; some 
allusion was made to the fish which were dying in the Meuse, 
poisoned by the corrupt state of the water ; and Delaherche 
then spoke of the danger of pestilence to which Sedan would | 
be exposed as soon as there should be a thaw. ‘There had 
been several cases of disease of an epidemical character 
already in November. Six thousand francs had been spent i 
cleansing the town after the battle ; the knapsacks, cartridge 
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pouches, in fact all the suspicious wreckage that could be 
found had been burnt in heaps, but as soon as the weather 
became at all damp the most abominable stenches were wafted 
from the surrounding country-side, where such a multitude of 
corpses had been half-buried, with merely a few inches of earth 
thrown over them. Many of the fields were quite bumpy with 
graves, and an internal pressure cracked and split the soil 
whence all the gases of putrefaction issued and spread around. 
And only a few days previously another source of infection had 
been discovered in the Meuse, although the carcases of more than 
twelve hundred horses had already been removed from it. It 
had been generally believed that not a corpse remained in the 
river, but, one day, on gazing into it attentively, at a point 
where it was only six or seven feet deep, a rural guard espied 
some whitish objects which he at first took for stones. They 
proved, however, to be corpses, corpses in layers, bodies which 
had been ripped open and which, as inflation was impossible, 
had not risen to the surface. They had therefore been lying 
among the herbage in that water during nearly four months, 
Arms, legs, and heads were brought up with boat-hooks ; and 
at times the mere strength of the current would suffice 
to detach a hand. The water became turbid, and big bubbles 
of gas rose to the surface and burst, poisoning the air around 
with a disgusting stench. 
‘It will be all right so long as it freezes,’ observed 
Delaherche. ‘But as soon as the snow disappears there will 
~ have to be a thorough search and cleansing, or else we shall 
all be carried off.’ Then, upon his wife begging him with a 
laugh to talk of some less unpleasant subject at table, he 
concluded with the remark: ‘ Well, we shall have to do 
without fish from the Meuse for a long time.’ 
They had finished their meal, and the coffee was being 
served, when the maid announced that Herr von Gartlauben 
requested permission to see them for 4 moment. This caused 
quite a flutter, for the captain had never previously presented 
himself at that hour of the day. Delaherche, however, deemed 
the circumstance a fortunate one, since it would enable him 
to introduce Henriette to the Prussian officer, and accordingly 
gave orders to admit him. On perceiving a second young 
woman in the room, the captain exaggerated his already 
excessive politeness. He even accepted a cup of coffee, which 
he drank without sugar, not because he liked it unsweetened, 


but because he had sometimes seen people drink it in this 
HH 


466 WOE TO THE VANQUISHED 


fashion in Paris. It appeared, moreover, that if he had so 
pressingly solicited admission it was simply from his desire to 
lose no time in informing Madame that he had just secured a 
pardon for one of her protégés, an unlucky workman employed 
at the factory, who had been imprisoned in consequence of a 
scuffle with a Prussian soldier. 

Gilberte at once profited by the opportunity to speak about 
father Fouchard’s case: ‘Captain,’ said she, ‘I present you 
one of my dearest friends. She desires to place herself under 
your protection ; she is the niece of the farmer who was re- 
cently arrested at Remilly, as you know, in connection with 
that Franc-tireur affair.’ 

‘Ah! yes, the affair of the spy, the unfortunate fellow who 
was found in a sack. Oh! it’s a serious matter, very serious — 
indeed ! I am afraid I can do nothing.’ 

‘Oh! you would please me so much !’ said Gilberte, look- 
ing at him with her caressing eyes and thrilling him with a 
sensation of beatitude. Then he bowed to her with an air of 
gallant compliance. Whatever she might desire, he was at 
her orders. 

‘T shall be very grateful to you, sir,’ said Henriette pain-— 
fully, seized as she was with an insurmountable feeling of dis- 
comfort, at the sudden thought of her husband, her poor Weiss, 
shot over yonder at Bazeilles. 

However, Edmond, who had discreetly taken himself off 
on the arrival of the captain, had just returned into the — 
room to whisper a few words in Gilberte’s ear. She roseina ~ 
vivacious way, mentioned the lace which the dealer had just . 
brought, and after apologising for leaving them, followed the — 
young fellow out of the room. Left alone with the two men, 
Henriette was now able to isolate herself, and took a seat in 
the embrasure of a window, whilst they remained at table, — 
talking in loud voices. - 

‘You will accept a nip of brandy, captain, eh? You see I 
don’t stand on ceremony with you. I tell you all I think be- | 
cause | am aware that you have a liberal mind. Well! I 
assure you that it is very wrong of your prefect to bleed the | 
town of those forty-two thousand francs. Just think of all 
our sacrifices since the outset! In the first place, on the eve — 
of the battle, the entire French army, exhausted and famished, 
fell on our hands. Then came your men, and they had long 
teeth too. Merely the troops that have passed through # 
place, the requisitions, the damage which had to be repaired 


THE CONQUEROR’S SWAY—GILBERTE 467 


the needful expenses of all kinds, have cost us a million and a 
half of francs. We may put down as much for the havoc 
wrought by the battle, the destruction caused by your artillery 
fire and the conflagrations, and that will bring us to three 
millions. ‘Then I estimate that the losses sustained by local 
trade and industry amount to quite two millions. What do 
you say to that? There we have a total of five millions of 
francs for a town of thirteen thousand inhabitants! And now 
under some pretext or other you ask us for a further contribu- 
tion of forty-two thousand francs. Come, is it reasonable, is it 
just ? 

Herr von Gartlauben nodded his head and contented him- 
self with answering: ‘What can you expect? Such is war, 
such is war !’ 

The spell of waiting continued, Gilberte did not return, 
and Henriette’s ears were ringing; all kinds of vague, sad 
thoughts were rendering her drowsy, as she sat there in the 
embrasure of the window, whilst Delaherche declared upon his 
word of honour that Sedan could never have weathered the 
crisis, caused by the absolute dearth of specie, had it not been 
for the timely creation of a local fiduciary currency—the paper- 
money issued by the Caisse du Crédit Industriel, which had 
saved the town from a financial disaster. 

‘You will take another drop of brandy, captain, eh?’ he 
added : and then passing to another subject: ‘Ah! it wasn’t 
France that declared the war, it was the Empire. The Emperor 
greatly deceived me. He is altogether done for ; we would 
rather let ourselves be dismembered than take him back. 
There was only one man who saw clearly into things last July, 
and that was Monsieur Thiers, whose journey just now through 
the capitals of Europe is another great act of wisdom and 
patriotism. The hopes of all reasonable people accompany 
him —may he succeed !’ 

With a wave of the hand he sought to convey his meaning, 
for he would have deemed it altogether unseemly to speak of 
his desire for peace before a Prussian, however friendly the 
latter might be. Such a desire was, however, strong within 
him, as it was in all the old conservative and p/ébiscite-voting 
bourgeoisie. They would soon be at an end of their blood and 
treasure; it was necessary to give in; and such being the 
opinion, there arose from all the occupied provinces a covert 
rancour against Paris for resisting so stubbornly. And in 


this wise Delaherche, alluding to Gambetta’s fiery paoslani 
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tions, added in a lower voice: ‘No, no ; we cannot be on the 
side of the furious madmen!! It’s becoming a massacre—I 
for my part side with Monsieur Thiers, who wishes the elections 
to take place. As for their Republic, well, that doesn’t incon- 
venience me ; we'll keep it if necessary, till we get something 
better.’ 

With extreme politeness, Herr von Gartlauben continued 
wagging his head in an approving way, and repeating : ‘No 
doubt, no doubt.’ 

Henriette, whose discomfort had increased, felt unable to 
remain there any longer. She experienced a kind of irritation, 
for which she could assign no definite reason, a pressing desire 
to find herself elsewhere ; and so she at last quietly rose from 
her seat, and left the room in search of Gilberte, whose return 
had been so long delayed. And she was stupefied when she 
found her friend lying on a sofa in tears, a prey to poignant 
and unaccountable emotion. ‘What is the matter? What 
has happened to you ?’ asked Henriette. 

But the young woman’s tears only fell the faster, and she 
would not speak ; such was her confusion, moreover, that it 
seemed as though all the blood in her heart had rushed to her 
cheeks. At last, however, throwing herself into Henriette’s 
outstretched arms, hiding her face against her friend’s bosom, 
she stammered : ‘Oh! my darling, if you only knew—JI shall 
never dare to tell you—and yet I have no one but you; you 
alone can perhaps tell me what is best to do.’ She shuddered 
and stammered yet more violently: ‘I was here with Edmond. 
And then, just this minute, the old lady came in and caught 
me. 

‘Caught you? What do you mean 2’ 

‘Yes, he had his arm round my waist and was kissing 
me.’ And then, embracing Henriette, clasping her convulsively 
in her trembling arms, she told her all. ‘Oh, my darling! 
don’t judge me too severely, it would be more than I could 
bear. I know I promised you it should never happen again, 
but you have seen Edmond—you know how brave he is and 
how good-looking—as pretty as a girl. Besides, think of it, 
the poor young fellow ; wounded, ill, so far away from his 
mother, too! And then he has never had any money to 
spend on enjoyment : as it was, his parents had to stint them- 
selves to give him an education. I assure you, I could not 
find it in my heart to be harsh with him,’ 


' Gambetta was called a furious madman by Thiers.—Zyans, 
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Henriette listened dumbfounded, unable to recover from 
her amazement. ‘But, my dear,’ she said at last, ‘everybody 
thinks it is the Prussian captain who has succeeded in pleasing 
you. 
At this Gilberte sprang to her feet, and, wiping her eyes, 
broke out into protestations: ‘The Prussian! Oh, dear no, 
indeed! He’s frightful; he’s hateful to me! What can 
people take me for? How can anyone think me capable of 
such infamy ? No, no, never; I would rather die !’ 

Her feeling of revolt had rendered her quite grave, impart- 
ing a pained, irritated expression to her beauty which quite 
transfigured her. But all at once her coquettish gaiety, her 
thoughtless giddiness, came back with a laugh which she was 
unable to repress : ‘ Well, it’s true I amuse myself with him. 
He adores me, you know, and I merely have to look at him to 
make him obey me. If you only knew how amusing it is to 
make game of that big fat fellow, who always seems to fancy 
that he is about to be rewarded for his attentions.’ 

‘ But it’s a very dangerous game to play,’ said Henriette, 
seriously. 

‘Do you think so? Why, what risk doI run? When it 
dawns upon him that I have merely been trifling with him, he 
will be unable to do anything beyond flying into a passion and 
taking himself off. And, besides, he will never realise it! 
You don’t know the man, my dear ; he’s one of those creatures 
whom women can flirt with as far as they like without any 
fear of danger. I know it intuitively. He is far too vain; he 
will never admit that I have trifled with him. And all that 
he will get from me will be permission to carry off my souvenir, 
with the consolation of thinking that he has done the proper 
thing and behaved himself like a well-bred man who long 
resided in Paris. She was getting quite gay again, and 
added: ‘Meantime he will have father Fouchard set at liberty, 
and his only reward for doing so will be a cup of tea from my 
hands.’ 

All at once, however, her fears returned to her, and fresh 
tears gathered in her eyes. ‘And the old lady ; good heavens! 
What will happen? She is not at all fond of me, and she is 
capable of telling the whole story to my husband.’ 

Henriette had at last recovered her self-possession. 
Wiping Gilberte’s eyes, she said ; ‘Listen, my dear, I haven’t 
the strength to scold you, and yet you know how I blame such 
conduct. But people had frightened me so terribly about 
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your Prussian, I feared such horrid things, that this flirtation 
with the young sergeant comes as a relief. Quiet yourself, 
everything may be set right.’ 

This was sensible advice, the more so as Delaherche almost 
immediately came in with his mother, and explained that, 
having made up his mind to take the train to Brussels that 
same evening, he had just sent for the vehicle which was to 
convey him across the Belgian frontier. He had therefore 
come to bid his wife good-bye. Then, turning towards 
Henriette, he added : ‘You may be at rest. On leaving me 
just now, the captain promised me that he would attend to 
that matter of your uncle’s, and whilst I am away my wife 
will do whatever may be necessary.’ 

Since Madame Delaherche senior had entered the room 
Gilberte, with her heart oppressed, had not taken her eyes off 
her. Did she mean to speak out and tell what she had seen 
and thus prevent her son from starting? On her side the old 
lady had fixed her eyes upon her daughter-in-law from the 
moment she had crossed the threshold. However, she re- 
mained silent, experiencing perhaps a relief akin to that which 
Henriette had felt. Since it was that young Frenchman who 
had fought so bravely, ought she not to forgive as she had 
already forgiven, in the case of Captain Beaudoin? Her eyes 
softened, and she averted her head. Her son might go; if 
need were, Edmond would protect Gilberte against the Prus- 
sian. And at this thought she even indulged in a faint smile, 
she whose stern features had not once relaxed since the good 
news of Coulmiers.! 

‘Good-bye,’ she said, embracing Delaherche ; ‘settle your 
business and make haste back.’ 

Then she retired, slowly betaking herself to the prison-like 
room across the landing, where the colonel, ever with the 
same expression of stupor on his face, was gazing into the 


dimness which surrounded the circle of pale light falling from — 


the lamp. 

Henriette went back to Remilly that same evening, and 
three days later, in the morning, she was delighted to see old 
Fouchard walk into the farm, as calmly as though he had 
merely come back from driving some bargain in the neigh- 


’ The engagement fought on Nov. 9 when D’Aurelle de Paladines — 


with the army of the Loire defeated Von der Tann’s Bayarians, with the 
result that the French for a brief period again secured possession of 
Orleans.— 7rans. . 
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bourhood. He sat down and ate some bread and cheese. 
And to all the questions that he was plied with, he responded 
in a calm, deliberate way like a man who had never felt in 
the least degree uneasy respecting the issue of his affair. 
Why should they have kept him prisoner? He had done 
nothing wrong. It wasn’t he who had killed the Prussian 
spy, was it? So he had contented himself with saying to the 
authorities ; ‘ Find out all about it if you can, but for my part 
I know nothing.’ And they had been obliged to release him, 
and the mayor as well, since they had no proofs against either 
of them. But at the same time, cunning, scofling peasant 
that he was, his eyes twinkled with inward merriment, in his 
mute delight at having got the better of those dirty scamps, of 
whom he was growing quite sick and tired now that they had 
begun cavilling about the quality of his meat. 

December was drawing to an end, and Jean insisted on 
leaving. His leg was now firm and strong again, and the doctor 
declared that he might go and fight. For Henriette this was 
a source of great affliction, which she strove to hide. They had 
had no news of Paris since the disastrous battle of Champigny. 
They simply knew that Maurice’s regiment, exposed to a mur- 
derous fire, bad on that occasion Jost many men. There was 
ever the same unbroken silence on his part ; no letter, not a 
line reached them, although they knew that some families of 
Raucourt and Sedan had received messages by circuitous 
routes. Perhaps the pigeon bearing the tidings which they so 
ardently longed for had encountered some voracious hawk, or 
had fallen on the verge of a wood, killed by a Prussian bullet. 
Above everything else, however, they were haunted by the fear 
that Maurice might be dead. In their case the silence of the 
great city over yonder, mute in the grip of the investment, had 
become like the silence of the tomb. They had now lost all 
hope of tidings, and so, when Jeanexpressed his formal desire 
to be gone, Henriette gave utterance to a stifled plaint : ‘My 
God, so itis all over, I shall be entirely alone !’ 

Jean’s desire was to join the Army of the North, which 
General Faidherbe had lately reformed. This army was de- 
fending three departments, the Nord, the Pas-de-Calais, and 
the Somme, which had become separated from the rest of France 
since General von Manteuffel’s corps had pushed forward to 
Dieppe ; and Jean’s plan, susceptible of easy accomplishment, 
was to make his way to Bouillon, and pass round by way of 
Belgium. He knew that the formation of the Twenty-third 
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Army Corps was being completed by gathering together all the 
old soldiers of Sedan and Metz that could be found. He had 
heard it reported also that General Faidherbe was resuming 
the offensive, and when he read of the engagement of Pont- 
Noyelle !—that drawn battle which the French almost won—he 
definitely fixed his departure for the ensuing Sunday. 

Tt was again in this instance Dr. Dalichamp who offered 
his gig and his services as driver, so that Jean might get more 
easily to Bouillon. The doctor’s courage and goodness of heart 
were inexhaustible. At Raucourt, whose inhabitants were 
being decimated by typhus, brought there by the Bavarians, he 
had patients in almost every house, in addition to those in the 
two ambulances which he attended, that of Raucourt itself and 
that of Remilly. His ardent patriotism, the impulse which 
always prompted him to protest against all needless violence, 
had twice led to his arrest by the Prussians, who had, however, 
promptly set him at liberty again. And he was laughing with 
genuine satisfaction on the morning when he arrived in his 
trap to drive Jean away, delighted, indeed, at being able to 
facilitate the escape of another of those vanquished soldiers of 
Sedan, those poor brave fellows whom he tended with all his 
professional skill and assisted with his purse. Jean, whom the 
pecuniary question greatly worried, for he knew very well that 
Henriette was by no means rich, had readily accepted the fifty 
francs offered him by the doctor to defray the expenses of his 
journey. 

Old Fouchard behaved handsomely at the leave-taking. 
He sent Silvine to the cellar for two bottles of wine, desiring 
that everyone should drain a glass to the extermination of the 
Germans. He was henceforth a well-to-do man, with his 
‘pile’ securely hidden away somewhere ; and, easy in mind 
since the Francs-tireurs of the Dieulet Woods, tracked like 
wild beasts, had disappeared from the neighbourhood, he now 
had but one desire, that of enjoying the approaching peace as 
soon as it should be concluded. In a fit of generosity, more- _ 
over, he had even given wages to Prosper, by way of attaching 
him to the farm, which the young man, however, had no desire _ 
to leave. And Fouchard not merely chinked glasses with 
Prosper, but also with Silvine, whom he had at one moment 
thought of marrying, so well behaved and so intent on her 
work did he now find her. But what use would it be? He 


’ Fought on December 22-23.— Trans. 


LHE CONQUEROR’S SWAV—GILBERTE 473 


divined that she would never go astray again, that she would still 
be there when Charlot had grown up and in his turn went for 
a soldier. And when he had chinked glasses with the doctor, 
with Henriette and with Jean, the old fellow exclaimed : 

‘There! To everybody’s health, and may everybody pros- 
per and feel no worse than I do !’ 

Henriette had insisted upon accompanying Jean as far as 
Sedan. He was dressed for the occasion in civilian attire, 
wearing an overcoat and low hat which the doctor had lent 
him. The sun shone brightly over the snow that morning, 
-although it was terribly cold. Their intention had been to 
drive through the town without stopping, but when Jean learnt 
that his colonel was still staying with the Delaherches, he felt 
astrong desire to go and pay his respects to him, and at the 
same time thank the manufacturer for his kindness. A final 
grief awaited him, however, in that town of disaster and afflic- 
tion. When they reached the factory in the Rue Maqua, they 
found the house turned topsy-turvy by a tragic occurrence. 
Gilberte was in a state of wild grief ; old Madame Delaherche 
was weeping big silent tears, and her son, who had come up 
from his loom-shops, where work had in some measure been 
resumed, was giving vent to exclamations of surprise. The 
colonel had just been found dead, lying all of a heap upon the 
floor of his room, where that eternal lamp was still burning. 
A doctor, summoned in all haste, had been unable to under- 
stand the case, finding no probable cause, neither heart-trouble 
nor congestion, to which he could ascribe this sudden death. 
M. de Vineuil had expired thunderstruck as it were, though 
none could tell whence the bolt had fallen. And it was only 
on the morrow that a fragment of an old newspaper was picked 
up in the room, a scrap which had served to cover a book, and 
which contained an account of the surrender of Metz ! 

‘My dear,’ said Gilberte to Henriette, ‘just now when 
Captain Gartlauben came down stairs, he uncovered as he 
passed the door of the room where my uncle’s body is lying— 
Edmond saw him do so—he is certainly a well-bred man, 
isn’t he ?’ 

Jean had never yet embraced Henriette. Before getting 
into the gig again with the doctor, he wished to thank her for 
all her care and kindness, for having nursed and loved him like 
a brother. But he could not find the words he sought, and 
suddenly opening his arms he kissed her, sobbing. Quite dis- 
tracted, she returned his kiss. And when the horse started off 
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the corporal turned round and they waved their hands to one 
another whilst repeating in faltering accents, ‘Good-bye, 
good-bye !’ 

That night, Henriette, who had returned to Remilly, was 
on duty at the ambulance. During her long vigil she was 
again seized with a bitter access of tears, and she wept—wept 
exceedingly, stifling her sorrow between her clasped hands. 


CHAPTER. VII 


INSIDE PARIS ; SIEGE AND COMMUNE-—-THE BARRICADES 


Havine overthrown the Empire at Sedan, the two German 
armies again began rolling their waves of men towards Paris, 
the army of the Meuse approaching the capital on its northern 
side by the valley of the Marne, whilst the army of the Crown 
Prince of Prussia, after crossing the Seine at Villeneuve-St. 
Georges, directed its course towards Versailles, skirting the 
city upon the south. And on that warm September morning, 
when General Ducrot, to whom the barely formed Fourteenth 
Army Corps had been confided, resolved to attack the second 
of the hostile armies on its flank march, Maurice, who was 
- camping with his new regiment, the 115th of the Line, in the 
woods on the left of Meudon, only received orders to march 
when the disaster was already a certainty. A few shells had 
sufficed ; a frightful panic had broken out among a battalion 
of newly recruited Zouaves, and the rest of the troops had 
been carried off in such helter-skelter fashion that the gallop 
of retreat did not cease till the men were behind the ram- 
parts of Paris, where the alarm was intense. All the positions 


in advance of the southern forts were lost ; and that evening - 


the last link connecting the city with France, the telegraph 
wire of the Western Railway line, was severed. Paris was 
cut off from the world. 

It was a frightfully sad evening for Maurice. Had the 
Prussians been more enterprising they might have camped 
that night on the Place du Carrousel. But they were ex- 
tremely prudent folks, and had resolved to conduct the siege in 
the classical manner. The exact lines of the investment had 
already been settled—the cordon of the army of the Meuse on 
the north, from Croissy to the Marne, by way of Epinay ; and 
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the cordon of the Crown Prince of Prussia’s army on the south, 
from Chenneviéres to Chatillon and Bougival ; whilst general 
head-quarters with King William, Count von Bismarck, and 
General von Moltke, exercised authority from Versailles. The 
gigantic blockade, which folks had refused to believe in, was 
already an accomplished fact. The city, with its bastioned 
enceinte upwards of twenty miles in circumference, its fifteen 
forts and six detached redoubts, found itself, as it were, im- 
prisoned. And the army of the defence was only composed of 
the Thirteenth Corps, which General Vinoy had saved and 
brought back to the capital, and the Fourteenth, still in pro- 
gress of formation, and confided to General Ducrot—the pair 
of them comprising some eighty thousand soldiers, besides 
whom there were fourteen thousand sailors, naval gunners, and 
marines, fifteen thousand men belonging to various volunteer 
corps, and one hundred and fifteen thousand Mobile Guards, 
in addition to three hundred thousand National Guards 
apportioned among the nine sections of the ramparts. But 
although there was thus almost a nation of defenders, the 
disciplined, tried soldiers were few in number. Men were 
being equipped and drilled ; Paris had become one immense 
entrenched camp. ‘The defensive preparations were being 
feverishly pushed forward, roads were intercepted, the houses 
in the military zone were razed to the ground, the two 
hundred guns of heavy calibre, and the two thousand five 
hundred others were utilised ; other cannon were cast, quite 
an arsenal springing into existence, thanks to the great 
patriotic efforts of Dorian, the Minister of Public Works. 
After the rupture of the negotiations of Ferriéres, when Jules 
Favre had acquainted the inhabitants with Count von 
Bismarck’s demands—the cession of Alsace, the surrender of 
the garrison of Strasburg, and the payment of a war indemnity 
of five milliards of francs,!—a cry of rage resounded, and 
everyone acclaimed the continuation of the war, the prolongation 
of resistance as a condition indispensable to the very existence 
of France. Even should there be no hope of victory, it was 
the duty of Paris to defend herself so that the country might 
live. 

One Sunday, at the close of September, Maurice was sent 
with a fatigue party to the other end of the city, and a fresh 
hope buoyed him up as he threaded the streets and crossed the 


1 One hundred and twenty millions sterling. 
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squares. It seemed to him that since the rout of Chatillon all 
hearts had been rising for the mighty task that had to be 
accomplished. Ah! that Paris, which he had known so intent 
upon enjoyment, so near to the most grievous faults, how 
simple he found it now—cheerfully brave, and ready for 
every sacrifice! Everybody was in uniform ; those who, as a 
rule, took the least interest in national affairs, now wore the 
képi of the National Guard. Like some gigantic clock whose 
works have broken, social life, industry, trade, business, had 
suddenly come to a standstill, and there remained but one 
passion—the resolution to conquer. It was the only subject 
that men talked of, that inflamed both their hearts and their 
heads, at the public meetings, during the guard-room vigils, 
and amid the crowds that incessantly gathered in the streets, 
barring both foot and road-ways. Men’s minds were carried 
away by the illusions thus diffused ; excessive tension was ex- 
posing them to the dangers of generous folly. Quite a crisis 
of sickly neurosis was already declaring itself, an epidemic 
fever of exaggerated fears as well as of exaggerated confidence, 
amid which a mere nothing sufliced to set the human animal 
loose. In the Rue des Martyrs, Maurice witnessed a scene 
which passionately excited him—a furious mob rushing to 
the assault of a lofty house, one of whose upmost windows had 
remained throughout the night brightly illumined by a lamp, 
which had evidently been intended as a signal to the Prussians 
stationed at Bellevue. Haunted by this belief in signals, some 
citizens virtually lived upon the housetops, watching all that 
went on around them. On the previous day, too, an unfortu- 
nate man had narrowly escaped being drowned in the orna- 
mental water in the Tuileries Garden, because he had spread 
a map of the city on a seat and consulted it. 

All Maurice’s confidence in the things in which he had 
formerly believed was shattered, and he, once so open-minded, 
was also succumbing to the mania of suspicion. Certainly he 
no longer despaired as he had done on the night of the panic 
of Chatillon, when he had anxiously wondered whether the 
French army would ever regain sufficient virility to fight ; no, 
the sortie of September 30 in the direction of L’Hay and 
Chevilly, that of October 13 when the Mobiles had carried | 
Bagneux, and that of October 21 when his regiment mo- 
mentarily secured possession of the park of La Malmaison, 
had restored all his confidence, that flame of hope which a spark 
sufficed to rekindle and which consumed him. Although the 
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Prussians had hitherto checked it upon every point, the army 
had none the less fought valiantly, and it might yet conquer. 
Maurice’s sufferings, however, were caused by Paris itself, 
which darted from extreme illusion to the deepest dis- 
couragement, ever haunted as it was, amid its thirst for 
victory, by an all-absorbing fear of treachery. After the 
Emperor and Marshal MacMahon, would not General Trochu 
and General Ducrot prove commanders of scant ability, un- 
conscious artisans of defeat? The same movement which 
had swept the Empire away—all the impatience of violent- 
minded men eager to assume power and save France— 
was now threatening the Government of National Defence. 
Jules Favre and its other members were indeed already more 
unpopular than the fallen ministers of Napoleon III. Since 
they would not conquer the Prussians, it was their duty to 
make way for others, for the revolutionaries, who were certain 
of conquering by decreeing the levée en masse, and by employing 
the inventors who offered to undermine the suburbs of the 
city or to annihilate the enemy with a torrent of Greek fire. 
On the eve of the rising of October 31 Maurice was thus 
consumed by that malady of the siege days compounded of 
distrust and illusion. He now lent a willing ear to fancies at 
which he would formerly have smiled. Why should they not 
be realisable? Were not imbecility and crime limitless ? 
Was there not a possibility of a miracle amid all the cata- 
strophes overturning the world? There was a flood of rancour 
within him which had been gathering since that night when, 
in front of Mulhausen, he had heard of the disaster of 
Freeschweiler ; and his heart bled at the thought of Sedan— 
Sedan, that raw wound, still sore, which opened and bled 
afresh at the tidings of the slightest reverse. Cast into a 
scaring, nightmare-like existence, no longer knowing if he 
were yet alive, he still suffered from the shock of each defeat ; 
his physical strength had been impoverished, his head weakened 
by that long period of hungry days and sleepless nights ; and 
the idea that so much suffering would but lead to another and 
an irremediable disaster fairly maddened him, transformed 
him, a man of culture, into a being governed merely by 
instinct, fallen into childhcod once more, and ever swayed 
and carried away by the impulse of the moment. Anything, 
everything, destruction, extermination rather than surrender 
a copper of the fortune or an inch of the territory of France ! 
The evolution at work within him, which, under the blow of 
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the first reverses, had swept away his faith in the Napoleonic 
legend—that sentimental Bonapartism which he had imbibed 
from his grandfather’s epic narratives—was now reaching 
completion. He no longer even believed in the theoretical, 
orderly Republic, he was already inclining to revolutionary 
violence and to the necessity of terror as the only means of 
sweeping away the imbeciles and traitors who were butchering 
their own country. And so he was heart and soul with the 
insurrectionists on October 31, when such disastrous tidings 
came pouring upon Paris in fast succession—the loss of Le 
Bourget, so gallantly carried by the Volunteers of the Press on 
the night of the 27th ; the arrival of M. Thiers at Versailles 
on his return from his journey to the European capitals, 
whence he had come, so it was reported, to treat for peace in 
the name of Napoleon III.; and finally the surrender of 
Metz, which, after the vague rumours which had _ been 
current, now became a frightful certainty, a supreme sledge- 
hammer blow, another but infinitely more shameful Sedan. 
And, on the morrow, when Maurice learnt of the occur- 
rences at the Hdtel-de- Ville—the insurrectionists momentarily 
victorious, the members of the Government detained captive 
until, the small hours of the morning and then only saved by 
a veering of the population, which, at first exasperated with 
them, had ultimately become anxious at thought of the 
triumph of the rising—he regretted the failure of the attempt, 
the failure to establish that Commune which might possibly 
have brought them salvation, with its call to arms, and its 
proclamation of the country in danger arousing all the 
classical memories of a free people determined not to perish, 
Thiers, for his part, did not even dare to enter the city, and 
on the rupture of the negotiations the Parisians all but ~illu- 
minated. 

Then the month of November went by amid feverish im- 
patience. Some trifling engagements were fought, in which 
Maurice took no part. He was now camping in the direction 
of St. Ouen, and at each opportunity he applied for leave, to 
satisfy his incessant craving for news. Like him, Paris was 
waiting anxiously. Political passions seemed to have been _ 
somewhat appeased by the election of the district mayors, — 
though it was noticeable that most of the successful candidates 
belonged to the extreme parties, an ominous symptom for the 
future. And that for which Paris was so anxiously waiting 
during this long lull, was the great sortie so incessantly called 
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for, the sortie which was to bring victory and deliverance. 
Of this, again, there was not the slightest doubt ; they would 
hurl back the Prussians and pass over them. | Preparations 
were being made on the peninsula of Gennevilliers, the point 
which was considered most favourable for the projected effort. 
But one morning there came a fit of mad delight at the good 
news of Coulmiers—Orleans retaken, the Army of the Loire 
marching upon Paris, and already camping, it was said, at 
Etampes. ‘Then everything was changed ; the Gennevilliers 
scheme, Trochu’s long meditated plan, was abruptly set aside 
since it would merely be necessary to join hands with the 
army of succour across the Marne. The military forces had 
by this time been reorganised, and three armies had been 
created—one composed of the battalions of the National Guard 
under the orders of General Clément Thomas ; the second, 
which General Ducrot was to conduct to the great attack, 
formed of the Thirteenth and Fourteenth Army Corps, rein- 
forced by the best men that could be picked out of the other 
forces ; and finally the third, the reserve army, composed almost 
entirely of Mobile Guards, and confided to General Vinoy. 
And when on November 28 Maurice came to bivouac with his 
regiment-—the 115th of the Line—in the wood of Vincennes, 
he entertained no doubt of the success of the effort. The 
three corps of the second army were all encamped there, and 
the men told one another that their appointment with the 
Army of the Loire was for the morrow at Fontainebleau. 


Then, immediately afterwards, came the customary ill-luck, the 


usual blunders, a sudden rising of the Marne which prevented 
the pontoon-bridges from being thrown across it, and regrettable 
orders which delayed the movements of the troops. On the 
following night the 115th of the Line was one of the first regi- 
ments to cross the river, and as early as ten o'clock, under a 
terrible fusillade, Maurice entered the village of Champigny. 
He was wild with excitement, and his chassepot burnt his 
fingers despite the bitter cold. iver since he had been on the 
march he had had but one desire, to continue going onward 
like that, onward, ever onward until he met his comrades of 
the provinces over yonder. But, beyond Champigny and Bry, 
the army had come upon the park-walls of Coeuilly and Villiers, 
walls more than five hundred yards in length, which the enemy 
had transformed into impregnable fortresses. They proved 
the limit, the obstacle that bravery was powerless to surmount. 
From that moment all was hesitation and retreat ; the third 
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corps’ movements having been delayed, the first and second, 
whose advance was already arrested, continued defending 
Champigny during a couple of days, but eventually had to 
abandon it during the night of December 2, having merely 
achieved a barren victory. That night the whole army re- 
turned to encamp under the trees of the wood of Vincennes, 
which were white with rime ; and Maurice, who could no 
longer even feel his feet, so numbed they were by the cold, lay 
with his face upon the frozen ground, and wept. 

Ah ! the sad dreary days which followed after the collapse of 
that great effort! The great sortie, so long in preparation, 
the irresistible onslaught which was to have delivered Paris, 
had failed ; and three days later a letter from General von 
Moltke announced that the Army of the Loire had again been 
defeated and compelled to abandon Orleans. The fetters en- 
compassing the city were being drawn tighter and tighter, as 
it were, and henceforth there was no possibility of breaking 
through them. ‘Yet Paris, in the delirium of despair, seemed 
to acquire a fresh resistive strength. Famine was beginning 
to threaten the inhabitants. Since the middle of October 
meat had been rationed. In December not a beast remained 
of the great droves of oxen and flocks of sheep which had been 
turned into the Bois de Boulogne amid the clouds of dust raised 
by their continuous tramping; and now the horses were being 
slaughtered. The Government supplies, and the private stores 
of flour and grain which had been requisitioned, had been 
calculated to yield sufficient bread for four months. When 
the flour was all consumed it became necessary to erect mills 
in the railway stations. There was also a dearth of fuel, and 
such little as remained was reserved for grinding the grain, 
baking the bread, and manufacturing weapons. And yet 
Paris, without gas, with her streets lighted merely by petroleum - 
lamps, few and far between, Paris shivering under her icy 
mantle, Paris, whose black bread and horseflesh were doled out 
to her in infinitesimal quantities, continued hoping—hoping 
despite everything, talking of Faidherbe in the north, of 
Chanzy on the Loire, and of Bourbaki in the east, as though 
some prodigy were about to bring these commanders victorious 
under the ramparts, The crowds which waited in the snow 
outside the bakers’ and butchers’ shops still chatted gaily at 
times over the news of some great imaginary victory. Indeed, 
after the short fit of despondency which followed upon each 
defeat, the same tenacious illusions would spring to life again, 
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and flare yet higher and higher among that mass of people 
whom suffering and hunger filled with hallucinations. One 
day, a soldier who had spoken of surrender, was almost 
massacred by the bystanders on the Place du Chateau d’Eau. 
The troops, whose courage was exhausted and who felt the end 
approaching, asked for peace, but the inhabitants still clamoured 
for the sortie en masse, the torrential sortie, when the entire 
population, men, women, and even children, were to rush upon 
the Prussians, like a vast overflowing stream which throws 
everything down and sweeps it away. 

And Maurice now kept apart from his comrades, avoiding 
them, and experiencing a growing hatred of his soldier’s call- 
ing which penned him up idle and useless under the shelter of 
Mont Valérien. And thus he availed himself of every oppor- 
tunity that presented itself, invented all possible pretexts to 
obtain leave, and hurried with more haste than ever into that 
Paris where his heart had fixed its abode. He only found 
peace of mind when he was in the midst of the thronging 
masses ; he tried to force himself to hope as the mob hoped. 
He often went to witness the ascent of the balloons which 
every few days were sent up from the Northern and Orleans 
railway stations, with a freight of carricr pigeons, despatches, 
and letters. The bailoons ascended and were lost to sight in 
the cheerless wintry sky ; and the hearts of the onlookers 
became heavy with anguish whenever the wind wafted them in 
the direction of Germany. Many of them must have been 
lost. Maurice had written twice to his sister Henriette, but 
he did not know if she had received his letters. His recollec- 
tions of her and of Jean were now so far away from him, 
in the depths of that vast world whence nothing came, that 
he now thought of those dear ones but seldom, and then as 
of affections which he had left behind him in some other life. 
There was no room for them in his being now, it was filled to 
overflowing with the ceaseless tempest of despondency and 
excitement amid which he lived. Then, in the early days of 
January, he found fresh food for his exasperation in the bom- 
bardment of the districts on the left bank of the Seine. He 
had ended by ascribing the dilatoriness of the Germans in this 
respect to humanitarian reasons, though it was simply due to 
the difficulties they encountered in conveying their siege-guns 
through France and getting them into position. And now 
that a shell had killed two little girls at the Val-de-Grace 


hospital, Maurice felt unbounded scorn and hatred for those 
Tok 
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barbarians who murdered children and threatened to burn 
down the public museums and libraries. However, after the 
first few days of fright, Paris had resumed, under the bombs, 
its life of unfaltering heroism. 

Since the reverse of Champigny, there had only been one 
more abortive attempt at a sortie, made in the direction of 
Le Bourget, and on the evening when the plateau of Avron 
had to be evacuated, under the fire of the heavy guns 
pounding away at the forts, Maurice shared the violent fit of 
exasperation which spread throughout the city. At this 
juncture the growing discontent which threatened to sweep 
away General Trochu and the Government of National Defence 
acquired such intensity that the rulers of the city were com- 
pelled to attempt a supreme and hopeless effort. Why indeed 
did they refuse to lead the three hundred thousand National 
Guards into the field, the National Guards who did not cease 
offering themselves and claiming their share of peril? It was 
the torrential sortie clamoured for since the very outset, Paris 
opening her flood-gates and drowning the Prussians beneath 
the colossal torrent of her people. Despite the certainty of 
a fresh defeat, it became necessary to accede to this gallant 
prayer ; but in order to limit the slaughter, the commanders 
contented themselves with adjoining to the regular troops the 
fifty-nine marching battalions of the National Guard. And 
the eve of January 19 was like a féfe: an enormous crowd 
thronged the Boulevards and the Champs-Elysées, watching 
the regiments as they marched along headed by their bands, 
and singing patriotic refrains. Children and women accom- 
panied them, and men sprang upon the benches to shout their 
ardent prayers for victory. Then, on the morrow, the entire 
population betook itself to the neighbourhood of the Are-de- 
Triomphe, and a wild hope inflamed it when in the course 
of the morning the tidings arrived of the occupation of 
Montretout. Epic-like narratives circulated concerning the 
irresistible dash of the National Guards ; the Prussians were _ 
overcome, Versailles itself would be captured before the’ 
evening. And then, what a collapse there was when the 
inevitable repulse became known ‘at nightfall! Whilst the: 
left wing of the army was occupying Montretout, the central - 
column, after making its way beyond the outer wall of Buzenval 
Park, was shattered in its efforts to carry a second inner wall 
which it encountered. There had been a thaw, moreover, a 
persistent fine rain had drenched the roads, and the guns, 
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those guns cast by public subscription, the pride and the hope 
of Paris, were unable to come up. On the right, too, General] 
Ducrot’s column, brought into action much too late, was still 
lagging into the rear. The effort could be carried no further, 
and General Trochu had to give orders for a general retreat. 
Montretout was abandoned, St. Cloud was abandoned and set 
on fire by the Prussians. And when black night had fallen 
the whole horizon was illumined by the glow of that immense 
conflagration. 

This time Maurice himself felt that it was all over. 
During four hours, under the galling fire from the Prussian 
entrenchments, he had remained in the park of Buzenval with 
some of the National Guards, whose courage he greatly praised 
when he returned into the city a few days afterwards. They 
had indeed conducted themselves bravely. That being so, was 
not the defeat necessarily due to the imbecility and treachery 
of the commanders? In the Rue de Rivoli he met bands of 
men shouting ‘ Down with Trochu !’ and ‘ Vivela Commune !’ 
Another awakening of the revolutionary passions had come, a 
fresh propulsion of public opinion of such a disquieting character 
that, to avoid being swept away, the Government of National 
Defence thought it necessary to compel General Trochu to 
resign his command and set General Vinoy in his place. That 
same day, at a public meeting at Belleville, Maurice again 
heard a demand for an attack en masse. It was a mad idea, 
and he knew it, yet his heart again began beating more rapidly, 
in presence of this obstinate resolve to fight and conquer. 
When all is ended, should not the impossible be attempted ? 

- Throughout the night he dreamt of prodigies. 

Then another long week went by. Paris was agonising 
uncomplainingly. The shops were no longer opened, the few 
foot passengers no longer met a single vehicle in the deserted 
streets. Forty thousand horses had been eaten ; dogs, cats, 
and rats were fetching high prices. Since the dearth of wheat 
had set in, the bread, partially compounded of rice and oats, 
was black, viscous, and difficult of digestion ; and the inter- 
minable ‘ waits’ outside the bakers’ shops to obtain the three 
hundred grammes of bread! to which each person’s daily 
ration was limited, were becoming mortal. Ah ! those grievous 

‘waits’ of the siege days, those poor women shivering under 
_ the downpour, with their feet in the icy slush—all the heroic 
_wretchedness of the great city still bent upon not surrendering. 


1 Equivalent to rather more than 105 0zs.—TZ7ans. , 
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The death-rate had increased threefold,! the theatres had been 
turned into ambulances. At nightfall the once luxurious 
fashionable quarters fell into a dreary quietness, into dense 
obscurity, like districts of some accursed city smitten by 
pestilence. And amid the silence and obscurity, you heard 
but the far-off, continuous crash of the bombardment, and 
saw but the flashes of the guns setting the wintry sky aglow. 

All at once, on January 26, Paris became aware that for a 
couple of days past Jules Favre had been negotiating with 
Count von Bismarck for an armistice ; and at the same time 
it learnt that there only remained sufficient bread for another 
ten days, barely the period requisite for the revictualling of 
the city. Capitulation had become a brutal necessity. In its 
stupor at thus at last learning the truth, Paris mournfully 
allowed the Government to act as it listed. That same day, 
at midnight, the last cannon shot was fired. And, on the 
29th, when the Germans had occupied the forts, Maurice 
came inside the ramparts with the 115th and encamped in the 
neighbourhood of Montrouge. Then began an aimless kind 
of life, made up of idleness and feverish unrest. Discipline 
was greatly relaxed, the soldiers disbanded and roamed about, 
waiting to be sent home again. He, however, remained in a 
wild excited state, prompt to taking offence at the slightest 
provocation, his disquietude ever ready to turn into exaspera- 
tion. He devoured the revolutionary newspapers, and that 
three weeks’ armistice, concluded for the sole purpose of 
allowing France to elect an Assembly which was to pronounce 
upon the conclusion of peace or the continuance of war, 
seemed to him a delusion and a snare, a final, supreme act of 
treachery. Even if Paris were forced to capitulate, he, like | 
Gambetta, was in favour of continuing the war on the Loire 
and in the North. The disasters which overtook the Army of 
the East, forgotten, compelled to take refuge in Switzerland, 
enraged him. And then the result of the elections brought 
his fury to a climax ; it was just as he had foreseen, the cowardly 
provinces, irritated by the resistance of Paris, hankered for 
peace at any price, so that they might bring back the 
monarchy, even under the Prussian guns. After the first 


1 During the last week in December the number of deaths from 
natural causes alone was already 3,280, and during the week ending 
January 21 it had risen to 4,465, an average of 115 per thousand | 
And at the same time the wounded were dying off ‘like rotten sheep’ 
in the ambulances.— Trans. 
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sittings of the Assembly at Bordeaux, Thiers, elected in six- 
and-twenty departments, chosen chief of the executive by 
acclamation, became in his eyes a monster, the man of every 
he and every crime. And nothing could now calm him—the 
peace which was concluded by the monarchical Assembly 
seemed to him a climax of shame ; he became delirious at the 
mere thought of those harsh conditions, the indemnity of five 
milliards of francs, Metz given up, Alsace abandoned, the 
gold and the blood of France pouring forth from that wound 
opened in her flank, and never to be healed! 

Then, during the last days of February, Maurice made up 
his mind to desert. One clause of the treaty specified that 
the soldiers encamped in Paris should be disarmed and sent 
home. He did not wait for this, however ; it seemed to him 
that it would rend his heart asunder if he were compelled to 
quit that glorious Paris, which hunger alone had been able to 
subdue. So he took himself off, and rented, in a six-storeyed 
house in the Rue des Orties, atop of the Butte des Moulins,! 
a little furnished room, akin to a belvedere, whence he could 
gaze over the sea of roofs and chimneys, from the Tuileries to 
the Bastille. An old fellow-student of the Law School had 
lent him a hundred francs. Moreover, as soon as he had 
secured a lodging, he entered himself in one of the battalions 
of the National Guard, resolved to content himself with the 
pay of a franc and a half per day allowed to the citizen 
soldiery. The idea of leading a quiet, egotistical life in the 
provinces horrified him. Even the letters which he received 
from his sister Henriette, to whom he had written directly the 
armistice was concluded, angered him with their pressing 
entreaties, the ardent desire they expressed that he would 
come and rest at Remilly. He refused to do so—he would 
only go there later on, when no Prussians were left there. 

And Maurice now led a vagabond, lazy life, in a state 
of increasing feverishness. He no longer suffered from hunger ; 
he had devoured the first white bread he could procure with 
delight. Paris, where there had never been any dearth either 
of wine or brandy, was now living in plenty, sinking, too, into 
incorrigible dipsomania. Still, it was always a prison, with 


1 Neither the Rue des Orties nor the hill known as the Butte des 
Moulins now exists, both having been swept away to make room for the 
Avenue de Opéra, the lower portion of which runs across the spot 
where the Butte, with its few dingy, narrow streets formerly rose.— 


Trans. 
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its gates guarded by the Germans, and so many complicated 
formalities in force that people were unable to leave. There 
had as yet been no resumption of social life ; there was still no 
work, no business transactions were engaged in, and cooped 
within the ramparts there was a whole people waiting in sus- 
pense and doing nothing, losing its last habits of regular, orderly 
life, whilst it vegetated in the bright sunshine of that budding 
springtime. During the siege there had at least been the 
military service to tire men’s limbs and occupy their minds, 
whereas now the population, in the isolation in which it still 
found itself, had all at once slipped into a life of absolute idle- 
ness. Maurice, like most others, jounged about from morn to 
eve, breathing the vitiated atmosphere, now thoroughly im- 
pregnated with all the germs of madness which for months 
past had been ascending from the mob. The unlimited liberty 
which prevailed completed the universal destruction. Maurice 
read the papers, attended the public meetings, shrugged his 
shoulders at the more preposterous speeches, but, nevertheless, 
returned home with his brain full of violent ideas, ready to 
engage in any desperate deed for the defence of what he 
believed to be truth and justice. And in his little room, 
whence he overlooked the city, he still indulged in dreams of 
victory, telling himself that France, the Republic, might yet 
be saved, so long as the treaty of peace was not finally 
signed. 

The Prussians were to enter Paris on March 1, and when 
this became known a long howl of execration and wrath 
went up from every heart. Maurice never attended a public 
meeting now without hearing the Assembly, Thiers, and the 
Men of the Fourth of September charged with the responsi- 
bility of this crowning affront, from which, it was asserted, 
they had not tried to spare the heroic city.! He himself 
became so frenzied one evening that he made a speech and 
shouted that all Paris ought to go and die upon the ramparts, 
rather than allow a single Prussian to enter the capital. Amid 
this population, maddened by long months of misery and 
hunger, reduced to absolute idleness, unable to shake off its 
painful thoughts, consumed by suspicion, and fearful of 
phantoms of its own creation, the insurrectionary movement 


1 Thiers did try to spare it, and Count von Bismarck in the . 
Emperor William’s name offered to forego the triumphal entry if 
Belfort were surrendered to Germany. But this proposal was rejected _ 
by Thiers, to his everlasting credit.—TZrans. 
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grew and spread, made all its preparations in the full light of 
day. It was one of those moral crises which have followed 
upon all great sieges, when excessive patriotism, deceived in 
its hopes and expectations, after vainly inflaming men’s minds, 
becomes changed into a blind longing for violence and 
destruction. The Central Committee, elected by the dele- 
gates of the National Guard, had just protested against any 
attempt at disarming the citizen soldiery. A great demon- 
stration had followed on the Place de la Bastille, with red 
flags, incendiary speeches, an immense concourse of people, 
and, as a climax, the murder of a wretched detective, who was 
flung into the canal and stoned until he drowned. And forty- 
eight hours later, on the night of February 26, Maurice, 
aroused by the beating of the ‘assembly’ and the ringing of 
the tocsin, met bands of men and women dragging cannon 
along the Boulevard des Batignolles. And he too, with a 
score of other men, harnessed himself to one of the guns, on 
hearing that the people had been to fetch this artillery from 
the Place Wagram, so that the Assembly might not hand it 
over to the Prussians, There were altogether a hundred and 
seventy pieces, and for lack of horses the people dragged them 
along with ropes, pushed them with their fists till. they 
brought them to the summit of Montmartre, with the fierce 
impetuosity of some barbarian horde saving its idols from 
destruction. When on March 1 the Prussians had to content 
themselves with occupying the district of the Champs-Elysées, 
penned up there within barriers like a herd of anxious con- 
querors, Paris put on a lugubrious aspect and did not stir ; 
its streets were deserted, its houses closed—the whole city 
remained lifeless, shrouded, as it were, in a huge veil of 
mourning. 

Two more weeks went by, and Maurice no longer knew 
how he was living during this long wait for the indeterminate, 
monstrous something whose approach he could divine. Peace 
was now definitely concluded, the Assembly was to take up its 
quarters at Versailles on March 20 ; but to Maurice it seemed 
that nothing was yet ended, that some frightful revanche was 
at hand. Whilst he was dressing on the morning of March 
18, he received a letter from Henriette, in which she again 
begged him to join her at Remilly, affectionately threatening 
to go to fetch him if he should delay his coming much longer. 
And then she referred to Jean, and related how, after leaving 
her at the end of December to join the Army of the North, he 
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had fallen ill of a low fever and had been nursed in a Belgian 
hospital ; and he had written to her, only the previous week, to 
say that in spite of his weakness he was about to start for 
Paris with the intention of seeking active service again. 
Henriette concluded by asking her brother to give her full 
particulars concerning Jean as soon as he had seenhim. Then 
Maurice, with this letter lying open before his eyes, fell into a 
tender reverie. Henriette, Jean, his fondly loved sister, his 
brother bound to him by ties of mutual misery and succour ; 
ah ! how far those dear ones were from his daily thoughts, 
now that the tempest was ever raging within him ! 

However, as his sister informed him that she had been 
unable to give Jean his address in the Rue des Orties, he 
determined to try and find his friend that same day, by applying 
at the War Office. But he was barely out of the house, just 
crossing the Rue St. Honoré in fact, when two comrades of 
his battalion acquainted him with what had happened during 
the night and early morning at Montmartre. And all three 
then started off thither at the double-quick, half out of their 
senses. 

Ah ! that 18th of March, with what fatal excitement did 
it inflame Maurice! Later on he could not clearly remember 
what he had done or said that day. Looking backward, he 
first beheld himself galloping along in a state of fury—fury at 
thought of the surprise which the troops had attempted that 
morning before daybreak, with the view of recapturing the 
guns of Montmartre, and thus disarming Paris. Evidently 
enough, Thiers, who had recently arrived from Bordeaux, had 
for two days past been planning this stroke, the object of 
which was to enable the Assembly to proclaim the monarchy 
at Versailles. Next Maurice beheld himself at Montmartre 
at about nine o’clock, fired by the narratives of victory which 
were recounted to him—how the troops had come stealing up 
in the darkness ; how the arrival of the teams which were to 
have removed the guns had been delayed ; how the National 
Guards had thereupon rushed to arms ; and how the soldiers 
loth to fire on women and children, had eventually hoisted 
the butt-ends of their chassepots and fraternised with the 
people. Then he beheld himself roaming through Paris at ran- 
dom, already realising by mid-day that the city belonged to the 
Commune, although there had been no battle. Thiers and the 
ministers, however, had fled from the Ministry of Foreign 
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Affairs, where they had been assembled in council, the Govern- 
ment rushed helter-skelter to Versailles, and the thirty thousand 
troops of the garrison were led away in all haste, though not 
without leaving over five thousand deserters on the road. 
Then Maurice beheld himself at about half-past five at a corner 
on the outer Boulevards, loitering among a group of ruffians 
and listening without any feeling of indignation to the abomi- 
nable story of the murder of Generals Lecomte and Clément 
Thomas. Generals, indeed! He remembered those of Sedan, 
incapable humbugs who only thought of taking all the blanket 
to themselves !_ One the more or one the less, verily, that was 
a matter of little consequence! And he had spent the 
remainder of the day in the same wildly excited state, no 
longer capable of seeing things as they really were, transported 
by this insurrection which the very paving stones seemed to 
have favoured, which, in the unforeseen fatality of its triumph, 
had spread and at one stroke secured power, placing the Hotel- 
de-Ville, at ten o’clock that same night, in the hands of the 
members of the Central Committee, who were amazed to 
find themselves assembled there. 

Confused as were these memories in Maurice’s mind, he 
retained a precise recollection of one incident—his unexpected 
meeting with Jean. The latter had reached Paris three days 
previously, penniless, still wan and enfeebled by the fever 
which during two long months had kept him in a hospital at 
Brussels ; and meeting a former captain of his old regiment, 
Captain Ravaud, he had at once joined the company which 
this officer now commanded in the 124th of the Line. He had 
secured his old rank of corporal, and on the evening of the 
insurrection he had just left the Prince-Eugéne barracks with 
his squad, the last of the regiment, in view of reaching the left 
bank of the Seine, where the entire army had received orders 
to concentrate, when he and his men were suddenly stopped 
by the crowd assembled on the Boulevard St. Martin. Shouts 
were raised, and there was a talk of disarming the soldiers, 
With perfect coolness, however, Jean requested the mob to let 
him alone ; all this business did not concern him, said he ; he 
simply wished to carry out his orders without hurting anyone. 
But all at once a glad cry of surprise rang out, and Maurice, 
who was among the crowd and had drawn near, threw himself 
on his friend’s neck, embracing him fraternally. 

‘What! is it you?’ said the young fellow. ‘My sister 
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wrote to me about you, and I wished to go to the Ministry this 
morning to inquire after you.’ 

Big tears of joy had gathered in Jean’s eyes. ‘Ah! my 
poor youngster ; how pleased I am to see you!’ he replied. ‘I 
myself have been wanting to find you, but where could I go 
and look for you in this confounded big place ?’ 

The crowd, meantime, was still growling angrily, and 
Maurice turned round to appease it. ‘Let me talk to them, 
citizens !’ said he. ‘They are good fellows and I'll answer for 
them.’ Then, grasping his friend’s hands, he added in a lower 
voice : ‘You will stay with us, won’t you ?’ 

Jean’s face assumed an expression of deep surprise. ‘Stay 
with you—what do you mean ?’ 

Then for a moment he listened to Maurice while the latter 
railed against the Government and the army, recalled all that 
they had suffered together in past times, and explained that the 
people was at last about to become the master and would 
punish both traitors and cowards and save the Republic. 
And by degrees, as Jean strove to understand it all, his calm 
peasant’s face darkened with increasing sorrow: ‘Ah! no, 
no, youngster, I can’t stay, if it’s for such fine work as that 
besides, my captain ordered me to take my men to Vaugirard, 
and Iam going there. If thunderbolts were falling, there I 
should go all the same. It’s only natural, you know it is, 
yourself.’ He had begun to laugh in his simple way, and 
added : ‘It’s you that must come with us.’ 

But with a gesture of furious dissent Maurice released his 
hold on Jean’s hands. And for a few seconds they stood 
there face to face—one a prey to all the exasperation born of 
that fit of insanity which had taken possession of Paris, that 
malady of distant origin, sprung from the bad leaven of the 
late reign ; the other, strong in his practical common-sense and 
ignorance, still healthy because he had grown apart in the 
soil of labour and thrift. Yet they were brothers, a strong 
tie bound them together, and they felt as though they were being 


wrenched asunder when a swaying of the crowd suddenly 
parted them, 


‘Till we meet again, Maurice !” 

‘Till we meet again, Jean !’ 

It was a regiment of infantry, the 79th of the Line, which, 
debouching in a compact mass from a side street, had just 
thrown the mob back upon the footways. There was again 
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some shouting and hooting, but none were bold enough to bar 
the road to the soldiers, whose officers were urging them along. 
And the little squad of the 124th, thus extricated from the 
mob, was able to follow in the wake of the regiment without 
further hindrance. 

‘Till we meet again, Jean !’ 

‘Till we meet again, Maurice !’ 

Again did they wave their hands, yielding to the fatality 
of that violent parting, but with their hearts still full of one 
another. 

During the ensuing days Maurice at first forgot this 
incident, so absorbing were the extraordinary events which 
now followed one upon another in fast succession. On the 
19th Paris awoke without a Government ; still, it was more 
surprised than frightened on learning how panic had carried 
off the army, the public services, and the ministers to Versailles 
during tbe night ; and, as the weather was magnificent that 
fine March Sunday, the city simply streamed into the streets 
to gaze at the barricades. A large white placard emanating 
from the Central Committee, and convoking the population for 
the Communal elections, appeared a very sensible production, 
People merely expressed surprise at finding it signed by names 
so utterly unknown. At the dawn of the Commune, indeed, 
Paris, in the bitter memory of all that it had suffered, in the 
suspicions also which ever haunted it, was hostile to Versailles. 


_ Absolute anarchy, moreover, prevailed ; the district mayors 


and the Central Committee contending for authority, and 
the former making ineffectual efforts at conciliation, whilst 
the latter, as yet uncertain whether it could rely upon the 
entire federated National Guard, modestly limited its demands 
to municipal liberty. The shots fired at the pacific demon- 
stration of the Place Venddme, the few victims who then fell, 
staining the pavement with their blood, sent the first thrill of 
terror circulating through the city. And whilst the trium- 
phant insurrection was at last taking possession of all the 
ministries and public departments, equal rage and alarm 
prevailed at Versailles, where the Government was _ hastily 
gathering together sufficient military forces to repel the attack 
which it felt to be imminent. The most reliable troops of the 
armies of the North and of the Loire were speedily summoned ; 
and, ten days having sufficed to collect a force of nearly eighty 
thousand men, confidence returned so rapidly that already on 
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April 2 a couple of divisions opened hostilities by taking the 
suburbs of Puteaux and Courbevoie from the Federals. ! 

It was only on the morrow that Maurice, who had set out with 
his battalion to effect the capture of Versailles, again beheld 
Jean’s sorrowful countenance rise up amid hisfeverish souvenirs. 
The attack of the Versaillese had stupefied and exasperated the 
National Guard, and three columns of the latter, some fifty 
thousand men, had poured forth from Paris early that morn- 
ing, rushing towards Versailles by way of Bougival and Meudon 
with the design of seizing the monarchical Assembly and the 
murderer Thiers! “Iwas the torrential sortie, the sortve so 
ardently demanded during the siege, and Maurice wondered 
where he should again see Jean, whether it would not be over 
yonder among the corpses on the battle-field? But the rout 
came too promptly for his surmises ; his battalion had barely 
reached the Plateau des Bergéres, on the road to Reuil, when 
some shells, fired from the fort of Mont Valérien, fell among 
the ranks. For a moment perfect stupor prevailed ; some of 
the men had imagined that the fort was held by their 
comrades, whilst others averred that the commander had 
promised that he would not fire. Then a mad terror took 
possession of the Federals, the battalions disbanded and 
scurried back into Paris, whilst the head of the column, cut 
off by a turning movement which General Vinoy promptly 
effected, only reached Reuil to be cut to pieces there. 

Maurice, who had escaped from the slaughter unharmed, 
and was thrilled with the emotion of fighting, now nourished 
intense hatred for that so-called government of law and order, 
which, beaten by the Prussians in every encounter, could only 
muster up courage to conquer Paris. And the German armies 
were still there, encamped on the north-eastern side of the 
city from St. Denis to Charenton, and gazing on that fine 
spectacle of a nation’s Downfall! In the gloomy passion for 
destruction which was gaining upon him, Maurice approved of 
the first violent measures to which the Commune resorted, the 
erection of barricades in the streets and squares, the arrest of 
the hostages, the Archbishop, the priests, and the ex-fune- 
tionaries. Atrocities were already being perpetrated on either 
side; Versailles shot its prisoners, whilst Paris decreed that 
for the head of each of its soldiers the heads of three hostages 


1 This appellation was for brevity’s sake bestowed on the Federated’ 
National Guards serving the Commune, whilst the Government troops 
were habitually called the Versaillese.—Z7ans. 
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should fall ; and the little reason which Maurice still retained, 
after so many shocks and so much havoc, was speedily swept 
away by the blast of fury now blowing from every side. In 
his eyes the Commune appeared as the Avenger of all the 
shame and degradation that had been endured, as the Liberator 
armed with the knife to amputate and the flame to purify. 
All this was not quite clear in his mind ; the cultured being 
yet lingering within him merely evoked the old classical 
memories of triumphant free cities, and federations of rich 
provinces imposing their will upon the world. Should Paris 
prove victorious, he pictured her crowned with an aureole of 
glory, building up a new France where justice and liberty would 
reign supreme, and organising a new society after first sweeping 
away the rotten remnants of the old. To tel] the truth, when 
the elections were over, he felt some surprise on reading the 
names of the members of the Commune ; so extraordinary was 
the mingling of Moderates, Revolutionaries, and Socialists of 
all sects, to whom the mighty task was confided. He knew 
several of these men, and esteemed them to be of very limited 
attainments. And would not even the best of them come into 
collision and neutralise one another’s efforts, representing as 
they did such conflicting principles? However, on the day 
when the Commune was solemnly installed in office at the 
Hotel-de- Ville, whilst the guns were booming and the trophies 
of red flags were flapping in the breeze, he strove to forget 
everything, buoyed up once more by boundless hope. And, 
fanned by the lies of some and the unquestioning faith of 
others, his illusions were all revived in this acute stage of his 
malady, which was now fast reaching a climax. 

Maurice spent the entire month of April in the neighbour- 
bourhood of Neuilly, firing away at the Versaillese. The 
spring was an early one, and the lilacs were already blooming ; 
they fought amid the tender greenery of the villa gardens, and 
some National Guards would return home at nightfall with 
nosegays in their gun-barrels, The troops assembled at 
Versailles were now so numerous that they had been divided 
into two armies, the first actively engaged under Marshal 
MacMahon, and the second forming a reserve force, commanded 
by General Vinoy. The Commune, on its side, had about 
one hundred thousand mobilised National Guards, and nearly 
as many men in the sedentary battalions, but of all these 
not more than fifty thousand really fought. And day by 
day the plan of the Versaillese became more and more evident ; 
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after taking Neuilly they had occupied the chateau of Bécon 
and then Asniéres, but simply with a view of bringing the 
line of investment closer to the city, which they purposed 
entering by the Point-du-Jour, as soon as they could force the 
rampart there by means of the converging fire of Mont-Valérien 
and the fort of Issy. Mont-Valérien belonged to them, and 
all their efforts were directed towards capturing the fort of 
Issy, in attacking which they availed themselves of some of 
the works which had been thrown up by the Prussians during 
the late siege. 

After the middle of April the cannonade and fusillade 
went on without a pause. At Levallois and Neuilly an end- 
less combat was kept up, a skirmishing fire which rattled unin- 
terruptedly by day and night alike. Heavy guns, mounted 
upon armour-plated carriages, travelled along the circular 
railway line, and fired over the roofs of Levallois at Asniéres. 
But it was at Vanves and at Issy that the cannonade proved 
fiercest, all the window-panes on that side of Paris rattled as 
they had done during the most terrible days of the German 
siege. And on May 9, when, after a first alert, the fort of 
Issy finally fell into the possession of the Versaillese, the 
defeat of the Commune became a certainty, and a fit of panic 
impelled its members to the most evil resolutions. 

Maurice approved of the creation of a Committee of Public 
Safety. Pages of history returned to his mind ; had not the 
hour struck for energetic measures to be adopted if the country 
were to be saved? Of all the many acts of violence, there was 
but one which wrung his heart with a secret anguish—the 
destruction of the Venddme Column. In vain did he reproach 
himself for this feeling, this childish weakness as he deemed it ; 
his grandfather’s voice still rang in his ears telling him tales 
of battle—Marengo, Austerlitz, Jena, Eylau, Friedland, 
Wagram, the Moskowa—all those epic narratives which 
thrilled him yet. But it was different when the question was 
one of demolishing the house of that murderer, Thiers, of de- 
taining the hostages as a guarantee and a menace, for were 
not acts like these fitting reprisals now that the rage of 
Versailles against Paris had increased to such a pitch that the 
city was being bombarded, and that shells were plunging 
through the house-roofs and killing women ? That sombre longing 
for destruction mounted to his brain as the end of his dream 
drew nigh. If the principle of justice and retribution were 
destined to be annihilated in bloodshed might the ground open 
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and everything be transformed by one of those cosmical con- 
vulsions that have renewed the life of the world! Might Paris 
fall, burn likea huge sacrificial pyrerather than beagain delivered 
over to its vice and its misery, to that old rotten social system 
that had ever upheld abominable injustice ! And he dreamed 
another great gloomy dream—the giant city reduced to cinders, 
naught left but smoking embers on both banks of the river, a 
nameless, unparalleled catastrophe whence a new people would 
arise. And thus he took a more and more feverish interest in 
the wild reports which circulated : whole districts undermined, 
the catacombs chokefull of gunpowder, everything ready to 
blow up the public monuments ; electric wires connecting the 
mines so that a single spark would at the same moment ignite 
them all; vast stores of inflammable products gathered 
together, especially petroleum, enough to turn the streets and 
squares into rivers and seas of flame. The Commune had 
sworn it—if the Versaillese should enter the city, not one of 
them would pass beyond the barricades blocking the crossways, 
the pavements would open, the edifices would crumble, Paris 
would flare from end to end and swallow up a world ! 

And if Maurice began clinging to this wild dream, it was 
because of his secret discontent with the Communeitself. He 
despaired of the men composing it, felt them to be incompetent, 
pulled this way and that by conflicting views and interests, grow- 
ing more and more exasperated, losing their heads, and lapsing 
into imbecility as their peril gradually increased. Of all the 
social reforms to which the Commune was pledged, it had 
been unable to realise a single one ; and it was already certain 
that it would leave no durable work behind it. But the great 
evil from which it suffered was the rivalry tearing it asunder, 
the mutual suspicion which consumed each of its members. 
Many of them, the Moderates, the timid ones, had already 
ceased taking any part in the deliberations. The others acted 
on the spur of the moment, as events might suggest, trembled 
at the prospect of a possible dictatorship, had reached indeed 
that phase when the factions of revolutionary assemblies ex- 
terminate one another in the hope of saving the Common- 
wealth. After Cluseret, after Dombrowski, it became Rossel’s 
turn to be suspected. Delescluze, appointed civil delegate at 
War, could himself do nothing, despite his great authority. 
And on the other hand the social effort, of which there had 
been just a faint glimpse, subsided to insignificance, proved 
utterly abortive amid the hourly increasing isolation of these 
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men, rendered powerless by dissension and reduced to acts of 
despair. 

Terror was rising in Paris. Irritated, at first, against 
Versailles, shuddering at memory of the sufferings of the 
siege, the city was now detaching itself from the Commune. 
The compulsory enrolment, the decree incorporating every 
man under forty years of age in the insurrectionary forces, 
had angered people of calm minds and caused a flight en 
masse ; some folks went off by way of St. Denis, disguised 
and provided with spurious Alsatian passports,’ others with 
the help of ropes and ladders let themselves down into the 
ditch of the fortifications on dark nights. The wealthy 
people of the middle class had long since taken themselves off. 
Not a factory, not a workshop had reopened its doors. There 
was no trade, no work, the old life of idleness continued 
during that anxious wait for the inevitable ending. And the 
people—the poorer classes—still lived upon the paltry pay 
allowed to each National Guard—that france and a half per 
diem paid from the millions which were now being requisitioned 
from the Bank of France, that franc and a half for the sake of 
which alone many men still continued fighting, and which was 
really one of the primary causes, the why and wherefore of 
the insurrection. Entire districts had become depopulated, 
the shops were shut, the house-fronts lifeless. And in the 
deserted streets under the warm sun of that lovely month of 
May, there was nothing to look at but the funerals of Federals 
who had been killed in action—processions unaccompanied by 
any priest, but fraught with a barbaric pomp, the hearses draped 
with red flags and followed by crowds wearing ‘button-holes’ 
of immortelles. The churches, closed for purposes of worship, 
became transformed every evening into political club-rooms. 
Only revolutionary newspapers were published, all the others 
had been suppressed. And all this was tantamount to the 
destruction of Paris, that great, ill-fated Paris which, like the 
Republican capital it was, still retained a feeling of repulsion 
for the Assembly, even while its terror of the Commune, and 
its impatience to be delivered from it, grew and spread amid 
all the alarming rumours that circulated—rumours of the 
daily arrest of hostages, and of barrels of gunpowder lowered 
into the sewers, where men were said to watch with lighted 
torches waiting for a signal. 


‘ The translator enabled several French friends to get out of Paris 
at this time by lending them, in turn, his English passport.—Zyans, 
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_ And at this stage Maurice, who hitherto had never been 
inclined to drink, found himself caught and submerged as it 
were in the universal intoxication. At present, when he was 
on duty at some advanced post or spent the night in a guard- 
room, it frequently happened that he accepted a nip of brandy. 
And if he took a second nip excitement followed, fanned by 
the breath of his comrades as it blew past his face, reeking 
with alcoholic fumes. The drunkenness had become chronic, 
an all-invading epidemic, bequeathed by the first siege, ag- 
gravated by the second; for if the population had lacked 
bread it had always possessed brandy and wine in profusion, 
and had so saturated itself with drink, that the merest drop 
now sufficed to make it delirious. For the first time in his 
life, on the evening of Sunday, May 21, Maurice came back 
drunk to his lodging in the Rue des Orties, where he still slept 
from time to time. He had again spent the day at Neuilly, 
firing at the Versaillese and drinking with his comrades in 
the hope of surmounting the intense weariness which was 
overpowering him. Then with his head in a fog and his 
limbs exhausted, he had come and thrown himself on the bed 
in his little room, led thither by instinct, for he never remem- 
bered how he had managed to make the journey. And on*the 
following morning the sun was already high in the heavens 
when the tumult of alarm bells, drums, and bugles at last 
aroused him. On the previous evening, finding a gate of the 
ramparts at the Point-du-Jour abandoned, the Versaillese 
had entered Paris unopposed. _ 

Hastily dressing, and taking his gun, which he slung over 
his shoulder, Maurice went down into the street, and, scarcely 
had he reached the district municipal offices, when a cluster of 
scared comrades whom he met there acquainted him with 
the events of the evening and the night, in so confused a 
way, however, that it was at first difficult for him to under- 
stand the position. The fort of Issy and the great battery at 
Montretout had been pounding away at the ramparts for ten 
days past, and with such effect that the St. Cloud gate of the 
fortifications had at last become untenable. An assault had 
therefore been resolved upon, and was to have taken place on 
the morning of May 22. But on the afternoon of the 21st, at 
about five o’clock, a passer-by, seeing that nobody remained 
guarding the St. Cloud gate, simply beckoned to the Versaillese 
posted in the trenches, which were scarcely fifty yards away. 


Two companies of the 37th of the Line thereupon at once 
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entered the city, and behind them followed the whole of the 
Fourth Corps, commanded by General~Douay. The troops 
poured into Paris ina ceaseless stream throughout the night. 
At seven in the evening General Vergé’s division set out 
towards the Grenelle bridge, and even pushed forward as far 
as the Trocadéro, At nine o’clock General Clinchant captured 
Passy and La Muette. At three in the morning the First 
Corps was camping in the Bois de Boulogne ; and at about 
the same hour General Bruat’s division crossed the Seine to 
carry the Sévres gate and facilitate the entrance of the Second 
Corps, which, under the orders of General de Cissey, occupied 
the Grenelle district an hour later. Thus on the morning of 
the 22nd the army of Versailles held the Trocadéro and La 
Muette on the right bank of the river, and Grenelle on the left 
bank ; and this to the stupor, wrath, and consternation of the 
Commune, whose members were already accusing one another 
of treachery in their agony at the idea that annihilation was 
now inevitable. 

This, too, was Maurice’s first feeling when he at last under- 
stood the situation. The end had come, and no course 
remained but to meet death boldly. Meantime, however, the 
alarm bells were pealing, the drums were beating more loudly, 
women and even children were helping to build barricades, 
and the streets were filling with all the feverish stir and bustle 
of the battalions hastily assembled and hurrying to their posts 
of combat. And at midday hope again sprang from the 
breasts of the excited, determined soldiers of the Commune 
when they found that the Versaillese had scarcely stirred from 
their positions. This army, which they had feared to find at 
the Tuileries in a couple of hours’ time, manceuvred with 
extraordinary caution, profiting by the stern lessons of defeat, — 
and exaggerating the tactics which it had learnt at such dire 
cost from the Germans.! Meantime the Committee of Public 
Safety, and Delescluze, the delegate at War, organised and 


1 This is not quite accurate. The excessive prudence of the French 
commanders at the outset was mainly due to the fear that their men 
might fraternise with the National Guards. This fear was altogether 
unfounded, as the troops, most of whom had gone through the war, 
were enraged with the Communists, whose rising had delayed their 
discharge. Nevertheless, the officers remembered what had happened 
at the outset of the insurrection, and in the earlier stages of the street- 
fighting seldom allowed their men to come within speaking distance 
of the National Guards. Officers of high rank admitted this to the 
translator at the time.—7Zrans. 
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directed the defence from their quarters at the Hotel-de- 
Ville. It was noised abroad that they had disdainfully 
repulsed a supreme attempt at conciliation. These tidings 
inflamed the courage of their partisans ; the triumph of Paris 
once more seemed assured, and on all sides the resistance was 
to be as fierce as the attack had been implacable—such was 
the hatred, fed by lies and atrocities, which burnt in the hearts 
of either army. 

Maurice spent that day in the neighbourhood of the Champ 
de Mars and the Invalides, falling back slowly from street to 
street whilst firing upon the troops. He had not been able to 
find his own battalion, and was fighting in company with 
some comrades who were strangers to him, and who had led 
him to the left bank of the river without his even noticing it. 
Towards four o’clock they defended a barricade blocking the 
Rue de l'Université, at the point where it reaches the 
Esplanade des Invalides; and they did not abandon this 
position until the twilight fell and they learned that Bruat’s 
division, stealing along by way of the quay, had secured 
possession of the Corps Législatif. As it was, they narrowly 
escaped being caught, and only reached the Rue de Lille 
with great difficulty, after making a long round through 
the Rue St. Dominique and the Rue Bellechasse. When 
night fell the army of Versailles occupied a line starting from 
the Vanves gate, on the left bank of the Seine, and passing by 
way of the Corps Législatif across the river to the Elysde 
palace, the church of St. Augustin, and the St. Lazare railway 
station, until it finally reached the Asnieres gate on the north- 
west. 

It was the morrow, May 23, a beautiful spring Tuesday, 
bright with warm sunshine, which proved the terrible day for 
Maurice. The few hundred Federals of various battalions, 
among whom he found himself, still held the whole district 
from the quay to the Rue St. Dominique. Most of them, how- 
ever, had bivouacked in the gardens of the large mansions lining 
the Rue de Lille, and he himself had fallen fast asleep on a 
lawn adjoining the palace of the Legion of Honour. He 
fancied that the troops would emerge from the Corps Législatif 
at dawn to drive him and his comrades behind the strong barri- 
cades which had been thrown up in the Rue du Bac, but 
several hours went by and there were no signs of an attack, 
The combatants merely continued exchanging random shots 


from one to the other end of the streets. All this, however, 
K KQ 
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formed part of the plan of the Versaillese, which was now 
being slowly, cautiously carried out. Firmly resolved not to 
attempt a front attack upon the formidable fortress into which 
the insurgents had converted the Tuileries terrace, they had 
decided upon a double advance along the ramparts on either 
side of the river in view of capturing Montmartre on the 
north and the Observatory on the south to begin with, and 
thence swooping down upon the city, surrounding the central 
quarters and seizing upon them at one great stroke. Towards 
two o’clock Maurice heard a comrade say that the tricolour 
flag was waving over Montmartre. Simultaneously attacked 
by three army corps, whose battalions had climbed the height 
on its northern and western sides, the great battery of the 
Galette windmill had been captured ; and the victors were 
now streaming down into Paris, carrying in turn the Place St. 
Georges, the church of Notre Dame de Lorette, the municipal 
offices in the Rue Drouot, and the Grand Opera House ; whilst 
on the left bank the turning movement, starting from the 
Montparnasse Cemetery, was now reaching the Place d’Enfer 
and the Horse Market. At these tidings of the rapid progress 
made by the army the Communists gave way to stupor, wrath, 
and fright. What! Montmartre had been carried in a couple 
of hours—Montmartre, the glorious, impregnable citadel of the 
insurrection !_ Maurice noticed that the ranks were thinning 
around him, that trembling comrades were slinking away to 
wash their hands and slip on a blouse, in their fear of the 
troops’ reprisals. It was rumoured, too, that they would soon 
be turned by way of the Croix-Rouge crossway, the attack on 
which was now being prepared. The barricades in the Rue Mar- 
tignac and the Rue Bellechasse had already been carried, and 
the insurgents were beginning to espy the red trousers of the 
soldiers at the end of the Rue de Lille. And now the Com- 
munist force upon this point became limited to the men of 
conviction, the desperate ones ; Maurice and some fifty others 
who were resolved to die after killing as many as possible of 
those bloodthirsty Versaillese who treated the Federals as 
bandits, dragging those whom they made prisoners to the rear 
of their line of battle and shooting them down there. Since 
the previous day the execrable feelings of hatred animating 
either side had yet increased ; it was now a war of extermina- 
tion between those rebels dying for their dream, and that 
army hot with reactionary passions and exasperated at still 
having to fight. 
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At about five o’clock, whilst Maurice and his comrades 
were finally retreating to seek the shelter of the barricades in 
the Rue du Bac, making their way from door to door down 
the Rue de Lille and still firing as they went, the young 
fellow suddenly perceived a mass of dense black smoke pouring 
out of an open window of the palace of the Legion of Honour. 
It was the first of the conflagrations kindled in Paris ; and in 
the furious insanity that now possessed him he experienced a 
fierce delight. The hour had come: might the whole city flare 
like a huge sacrificial pyre, might fire purify the world! But 
all at once he was overcome with astonishment. Five or six 
men had just rushed out of the palace, led by a big fellow in 
whom he recognised Chouteau, his former comrade in the 106th 
of the Line. Maurice had caught sight of the scamp once 
before, just after the 18th of March, when he was already 
wearing the gold-laced cap of an officer. Since then he must 
have risen in rank, for his uniform was now covered with 
galloons. Maybe he was attached to the staff of some 
Communist general who shirked fighting ; and indeed Maurice 
suddenly remembered that a comrade had told him various 
anecdotes of this fellow Chouteau, who had been quartered at 
this very palace of the Legion of Honour, where in the company 
of his mistress he had led a life of continual jollity, lying booted 
and spurred in the sumptuous beds, and smashing the plate- 
glass mirrors with shots from his revolver just by way of a 
lark. It was asserted, too, that his mistress, under pretence of 
going to market, drove out every morning in a gala carriage, 
in which she carried away bales of linen, clocks, and even 
articles of furniture. Thus, when Maurice caught sight of the 
rogue running away with his men, and still carrying a can of 
petroleum, he experienced a sensation of uneasiness, a frightful 
doubt, a wavering of all the blind faith which had been buoying 
him up. Was it possible that the great work could be evil, 
since it had such a man as Chouteau for its artisan 4 

Several hours elapsed and still he fought, but in a distressful 
fashion, conscious of no feeling save a sombre determination to 
die. If he had erred, might he atone for his error with his 
blood ! The barricade at which he found himself barred the 
Rue de Lille at the point where this street was intersected by 
the Rue du Bac. It was a formidable one, strongly built of 
sandbags and barrels of earth and faced by a deep ditch. 
Maurice was holding it with barely a dozen Federals, all of 
them reclining among the sandbags, and with unerring aim 


502 WOE TO THE VANQUISHED 


picking off every soldier who showed- himself. Without 
moving, without even speaking a word, such was the dogged 
sullenness of his despair, the young fellow continued exhausting 
his cartridges until night closed in, watching meantime the 
growth of the clouds of smoke which were pouring out of the 
palace of the Legion of Honour, and were swept down into 
the street by the wind. The flames were not yet visible in the 
waning daylight. Another conflagration had broken out in a 
neighbouring mansion. And all at once a comrade ran up to 
Maurice and warned him that the soldiers, not daring to 
advance down the street, were approaching through the 
gardens and houses skirting it, cutting their way through the 
walls with picks. The end was at hand; the troops might 
emerge on that very spot at any moment. And, indeed, on a 
shot being fired from a window above him, he looked up and 
again saw Chouteau and his men, who were now frantically 
climbing the stairs of the corner houses on either hand, carrying 
lighted torches as well as cans of petroleum. Half an hour 
later, the whole crossway was flaring under the black sky, and 
Maurice, still reclining behind the barrels and the bags, profited 
~-by the vivid light to shoot down any of the soldiers who were 
imprudent enough to leave the shelter of the door-ways and 
show themselves in the street. 

Hovwv long did he keep on firing? He no longer had any 
consciousness-of time or place. It might be nine o’clock, ten 
o'clock perhaps>_The abominable work in which he was 
engaged now gave iim a sensation of nausea, as though he 
were drunk with somé loathsome wine which kept on rising 
from his stomach. Now. that the houses were flaming all 
around, an intense heat, a ‘burning, asphyxiating atmosphere 
was beginning to envelop him. The crossway, barred on 
every side by piles of paving stones, had become an intrenched 
camp which the conflagrations defended with shower after 
shower of brands. And were not these the orders? To set 
each district on fire as, one by one, its barricades were 
abandoned, to check the advance of the troops by a devouring 
line of furnaces, to burn down progressively each portion of 
Paris which they, the insurgents, might be forced to surrender ? 
And Maurice already realised that the houses of the Rue du 
Bac were not the only ones that were burning. Behind him 
an immense ruddy glow suffused the sky, and he could hear a 
distant roar as though the whole city were catching fire. 
Along the Seine, on the right bank, some other gigantic con- 
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flagrations must be bursting forth. He had long since seen 
Chouteau hurry away, fleeing the bullets. One by one, more- 
over, the most desperate of his comrades took themselves off, 
terrified by the idea that they might now at any moment be 
outflanked ; and at last he remained there all alone, and was 
still lying between two sandbags with the one thought of 
defending the front of the barricade, when all at once some 
soldiers, having made their way through the courtyards and 
gardens of the Rue de Lille, came out by a house in the Rue 
du Bac and swooped down from the rear. 

For two long days, amid the excitement of that supreme 
struggle, Maurice had not given a thought to Jean ; nor had 
Jean since entering Paris with his regiment, which had been 
adjoined to General Bruat’s division, for a single moment 
remembered his friend Maurice. On the previous day, the cor- 
poral had spent his time firing upon the insurgentgon the Champ 
de Mars and the Esplanade des Invalides ; and on this, the 
second, the terrible day of the fighting, he had not left the 
Place du Palais Bourbon till about noon, when he and his 
comrades were sent forward to capture the barricades of the 
neighbourhood as far as the Rue des Saints-Peres. He, 
usually so calm, had gradually become quite exasperated by 
that fratricidal war, somewhat influenced in this respect by 
his comrades, all of whom ardently longed for a rest after so 
much fatigue and privation. The men who had spent long 
months as prisoners of war in Germany, and who had only 
been brought back to France to be re-incorporated in the 
army, felt thoroughly enraged with Paris; and Jean, for his 
part, was further incensed by all that he had heard of the 
abominations of the Commune—deeds which struck at his 
belief in the rights of ownership, and at his desire for orderly 
government. He was still the sensible, sober-minded peasant, 
personifying the very foundation of the nation, desirous of 
peace in order that one might again begin working, earning 
money, and recruiting health and strength. And in the 
growing wrath which now carried away all thought even of 
his most tender affections, he was especially maddened by the 
deeds of the incendiaries. What! burn down houses, burn 
down palaces, simply because one was not the stronger ; no, no, 
anything but that! Only bandits could do such things. 
And he, who only the day before had been grieved by the 
summary executions of the Communists captured by the 
troops, had now lost all control over himself and was like a 
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madman, striking and shouting fiercely, with his eyes starting 
from their sockets. 

It was with a rush that he debouched into the Rue du 
Bac, followed by the few men of his squad. At first he could 
distinguish no one, and fancied that the barricade had been 
altogether abandoned. Then, over yonder, between two sand- 
bags, he caught sight of a Communist who was moving, 
levelling his gun again, about to fire down the Rue de Lille. 
And, thereupon, under the furious propulsion of Destiny, he 
ran up and nailed the man to the barricade with a thrust of 
his bayonet. 

Maurice had not had time to turn. He gave a shriek and 
raised his head. The conflagrations lighted up both men with 
a blinding blaze. 

‘Oh! Jean, my old friend, Jean, is it you 2’ 

Die? Yes, willingly ; he was desperately impatient for 
death. But to die by his brother’s hand was too hard ; it 
marred his death—poisoned it with an abominable bitterness. 

‘Ts it you then, Jean—my old Jean ?’ 

Jean looked at him, thunderstruck, abruptly sobered. 
They were alone; the other soldiers had already started in 
pursuit of some runaways. All around them. the conflagra- 
tions were flaring yet higher, the windows were vomiting 
great red flames, and one could hear the crash of the burning 
ceilings as they sank inside the houses. Then Jean fell down 
near Maurice, sobbing, feeling him, trying to raise him up so 
as to ascertain whether he might not still be able to save 
him. 


‘Oh ! my poor youngster, my poor youngster !’ 


CHAPTER VIII 


THE BURNING OF BABYLON—THE BITTER END 


Wuen after innumerable stoppages the train coming from 
Sedan at last reached the St. Denis station at about nine 
o'clock, a great red blaze was already lighting up the sky 
towards the south, as though all Paris were on fire. This 
glow had begun to spread as the night fell and was now 
slowly covering the horizon, ensanguining a flight of little 


BURNING OF BABVYLON—THE BITTER END 505 


clouds which were travelling eastward into the gloom which 
the contrast rendered more intense. 

Henriette was the very first to spring out of the train, all 
anxiety at sight of those fiery reflections, which the pas- 
sengers had perceived across the black fields, from the windows 
of their carriages, as they came nearer and nearer to the 
capital. Moreover, some Prussian soldiers who had occupied 
the station were compelling everybody to alight, whilst a 
couple of them continued shouting in guttural French ; ‘Paris 
is burning ! The train goes no farther, all out here—Paris is 
burning! Paris is burning !’ 

Henriette’s anguish was terrible. Good Heavens! had 
she arrived too late, then? Maurice not having answered her 
last two letters, the alarming reports from Paris had filled her 
with mortal anxiety, and she had abruptly made up her mind 
to leave Remilly. She had been growing sadder and sadder 
during the last few months at uncle Fouchard’s ; the soldiery 
occupying the district had become more and more harsh and 
exacting as Paris prolonged its resistance ; and now that the 
regiments were one by one returning to Germany, the con- 
stant passage of troops again sorely tried both the towns and 
the villages. That morning, on rising at daybreak to go and 
take the train at Sedan, she had found the courtyard of the 
farm full of cavalry soldiers who had slept there, lying pell- 
mell on the ground, wrapped in their long cloaks. They 
were so numerous that it was hardly possible to cross the yard. 
Then, as a bugle suddenly sounded, they all rose up in silence, 
draped in the long folds of their mantles and in such serried 
array that she fancied she was witnessing some resurrection 
on a battle-field in response to the call of the last trump. And 
now she found more Prussians at St. Denis distressing her with 
their repeated shouts : ‘ All out here, the train goes no farther ; 
Paris is burning, Paris is burning !’ 

Quite beside herself, Henriette darted out of the carriage 
carrying her little valise, and asked for information. For 
two days past fighting had been going on in Paris, the railway 
line was cut, and the Prussians were posted on the look-out. 
Nevertheless she was determined to reach the city, and 
noticing, on the platform, the Prussian captain in command of 
the company which occupied the station, she ran up to him 
and said: ‘I wish to join my brother, whom J am_very 
anxious about, sir. Enable me to continue my journey I beg 
of you > And then she stopped short in surprise, for 
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she had just recognised the captain, on’ whose face the light 
of a gas lamp was falling. ‘What! is it you, Otto? Help 
me, I beg of you, since chance has again brought us together.’ 

Otto Gunther—Weiss’s cousin—had not changed. Tightly 
buttoned up in his captain’s uniform, he was still the same 
stern, well-groomed, smart officer. On his side, he did not at 
first recognise that slight, little woman with the fair hair and 
gentle face partially hidden by a crape bonnet. But at last, 
by the brave, frank light of her eyes, he remembered her and 
made a gesture of surprise. 

‘You know that I have a brother who is a soldier,’ con- 
tinued Henriette in a feverish voice. ‘He has remained in 
Paris, and I am afraid he may have become mixed up in that 
horrible struggle, so I beg of you, Otto, enable me to continue 
my journey.’ 

He then made up his mind to answer: ‘ But I assure 
you that I can do nothing. The trains have not been run- 
ning since yesterday. I think the rails have been taken up 
near the ramparts. And I have neither vehicle nor horse nor 
man to drive you : 

She looked at him, stammering plaintive words in her 
grief at finding him so callous, so determined not to assist her. 
‘Oh, God ! so you won’t do anything ? Oh, God ! whom shall 
I apply to?’ 

Yet these Prussians were still the all-powerful masters ; 
with a word they could have turned the town topsy-turvy, 
have requisitioned a hundred vehicles, have caused a thousand 
horses to be brought from their stables! But nevertheless 
he refused assistance with that haughty air of the conqueror 
whose rule it was not to intervene in the affairs of the 
vanquished, deeming them unclean and of a nature to tarnish 
his lately won laurels. 

‘ At all events,’ resumed Henriette at last, striving to calm 
herself—‘ at all events you know what is happening, and can 
surely tell me.’ 

A slight, barely perceptible smile passed over his lips. 
‘Paris is burning. Come over here, it can be seen plainly.’ 

He walked before her, passed out of the station, and 
followed the rails for a hundred paces or so, until they 


reached a little iron foot-bridge crossing the line. And when- 
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they had climbed its narrow stairway and found themselves 


up above, leaning over the handrail, the whole vast level 
plain was spread out before them, 
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big business !’ 
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‘You see, Paris is burning.’ 

It might have been about half-past nine. The red glow 
setting the sky on fire was still spreading. ‘The little ruddy 
clouds in the east had now vanished, and in the zenith all was 
inky blackness save for occasional reflections of the distant 
flames. The whole line of the horizon was on fire ; but here 
and there could be distinguished conflagrations of greater 
intensity than others, sheaves of bright purple flames spurt- 
ing up continuously amid great whirling smoke-clouds and 
streaking the darkness with their fearful splendour. And it 
seemed, too, as though the conflagrations were marching on 
and on, as though some gigantic forest were catching fire 
from tree to tree, as though the earth itself would end by 
blazing, set alight by that huge pile of Paris. 

‘There,’ explained Otto, ‘that black mass standing out 
against the red background is Montmartre. Nothing is burn- 
ing as yet on the left, at La Villette and Belleville. It is the 
central quarters which must have been set alight, and the fire 
keeps on gaining ground. Look there, on the right! There’s 
another conflagration breaking out! You can see the flames, 
a mass of seething flames from which a fiery smoke is rising. 
And see too, over there are other fires, and others, others still!’ 

He did not raise his voice or display any excitement, and 
the enormity of his quiet delight quite terrified Henriette. 
Ah! those Prussians who gazed upon that awful spectacle ! 
She divined all the insulting significance of his calmness and 
his faint smile ; they undoubtedly implied that he had long 
foreseen and been waiting for this unparalleled disaster. 

At last Paris was burning ; Paris, whose water-spouts the 
German shells had merely managed to chip off! All his ran- 
cour was satisfied now ; he had his revenge for the inordinate 
duration of the siege, the bitter cold, the ever-recurring 
difficulties of the war, the memory of which still filled his 
countrymen with irritation. Whatever might be the glory 
of the triumph, with its conquered provinces and its indemnity 
of five milliards, all paled before this spectacle of the destruc- 
tion of Paris—Paris seized with furious madness, burning 
itself down and flying away in flame and smoke during that 
clear spring-tide night. 

‘Ah! it was a certainty !’ he added inalower voice. ‘A 


At sight of the immensity of the catastrophe, increasing 


- grief was oppressing Henriette almost to the point of suffo- 
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cation. For a few minutes she forgot her personal mis- 
fortunes ; what were they beside this expiation of an entire 
people? The thought of the human lives which would be 
destroyed by the devouring flames, the sight of the city 
blazing on the horizon, casting around it the hellish glow of 
accursed capitals doomed to destruction for their sins, wrung 
involuntary cries of anguish from her heart. _Clasping her 
hands she asked : ‘What can we have done, O God! to be 
punished thus ?’ 

Otto immediately raised his arm with an apostrophic 
gesture. He was about to speak with all the vehemence of 
that stern, frigid, military Protestantism so prone to quoting 
the Scriptures. But on glancing at the young woman and 
meeting her beautiful, clear, reasoning eyes, he stayed his 
tongue. Besides, his gesture had sufficed ; it had expressed 
all his racial hatred, his conviction that he was there in 
France as a justiciar sent by the God of Battles to chastise a 
perverted people. Paris was burning in punishment of its 
centuries of evil life, its long career of crime and lust. Once 
again would the Teutons save the world, sweeping away the 
final specks of Latin corruption. 

He let his arm fall and simply said: ‘It is the end of 
everything. Another district is lighting up, over there, on 
the left—you see it, don’t you ?—that long line spreading out 
like a stream of live embers.’ 

Then both ceased speaking ; a terrified silence prevailed. 
Waves of flame were now incessantly rising, streaming and 
spurting high into the heavens. Not a moment went by but 
that sea of fire extended its limits—an incandescent tossing, 
billowy ocean it was, with smoke arising from its midst, and 
gathering over the city in a huge, dark coppery pall, which a 
faint wind wafted across the black night. And as it slowly 
travelled across the sky it barred the vault above with an 
abominable rain of soot and cinders. 

All at once Henriette started as though awakening from a_ 
nightmare ; and, again seized with anguish at the thought of | 
her brother, she for the last time addressed the captain in a 
tone of entreaty : ‘So you can do nothing for me ; you refuse | 
to help me to get into Paris ?’ 

With another wave of his arm Otto swept the horizon. . 
‘What would it avail you, since there will be nothing but. 
ruins left there to-morrow morning ?’ 

And that was all ; without even saying a word of farewell 
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she descended from the foot-bridge, fleeing with her little 
valise ; whilst he remained there motionless for a long time 
yet, his slim, stiff figure barely distinguishable in the darkness, 
as with a sensation of monstrous enjoyment he feasted his 
eyes upon that spectacle of Babylon in flames. 

As Henriette was leaving the station she was lucky 
enough to come across a stout woman who had just arranged 
with a flyman to drive her into Paris ; and Henriette pleaded 
so piteously and shed such touching tears that this person at 
last consented to take her with her. The flyman, a dark little 
fellow, whipped up his horse and drove them away without 
opening his lips during the whole journey. The stout woman, 
however, did not cease chattering, telling Henriette that on 
closing and leaving her shop in the Rue de Richelieu a couple of 
days previously she had unwisely left some shares and deben- 
tures there, in a secret hiding-place in a wall. Andasa natural 
consequence, ever since the city had begun flaming a couple of 
hours previously, she had been possessed by the desire to go 
back again, and secure those valuable papers, even though she 
might have to march through the fire to do so. When they 
reached the city gate, where they found a party of sleepy 
National Guards, the vehicle was allowed to pass on without 
much difficulty, especially as the stout woman unblushingly 
declared that she had merely been to St. Denis to fetch her 
niece to assist her in nursing her husband, who had been 
wounded by the Versaillese. Once in the Paris streets, how- 
ever, they encountered terrible obstacles; at each moment 
they came upon barricades barring the roadways and were 
obliged to take a circuitous course. At last, on reaching the 
Boulevard Poissonniére the driver would go no further, and 
the two women were forced to continue their journey on foot, 
along the Rue du Sentier and the Rue des Jefineurs and 
through the district of the Bourse. Whilst they were drawing 
near to the fortifications, the fiery sky had illumined their 
road with as vivid a light as that of daytime. And therefore, 

_in the quarter of the city which they had now reached they 
were astonished to find the streets dim and deserted, with 
nothing to disturb their stillness save the vague echo of a 
distant roar. Near the Bourse, however, they heard some 
reports of firearms, and had to glide along cautiously close 
beside the house-fronts. And when they reached the Rue de 
‘Richelieu and the stout woman found her shop standing, 
altogether undamaged, she was so delighted that she insisted 
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upon showing Henriette her way along the Rue du Hasard 
and the Rue Sainte-Anne. In the-latter street, which a 
battalion of Federals still occupied, some of the men would 
not at first allow them-to pass, and it was four o’clock and 
already light, when Henriette, exhausted with emotion and 
fatigue, at last reached the old house in the Rue des Orties 
and found its door wide open. 


. ‘ * e e i] 

Maurice, meantime, on the barricade of the Rue du Bac, 
had managed to raise himself to his knees between the two 
sandbags, and Jean, who feared that he had pinned him to the 
ground, was suddenly buoyed-up again by hope. ‘Are you 
still alive, my poor youngster?’ said he. ‘Shall I have that 
luck, dirty brute that Tam? Wait a moment, let me look at 

ou.’ 

Then, by the vivid light of the conflagrations, he cautiously 
examined the wound. The bayonet had transpierced the arm 
near the right shoulder, and the misfortune was that it had 
afterwards entered the body between two of the ribs, and had 
probably injured the lung. Still, the wounded man, whose 
arm hung down, inert, was apparently able to breathe without 
any great difficulty. 

‘Don’t distress yourself like that, my poor old fellow,’ said 
Maurice. ‘I am quite content to die; I would rather have 
done with it all. You did quite enough for me whilst we were 
together. Had it not been for you I should long since have 
died like this by the roadside.’ 

On hearing him speak in this fashion, Jean was again 
seized with violent grief : ‘ Will you be quiet? You saved me 
twice from the clutches of the Prussians. It was my turn to 
risk my life for you, and here I’ve been and massacred you. 
Thunder ! I must have been fuddled not to recognise you, 
fuddled like a hog with having drunk too much blood.’ 

Tears had started from his eyes at memory of their leave 
taking over yonder at Remilly, that parting when they had 
asked each other whether they would ever meet again, and if so 
where and under what circumstances of grief or joy. Had 
they, then, spent so many hungry days and sleepless nights 
together, with death staring them in the face, all to no avail % 
Had their hearts mingled during those weeks of valorous life 
simply that all might end in this abomination, this monstrous, 


senseless fratricide? No, no, Jean’s heart revolted at the 
thought. 
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‘Let me see to it, youngster,’ said he ; ‘I must save you.’ 

First of all he must take him away, for the troops finished 
off all the wounded insurgents they found. They were alone 
together, fortunately ; still there was not a moment to be lost. 
Taking his knife, he quickly ripped open the sleeve of Maurice’s 
uniform, and took the garment off him. Blood was flowing, 
so he made all haste to bandage the arm firmly with some 
strips of lining which he tore away from the tunic he had 
removed. Next he plugged the body-wound and fastened the 
arm tightly over it with a bit of cord which he fortunately 
found in his pocket. Barbarous as was this dressing, it was 
effective, for it rendered the injured parts immovable and 
prevented hemorrhage. 

‘Can you walk ?’ 

‘Yes, I think so.’ 

Nevertheless, Jean did not dare to lead him away like that 
in his shirt-sleeves. And a sudden inspiration coming to him 
he ran off into an adjacent street, where he had seen the corpse 
of a soldier lying, and speedily came back with a military 
great-coat and cap. He threw the former upon Maurice’s 
shoulders, and helped him to pass his uninjured arm through 
the left sleeve. Then, when he had set the cap upon his head, 
he exclaimed: ‘There, now you are one of us! Where shall 
we go?’ 

That was the question, and all Jean’s anguish of mind 
returned again just as he was awakening to hope and courage. 
Where could he find a secure shelter-place ? The houses were 
searched ; all the Communists taken with arms in their hands 
or whose appearance indicated that they had been fighting 
were summarily shot. Moreover, neither of them knew a soul 
in that neighbourhood to whom they might apply for shelter, 
or any hiding-place in which they might hide their heads 
‘ After all, my room would be the best,’ at last said Maurice , 
‘the house is in a retired spot, and nobody is likely to come 
there. But it is on the other side of the river, in the Rue des 
Orties.’ 

Tn his irresolution and despair Jean continued mumbling 
oaths: ‘Thunder! how can we manage it ?’ 

Tt was no use to think of crossing the Pont-Royal, which 
the conflagrations were lighting up as with a vivid noontide 
glow. On this point shots were at every moment being fired 
from either bank of the river. And besides, once across this 
bridge, they would have run against an impassable barrier—- 
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the Tuileries in flames, and the Louvre guarded and barri- 
caded. : 

‘Then we are done for; there’s no means of crossing,’ 
declared Jean, who knew something of Paris, having lived 
there for six months or so on his return from the Italian war.! 

Suddenly, however, an idea occurred to him. if, as in 
former times, there were any boats moored at the water's edge 
near the Pont-Royal, they might embark in one of them, and 
in this wise cross the river. It would be a long and dangerous 
job, and by no means an easy one ; but they had no choice in 
the matter, and must make up their minds at once. ‘ Listen, 
youngster,’ said Jean ; ‘let’s get away from here at any rate ; 
it’s a dangerous spot. Ishall account for my absence by telling 
my lieutenant that the Communards captured me, but that 
I managed to escape.’ 

Grasping Maurice’s uninjured arm, he helped him to walk 
to the end of the Rue du Bac, between the burning houses, 
which were now flaring from basement to garret like so many 
huge torches. A shower of burning brands fell upon them as 
they passed along, and the heat was so intense that all the 
hair upon their faces was singed. And when they came out 
on the quay, they stopped short for a moment, fairly blinded 
by the frightful blaze of the conflagrations, which were throwing 
up huge sheaves of flame upon both banks of the Seine. 

‘There’s no lack of candles,’ growled Jean, worried by this 
broad light. 

In fact, it was only when he had helped Maurice down the 
steps leading to the shore, just below the Pont-Royal, that he 
felt tolerably safe. Here, at the water’s edge, there was a 
clump of big trees which screened them from view, and during 
nearly a quarter of an hour they remained on this spot 
anxiously watching some black, shadowy forms which were 
flitting hither and thither on the quay across the river. Shots 
were being fired ; all at once a loud shriek resounded, and then 
they heard a plunge, followed by a sudden spurt of foam. 
Plainly enough the bridge was guarded. 

‘Suppose we spend the night in that shanty,’ suggested 
Maurice, pointing to a wooden hut used as an office of the 
navigation service. 

‘Pooh ! we should be caught to-morrow morning,’ said 
Jean, who clung to his idea. He had found there quite a 


1 The Magenta and Solferino campaign of 1859.— Trans. 
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flotilla of little boats, but they were moored to the quay by 
means of padlocked chains ; and how would he be able to 
detach one of them and also procure some oars? At last he 
luckily found an old pair of sculls, and was even able to force 
open a padlock, which had no doubt been imperfectly secured. 
Thereupon, after helping Maurice to lie down in the bow of 
the boat, he cautiously shoved off, hugging the shore, in the 
shadow of the swimming baths and the pinnaces. Neither 
of them spoke, terrified as they were by the awful spectacle 
which now unfolded itself. The horror seemed to increase as 
they slowly floated down the stream and their horizon widened. 
By the time they had reached the Solferino bridge they could 
at one glance behold both flaming quays. 

On the left, the Tuileries was burning. The Communists 
had fired both ends of the palace, the Pavillon de Flore and 
the Pavillon de Marsan, at nightfall ; and the flames were 
now rapidly gaining the central Pavillon de l’Horloge, where 
a formidable mine had been prepared, barrels upon barrels of 
gunpowder being piled up in the Hall of the Marshals. At 
this moment the intervening buildings were belching from 
their shattered windows great whirling coils of ruddy smoke, 
through which darted blue flakes of fire. The roofs were 
kindling, riddled with fiery crevices, and opening like voleanic 
soil as the brazier within assailed them. No other portion of 
the palace, however, burnt like the Pavillon de Flore,' where 
the torch had been firstapplied, and which was flaring away, with 
a formidable roar, from its ground floor to its lofty roof. The 
petroleum with which the floorings and the hangings had been 
soaked imparted such intensity to the flames that the iron 
work of the massive balconies could be seen writhing and 
twisting, whilst the monumental chimneys, with their great 
sculptured suns, became red hot and burst asunder. 

Then, on the right bank, came first of all the palace of the 
Legion of Honour, set on fire at five o’clock in the evening. 
It had now been alight for nearly seven hours, and was being 
consumed by a great blaze, like some huge pile of wood, every 
log of which is kindled, and fast burning to ashes. Next came 
the palace of the Council of State, the most enormous, the 
most frightful of those immense conflagrations, the whole 
gigantic parallelogram of stone, with its two colonnaded 


1 Containing the throne-room and the Prince Imperial’s apart- 
ments,—Z7ans, 
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storeys, vomiting flame upon flame of lurid fire. The four 
blocks of building encompassing the spacious interior court- 
yard had been ignited at one and the same moment, and the 
petroleum poured by the cask-full upon the four staircases at the 
four corners had streamed down them, rolling perfect torrents 
of hell-fire from the highest to the lowest step. On the facade 
overlooking the river, the sharp line of the attic storey stood 
out blackly above the red tongues of flame which were licking 
its base; whilst the colonnades, the entablatures, the friezes, 
all the sculptured ornaments acquired startling vividness 
amid the blinding furnace-like glow beneath. Here especially 
there was such a rage, such a strength of fire, that the colossal 
monument was as though upheaved, and quaked and rumbled 
on its foundations ; only the carcase of its massive walls being 
able to withstand this eruptive violence, which hurled the zine 
of the roofs towards the sky. Then, near at hand, was the 
Orsay barracks, a whole side of which was burning in a lofty 
white column like a tower of light. And in the rear there 
were yet other conflagrations, seven houses in the Rue du Bae, 
two-and-twenty houses in the Rue de Lille, all setting the hori- 
zon aglow, with flames rising up in relief against other flames, 
in a sanguinary, endless sea of fire. 

‘Good Lord, can it be possible !’ muttered Jean, with a 
grip at his throat ; ‘the river itself will soon catch alight !’ 

It already seemed, indeed, as though the boat were floating 
down a burning stream. With the reflections of those huge 
braziers dancing in the water, it might have been thought that 
the Seine was rolling live coals. Red flashes darted fitfully 
over its surface, amid a great rippling of yellow brands. And 
they were still slowly going down stream between the flaming 
palaces, carried on by the current of that fiery water, as 
though journeying through some accursed city, burning upon 
either side of a highway of molten lava. 

‘Ah!’ said Maurice in his turn, struck with madness 
again, at sight of the havoc he had longed for. ‘May every- 
thing blaze and everything blow up !’ 

But Jean silenced him with a gesture of terror as though 
he feared that such blasphemy might bring them misfortune. 
Was it possible that this young fellow whom he was so fond of, 
who was so highly educated, who had formerly displayed such 
delicate susceptibility, could have come to entertain such ideas 
as these ? And he rowed on faster, for by this time he had passed 
the Solferino bridge, and found himself in a broad open space 
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of water. The light had now become so intense that it seemed 
as though the river were illumined by the midday sun-rays 
streaming down from overhead without casting a shadow. The 
pettiest details could be distinguished with wonderful precision 
—the ripples of the water, the heaps of gravel on the banks, the 
little trees planted along the quays. And the bridges shone 
out with a dazzling whiteness, so distinct that you might have 
counted their very stones. They looked like narrow gangways 
as yet undamaged, thrown across the fiery water from one 
conflagration to the other. Every now and then a loud crash 
would resound amid the continuous, roaring clamour. Squalls 
of soot were sweeping down ; the wind was laden with pestife- 
rous stenches. And the terror of it all was that Paris—the 
distant districts yonder along the Seine—had disappeared. The 
conflagrations on either hand blazed with such fierce, dazzling 
resplendency that beyond them, upstream and downstream 
alike, all was a black abyss. Only an enormous darkness, 
nihility, could be seen, as though the fire had already reached 
and devoured all the rest of Paris, as though the city had already 
vanished into eternal night. And the sky too was obliterated, 
destroyed ; the flames climbed so high that they extinguished 
the stars. 
f Excited by the delirium of fever, Maurice raised a wild 
laugh: ‘A fine /éte at the Council of State and the Tuileries ! 
The facades have been illuminated, the chandeliers are spark- 
ling, and the women dance. Ah ! dance, dance in your smoulder- 
ing skirts and your flaming chignons !’ With a wave of his 
uninjured arm he evoked the gala gatherings of Sodom and 
_ Gomorrah, the music, the flowers, the monstrous pleasures, the 
palaces bursting with such lust and debauchery, illumining 
| their abominations with such a wealth of tapers that they set 
themselves ablaze! All at once there was a frightful uproar. 
Tt was the fire, coming from either end of the Tuileries, which 
was at last reaching the Hall of the Marshals.’ The barrels 
of gunpowder caught alight, and the Pavillon de l’Horloge blew 
up with the violence of a powder-mill. An immense sheaf of fire 
arose, a plume which waved and spread over the black sky— 
_ the flaming ‘bouquet’ of those frightful fireworks. 
_-—- * Bravo, dancers !’ cried Maurice, as at the end of a spec- 


, 1 The place of revelry where Napoleon III. and _ his wife, his 
mistresses, his sycophants, his corrupt miuisters and his incoinpetent 
commanders, had danced and made merry for well-nigh twenty 
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tacular performance when all becomes dark on the stage 
again. 

Once more, in distracted phrases, did Jean stammeringly 
beseech him not to talk like that. No, no! one should never 
wish for evil. If this were the end of everything, would not 
they themselves perish? And he was now all eagerness to 
land and escape the terrible spectacle. Still he prudently 
rowed on until they had passed the Concorde bridge, so as to 
put into shore below the Quai de la Conférence, beyond the 
bend of the Seine. And at that critical moment, instead of 
allowing the boat to drift away, he lost some minutes in moor- 
ing it, such was his instinctive respect for other people’s 
property. His plan was to reach the Rue des Orties by way 
of the Place de la Concorde and the Rue St. Honoré. After 
making Maurice sit down on the shore, he climbed the steps of 
the quay to examine the surroundings, and was again seized 
with anxiety on realising the difficulty they would have to 
surmount all the obstacles assembled together on that point. 
Here indeed was the fortress which the Commune had deemed 
impregnable, the Tuileries terrace bristling with cannon, the 
Rue Royale, the Rue St. Florentin, and the Rue de Rivoli 
barred by lofty, massively built barricades. And the spectacle 
explained the tactics that had been adopted by the army of 
Versailles, whose lines that night formed an immense arc, 
having the Place de la Concorde for its vertex, and starting, 
on the right bank of the river, from the goods station of the 
Northern Railway Company, and on the left bank from a 
bastion of the ramparts near the Arcueil gate. Dawn, how- 
ever, would now soon be rising, the Communists had evacuated 
the Tuileries and the barricades, and the troops had just taken 
possession of the district in the midst of other conflagrations 
—twelve more houses which had been burning ever since nine 
in the evening at the crossway of the Faubourg St. Honoré 
and the Rue Royale. 

When Jean descended to the shore again he found Maurice 
drowsy, stupefied as it were by the reaction following upon his 
delirious outburst. ‘It won’t be easy,’ said the corporal. ‘Can 
you still walk, youngster ?’ 

i ‘Yes, yes, don’t worry ; I shall always get there, dead or 
alive. 

He had considerable difficulty, however, in climbing the 
stone steps ; and once up above, on the quay, leaning on his 
companion’s arm, he walked on slowly with the step of a 
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somnambulist. Although the daylight was not yet breaking, 
a kind of livid dawn—the light cast by the neighbouring con- 
flagrations—illumined the vast Place. It was silent, deserted, 
and they crossed it with their hearts oppressed by the mourn- 
ful spectacle of havoc they beheld. Beyond the Concorde 
bridge, and at the farther end of the Rue Royale, they could 
dimly discern the phantom-like piles of the Palais Bourbon 
and the Madeleine, battered by the cannonade. A portion of 
the Tuileries terrace also had fallen, breached by the guns. On 
the Place itself the bronze tritons, naiads, and dolphins of the 
fountains had been riddled with bullets, the colossal trunk 
of the statue of Lille lay upon the pavement, cut in halves by a 
shell ; whilst the crape-veiled statue of Strasburg, near at 
hand, seemed to be mourning the ruin which surrounded it. 
And in a trench, near the uninjured obelisk, there was a 
broken gaspipe, which had accidentally caught fire, and whence 
a long jet of flame was spurting with a strident sound. 

Jean was careful not to approach the barricade blocking 
the entry of the Rue Royale, between the Ministry of Marine 
and the Garde-Meuble,! both of which had been preserved 
from the fire. He could hear the gruff voices of soldiers 
behind the barrels of earth and the sand-bays of which this 
barricade was constructed. Its front was defended by a ditch, 
full of stagnant water, on which the corpse of a Federal was 
floating, and through an embrasure one could perceive the 
houses of the St. Honoré crossway still burning in spite of 
the fire-pumps? which had come in from the suburbs, and 
whose snorting could be plainly heard. To right and left, 
the little trees and the kiosks of the newsvendors were 
broken, riddled with bullets, and all at once loud cries of 
horror arose, for, on descending into a cellar, the firemen had 
there discovered the charred corpses of seven inmates of one 
of the burning houses. 

Although the lofty, skilfully built barricade barring the 
Rue St. Florentin and the Rue de Rivoli appeared yet more 
formidable than the other one, Jean somehow instinctively 


1 The State depository for the crown jewels, plate, works of art, 
valuable articles of furniture, &c., not used in the palaces.—Zrans. 

+ Hand-pumps were then used by the French firemen. I do not 
think there was a single steam fire-engine in Paris at that time. I 
well remember assisting in the pumping both in the Rue Royale and 
at the Palais de Justice, during those terrible last days of the Commune 
which M, Zola here so forcibly and accurately describes.—Z7ans, 
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divined that it would be less difficult for him and Maurice to 
pass that way. Indeed, the barricade was evacuated, although 
the troops had not yet dared to occupy it. Heavy guns were 
slumbering there in abandonment. There was not a living 
thing left behind that invincible rampart, save a stray dog, 
which ran off in alarm. However, whilst Jean was hastily 
walking up the Rue St. Florentin sustaining Maurice, who 
had become very weak, his fears were suddenly realised, for 
they came upon a company of the 88th of the Line which had 
turned the barricade, 

‘ Sir,’ said Jean to the captain, ‘this is a comrade of mine 
whom those brigands have wounded. I’m taking him to the 
ambulance.’ 

The military great-coat thrown over Maurice’s shoulders 
saved him, and Jean’s heart was beating almost to the point of 
bursting as they at last turned into the Rue St. Honoré, along 
which they took their way. The dawn was scarcely breaking 
as yet, and the reports of fire-arms frequently resounded in 
the side streets, for fighting was still going on throughout the 
district. By a miracle, however, they managed to reach the 
corner of the Rue des Frondeurs without any other unpleasant 
meeting. And now they made way but slowly ; those last 
three or four hundred yards seemed to be interminable. 
Whilst going up the Rue des Frondeurs they fell in with a 
band of Communards, who fortunately took to their heels in 
alarm, fancying that an entire regiment was at hand. And 
then they only had to take a few steps along the Rue 
d’Argenteuil to find themselves at last in the Rue des Orties. 

Ah! that Rue des Orties ! with what feverish impatience 
had Jean been longing to reach it during four interminable 
hours! It seemed to them like deliverance when they entered 
it at last. It was black, deserted, and silent, as though a 
hundred leagues away from the field of fratricidal battle. 
The house where Maurice lived, an old, narrow, lofty building, 
where there was no door-porter, was fast asleep, as still as the 
grave, 

‘The keys are in my trousers pocket,’ stammered Maurice, 
‘the big one is that of the street-door, the little one opens my 
room, right at the top of the stairs.’ 

Then he was overcome, and fainted away in the arms of 
Jean, whose anxiety and embarrassment were extreme. He 
was so upset, indeed, that he forgot to shut the street-door 
after him. And then he had to grope his way up those 
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strange stairs, carrying Maurice in his arms and striving not 
to stumble for fear lest the noise should bring some of the 
lodgers to their doors. Then, up above, he lost himself, and 
had to seat the wounded man on a stair, and search for the 
door of his room with the help of some matches which he 
fortunately had about him. And when he had at last found 
the door and opened it, he came back to fetch Maurice, and 
carried him off, and laid him on the little iron bedste: id, in 
front of the window, overlooking Paris, which he threw wide 
open in his need of air and “light, The dawn was now 
breaking, and he dropped upon his knees beside the bed, 
sobbing, stunned, and strengthless, as the fearful thought awoke 
within him that he had killed his friend. 

Several minutes must have elapsed, and, when he looked 
up, he hardly felt any surprise at beholding Henriette. After 
all, it was perfectly natural; her brother was dying, and she 
had come. He had not even seen her enter the room; for all 
he knew, she might have been there for hours. And now, 
sinking upon a chair, he watched her as she distractedly 
hovered here and there, stricken with mortal grief at sight 
of her brother lying on that bed, unconscious and covered 
with blood. Then all at once Jean’s memory came back to 
him and he asked : ‘ Did you shut the street-door after you ?’ 

She could not speak, her emotion was too great, but she 
nodded her head affirmatively ; and then, as she at last stepped 
up to him to place her hands in his, in the need she felt of 
affection and help, he again spoke; ‘ You know, it was I who 
killed him.’ 

She did not understand, did not believe him. He felt her 
little hands lying calmly in his own. 

‘Yes, it was I who killed him—Yes, on a barricade over 
yonder. He was fighting on one side and I on the other.’ 

The little hands began to tremble. 

‘We were all mad drunk as it were; we none of us knew 
what we were doing—and it was I who killed him,’ 

Then Henriette, quivering and ghastly pale, gazing at 
him fixedly with eyes of terror, withdrew her hands. O 
God ! was everything to perish, mould nothing survive in her 
crushed heart? Ah! that J ean, she had Bean thinking of 
him that very evening, happy in the vague hope that she 

might perhaps see him again, And it was he who had done 
that abominable thing ; and yet he had again saved Maurice, 
since it was he who had brought him thither through so 
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many dangers. She could no longer place her hands in his 
without a revolt of her whole being ; but she raised a cry in 
which rang out the last hope of her warring heart : ‘Oh! I 
will cure him, I must cure him now !’ 

She had become very expert in nursing and dressing wounds 
during her long vigils at the ambulance of Remilly. And she 
at once wished to examine her brother, whom she undressed 
without rousing him from his fainting fit. But while she was 
unfastening the rude bandage, which Jean had devised, the 
young fellow began to stir, raising a faint cry as he opened his 
big feverish eyes. He at once recognised her and smiled at 
her : ‘So you are here! Ah! how glad I am to see you again 
before I die !’ 

She silenced him with a loving gesture of confidence. ‘ Die, 
no, I won’t let you die, I mean youto live. Don’t talk, let me 
attend to you.’ 

Her face became clouded, however, and her eyes grew dim 
when she had examined his transpierced arm and injured ribs. 
Then, taking possession of the room, she searched about till she 
found a little oil, and began tearing some old shirts into bands, 
whilst Jean went down to fill a pitcher with water. He, poor 
fellow, no longer spoke a word, but watched her whilst she 
washed the wounds and skilfully dressed them, quite incapable of 
helping her, altogether annihilated as it were since her arrival. 
However, he observed her anxiety, and when she had finished 
he offered to go and fetch a doctor. But she had an acute per- 
ception of the position : no, no, not the first chance doctor, who 
might perhaps betray her brother. Then at last, upon Jean 
talking of rejoining his regiment, it was agreed that he should 
return as soon as he could manage and endeavour to bring a 
doctor with him. 

Nevertheless, he did not take himself off ; it was as though 
he could not make up his mind to leave that room, where all 
told of his unhappy deed. After being closed for a moment, 
the window had again been opened, and the wounded man, 
lying in bed, with his head propped up by pillows, could gaze 
out upon the roofs of Paris, whither the glances of the others 
also strayed, in the heavy silence which oppressed them. 

From that height of the Butte des Moulins one half of the 
city lay stretched out below them—first, the central districts 
from the Faubourg St. Honoré to the Bastille, then the long 
sweep of the Seine and the distant buildings swarming on its 
left bank, a sea of roofs, tree-tops, steeples, domes and towers, 
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The light was now growing stronger ; the abominable night, one 
of the most frightful in history, was ended. But in the pure 
light of the rising sun, under the rosy sky, the fires continued 
blazing. In front of them they could see the Tuileries, which 
was still burning, the Orsay barracks, the palaces of the Coun- 
cil of State and the Legion of Honour, the flames from which, 
paling in the broad light, imparted a great quivering as it 
were to the heavens. And beyond the houses of the Rue de 
Lille and the Rue du Bac, other houses must now be flaring, 
for pillars of flakes were rising from the crossway of the Croix- 
Rouge, and from the Rue Vavin and the Rue Notre-Dame-des- 
Champs, yet farther away. Close by, on the right, the con- 
flagrations of the Rue St. Honoré were running their course, 
whilst on the left the fires tardily kindled at the Palais-Royal 
and the new Louvre, where the torch had not been applied 
until near morning, were prematurely dying out. And, at 
first, neither Maurice nor Jean could account for some thick 
black smoke which the westerly breeze was slowly driving 
past the window. Since three in the morning, however, the 
Ministry of Finances in the Rue de Rivoli had also been burning. 
No lofty flames shot up from it, everything was turning into 
dense, whirling masses of soot, so prodigious was the collection 
of papers of all kinds gathered together there, under the low 
ceilings of the lath-and-plaster partitioned rooms. And thus, 
if the tragic impression of the night—the fear of total destruc- 
tion, the Seine rolling live embers and Paris blazing at its four 
corners—had passed away when the great city awoke, there was 
in lieu thereof a dreary, despair-fraught gloominess hanging 
over the districts that had yet been spared, a gloominess which 
slowly travelled along with that dense, continuous, ever-spread- 
ing smoke-cloud from the Ministry of Finances. And presently, 
the sun, which had risen bright and clear, was hidden by the 
cloud, and only that pall of mourning could be seen aloft in the 
tawny sky. 

With a slow wave of the hand which embraced the bound- 
less horizon, Maurice, again delirious, muttered: ‘Is every- 
thing burning? Ah! how long it takes!’ 

Tears were welling in Henriette’s eyes as though her 
burden of misery were rendered yet heavier by those immense 
disasters in which her brother had his share. And Jean, who 
dared neither take her hand again, nor even embrace his 
friend, thereupon hurried off like one who is losing his senses 
‘Good-bye ; I will be back soon,’ 
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He was only able to return, however, in the evening at 
about eight o’clock, after night fd fallen. In spite of his 
great anxiety he was in some measure happy, for his regiment 
was no longer taking any part in the fighting, but had been 
transferred from the first to the second line, with orders to 
guard this very district. His company camping on the Place 
du Carrousel, he hoped that he would be able to run up every 
evening to see how Maurice was getting on. And he did not 
come back alone ; as luck would have it, he had met the surgeon- 
major of his old regiment, the 106th, and having failed to find 
any other doctor he brought this one with him, reflecting that 
this terrible man with the lion’s head was, after all, a good 
and worthy fellow. 

When Bouroche, not knowing what wounded man it was 
whom the corporal so pressingly begged him to succour, and 
growling at having had to climb so many flights of stairs, 
realised that he had a Communard before him, he at first flew 
into a violent passion: ‘Thunder! Are you playing the fool 
with me? Brigands who are weary of thieving, murdering, 
and burning! That bandit’s affair is clear enough ; Ill cure 
him precious quick, yes, with three bullets in his head !’ 

But on perceiving Henriette, so intensely pale in her black 
dress, and with her lovely fair hair falling over her shoulders, 
he suddenly became calm again. ‘It is my brother, sir,’ said 
she ; ‘he was one of your soldiers at Sedan.’ 

Bouroche did not answer, but uncovered the wounds and 
examined them in silence ; then, taking some phials from his 
pocket, he made a fresh dressing, explaining to the young woman 
what she would have todo. And then, in his gruff voice, he all 
at once asked the wounded man: ‘ Why were you on the side 
of those rufians 1 Why did you do such an abominable thing?’ 

Maurice had been gazing at him with glittering eyes, but 
without pronouncing a word. And now, amid his fever, he 
answered in a burning voice: ‘Because there is too much 
suffering in the world ; too much iniquity and too much 
shame !’ 

Bouroche waved his arm as though to say that such ideas 
might carry a man very farindeed. Then he seemed to be on 
the point of speaking again, but decided to hold his peace. 
And as he went out he simply added: ‘I will come back 
again,’ 

On the landing, however, he told Henriette plainly that he 
could answer for nothing. The lung was seriously injured, 
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and hemorrhage might supervene and kill the wounded man 
in amoment. When Henriette returned into the room she 
strove to smile, despite the blow which the doctor’s words had 
dealt her in the heart. Would she not save him, would she not 
prevent that frightful thing, the eternal separation of all three 
of them, now gathered together in that chamber and ardently 
longing for life? Throughout the day she had not once left 
the little room, an old woman occupying a neighbouring attic 
having obligingly undertaken her errands. And now she came 
and resumed her seat on a chair beside the bed. 

Giving way, however, to his feverish excitement, Maurice 
had begun to question Jean, anxious to learn what was 
happening. The corporal did not tell him everything; he 
avoided all allusion to the furious wrath which was rising up 
against the agonising Commune throughout delivered Paris. 
It was now Wednesday, and for two long days, since the Sun- 
day evening, the inhabitants had been living in their cellars 
quaking with fear, And on the Wednesday morning, when 
they were at last able to venture out, the spectacle they 
beheld—the streets torn up, the remnants of barricades, the 
corpses, the pools of blood, and espevially the awful confla- 
grations—inflamed them with vengeful fury. The chastisement 
was to prove a terrible one. The houses were searched, all 
suspicious characters of either sex were at once handed over 
to the firing parties to be summarily shot. By six o'clock on 
the evening of that day the army of Versailles was in posses- 
sion of one half of the city, its lines running from the park of 
Montsouris to the Northern Railway station by way of the 
main thoroughfares. And the remaining members of the 
Commune, some twenty men or so, had now been compelled 
to take refuge at the municipal offices of the Eleventh 
Arrondissement, on the Boulevard Voltaire. 

Silence fell, and at last, as Maurice gazed at the city 
through the open window, by which the warm night air 
streamed into the room, he muttered: ‘ At all events, the 
work goes on—Paris still burns !’ 

He spoke truly : the flames had shone out once more as 
soon as night had fallen, and a villainous glow was again 
tinging the sky with a purple hue. During the afternoon, 
the powder magazine near the Luxembourg palace had 
exploded with so frightful a crash, that a rumour had spread 
that it was the Panthéon crumbling into the Catacombs. 
Moreover, the fires of the previous night had continued 
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burning throughout the day—the palace of the Council of 
State and the Tuileries were still flaming, whilst the Ministry 
of Finances still belched its wreathing clouds of smoke. Over 
and over again had it been necessary to close the window, in 
order to shut out a cloud of black butterflies, scraps upon 
scraps of charred paper, which the violence of the fire whirled 
upward into the sky, whence they fell again in a fine rain. 
All Paris was covered with these fragments,! some of which, 
carried off by the wind, were picked up even in Normandy, 
twenty leagues away. And now not merely were the western 
and southern quarters flaring—the houses of the Rue Royale, 
those of the Croix-Rouge crossway, and of the Rue Notre-Dame- 
des-Champs—but all the eastern side of the city also seemed 
to be in flames. The huge brazier of the Hdtel-de- Ville glowed 
on the horizon with a gigantic sacrificial pyre. And flaring 
like torches in the same direction there were the municipal 
offices of the Fourth Arrondissement, the Lyric theatre, and 
over thirty houses in adjacent streets ; to say nothing of the 
Porte-St. Martin theatre, which on the north shone out all 
alone, ruddy with fire, like a rick standing out in the midst 
of dusky fields. Here and there private vengeance was busy 
at work, and desperate efforts were made to hasten the 
destruction of various buildings in order that certain records 
preserved in them might be annihilated. But among the 
majority of the insurgents there was no longer any question of 
defending themselves, or of arresting the advance of thé 
troops by the fires. Madness reigned, conflagrations were 
kindled in haphazard fashion, for the mere sake of destroy- 
ing ; and the cathedral of Notre Dame, the Hotel-Dieu hos- 
pital, and the Palais de Justice were only saved by a lucky 
chance. 

‘Ah! War! hateful War!’ said Henriette in an undertone, 
as she gazed on that city of havoc, suffering, and agony. 

Was not this indeed the inevitable last act of the tragedy 
—-the outbreak of that madness which had germinated on those 
fatal fields of defeat around Sedan and Metz ; the outbreak too 
of that epidemic of destructiveness engendered by the siege of 


* I remember that both the Place de la Concorde and the Esplanade 
des Invalides were littered with these papers, some in fragments quite 
charred and black, and others but slightly burnt at the corners. 
Among the less damaged documents I noticed were some curious petitions 
of the old émigrés of the Revolution beseeching Louis XVIII. to give 
them back their ancestral estates.— Zrans, : 
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Paris, the supreme convulsion of a nation threatened with dis- 
solution amid butchery and ruin? Maurice, however, with- 
out taking his eyes off the burning districts over yonder, 
stammered with difficulty : ‘No, no, don’t curse War—War is 
good, it has its task ——’ 

But Jean interrupted him with a cry of mingled hatred and 
remorse : ‘Good God! you talk like that when I see you lying 
there, all through my fault. No, no, you mustn’t defend War 
again ; it is an abominable thing !’ 

The wounded man feebly waved his hand : ‘ What does it 
matter about me? There are plenty of others. This blood- 
letting was perhaps necessary. War is life, and there can be 
no life unless there be death also.’ 

Then Maurice closed his eyes, exhausted by the effort 
which these few words had cost him. Henriette signed to 
Jean not to continue arguing. Calm though her nature was, 
the nature of a feeble yet a valiant woman, with limpid eyes 
in which the heroic soul of her grandfather lived anew, she 
also was now upheaved by a feeling of protest, of anger with 
the suffering human race. 

Two more days, Thursday and Friday, went by amid the 
same scenes of conflagration and massacre. The uproar of the 
cannonade was incessant. The batteries of Montmartre cap- 
tured by the army of Versailles were now firing without a 
pause upon those which the Federals had established at Belle- 
ville and the Peére-Lachaise cemetery ; and the latter were on 
their side firing at random upon Paris. Shells had fallen both 
in the Rue de Richelieu and on the Place Vendéme. On the 
evening of the 25th the whole of the city on the left bank of 
the Seine was in the hands of the troops ; but on the right 
bank the barricades on the Place du Chateau d’Eau and the 
Place de la Bastille were still holding out. There were, on 
these points, two veritable fortresses defended by a galling, in- 
cessant fire. At twilight, amid the disbanding of the last 
members of the Commune, Delescluze took his cane, and, like a 
promenader out for a stroll, came quietly to the barricade 
blocking the Boulevard Voltaire to fall and die there like a 
hero. At dawn on the morrow, May 26, the Chateau d’Kau 
and the Bastille positions were carried by the troops, and then 
only La Villette, Belleville, and Charonne remained in the 
power of the Communists, who were becoming less and less 
numerous, until there remained at last merely a handful of 
brave men resolved to die. And during two more days 
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these prolonged their resistance, fighting with the fury of 
despair. 

On the Friday eyening, while Jean, having managed to 
get away from the Place du Carrousel, was on his way to the 
Rue des Orties, he witnessed, in the lower part of the Rue de 
Richelieu, a summary execution which filled him with horror. 
Two courts-martial had been sitting since the Wednesday, one 
at the Luxembourg palace, the other at the Chatelet theatre. 
The men condemned by the former tribunal were executed in 
the palace gardens, whilst those sentenced by the latter were 
dragged to the Lobau barracks, where firing parties, kept 
under arms throughout the day, shot them down almost at 
point-blank range, in the inner courtyard. And here espe- 
cially did the butchery prove frightful: men, mere boys, 
condemned to death on the flimsiest evidence—because their 
hands were black with powder, or simply because they were 
wearing regulation shoes; innocent men, too, falsely de- 
nounced, victims of private malice shouting out explanations 
to which their military judges would not listen ; droves of 
prisoners huddled together pell-mell in front of the gun-barrels, 
so many poor wretches brought in for execution at the same 
time, that the men of the firing-party had not bullets enough 
for all of them, and despatched those whom their discharge 
had merely wounded with the butt-ends of their guns. From 
morning till evening blood streamed and tumbrils carried 
away the corpses. And then, too, here and there through the 
conquered city, amid the frequent outbursts of vengeful fury, 
there were other executions in front of the barricades, against 
the blank walls of deserted streets, and on the steps of the 
public buildings. 

It was under such circumstances that Jean saw some in- 
habitants of the neighbourhood dragging a woman and two 
men before the officers of a detachment of troops guarding the 
Théaitre Frangais. The civilian population indeed showed 
itself even more ferocious than the soldiers, and the newspapers 
that had resumed publication clamoured for extermination. 
The violent throng whica Jean encountered was especially 
wrathful with the woman, a pétroleuwse it was said, one of 
those creatures the fear of whom now haunted the public imagi- 
nation, who were accused of prowling about in the evening, 
slinking along past the houses of well-to-do people and flinging 
canfuls of flaming petroleum into the cellars. This one, so 
the crowd shouted, had been surprised whilst crouching before 
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a vent-hole in the Rue St. Anne. And despite her protests 
and her sobs she was flung with the two men into the ditch 
of a barricade, which had not yet been filled up ; and there, 
in that black hole, all three of them were shot like wolves 
caught ina trap. Promenaders stood by looking on ; among 
them a lady leaning on her husband’s arm, whilst a pastry- 
cook’s boy, who was carrying a pie to some house in the 
neighbourhood, lingered whistling a hunting refrain.! 

As Jean, with his heart frozen, was hastening on towards 
the Rue des Orties a sudden recollection dawned upon him. 
Was not that Chouteau, formerly of his squad in the 106th, 
whom he had seen watching that execution—clad in the 
honest white blouse of a workman and waving his arm in an 
approving fashion? Jean knew what part that bandit, traitor, 
robber, and murderer had played! For a moment he felt in- 
clined to retrace his steps, denounce the scoundrel, and have 
him shot upon the corpses of the three others. How sad to 
think that the most guilty should ever escape punishment, and 
air their impunity in the sunlight, whilst thousands of inno- 
cents lie rotting in the ground ! 

Hearing his steps upon the stairs, Henriette came to meet 
him on the landing : ‘ Be prudent, he is in a state of terrible 
excitement to-day,’ said she ; ‘the major has been again and 
gives me but littie hope.’ Bouroche indeed had shaken his 
head ominously, declaring that he was as yet unable to promise 
anything. Still, perhaps the sufferer’s youth would triumph 
over the complications which he feared. 

‘Ah! it’s you,’ said Maurice feverishly as soon as he 
caught sight of Jean. ‘I was waiting for you to come. What 
is going on? How do matters stand?’ And sitting up in bed, 
with his back resting on the pillow, in front of the window 
which he had compelled his sister to re-open, he pointed to the 
city, which another furnace-like glow was now illumining: ‘It’s 
beginning again, eh ? Paris is burning, and this time it will 
all burn.’ ; : 

Since sunset, indeed, all the distant districts up the Seine 
had been illumined by the conflagration of the Grenier 
d’Abondance.2. At the Tuileries and the Council of State, the 


1 Among those who witnessed this scene, or at all events one very 
similar on the same spot, were the translator’s father and brother, Mr. 


Henry and Mr. Arthur Vizetelly. ; 
4 is vast magazine where cereals and oil, especially the latter, were 


stored in considerable quantities.—77rans, 
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roofs and ceilings must have been falling in, imparting fresh 
vigour to the braziers of smouldering beams, for here and 
there the fires burst forth again, and flakes and sparks arose. 
In this way, too, many houses where it was thought the fires 
had gone out suddenly began flaming again once more. For 
three days past, the night had no sooner gathered in, than the 
city kindled afresh ; it seemed as though the darkness breathed 
upon the paling embers, fanning them again into flames, which 
it scattered to the four corners of the horizon. Ah ! that hellish 
city, which began to redden as soon as the twilight came, 
burning and burning for seven days, illumining with its mon- 
strous torches the nights of the Bloody Week! And on that 
Friday night, when the magazines of La Villette burned down, 
so intense was the light thrown over the immense city, that 
one might have thought it fired upon every side, invaded and 
submerged by the flames. Under the ensanguined sky, the 
lurid districts rolled their waves of shimmering roofs as far as 
the eye could see. 

‘The end has come,’ repeated Maurice. ‘Paris is burning !’ 

He excited himself with these words, repeating them a 
score of times in the febrile longing to talk that had come 
over him after the heavy somnolence which for three days had 
kept him almost mute. However, the sound of stifled sobbing 
made him turn his head. 

‘What! Is it you, little sister, you so brave? You are 
erying because I am about to die?’ 

She interrupted him, protesting: ‘No, no, you will not 
die.’ 

‘Yes, it is better so, it is necessary! Ah! nothing of 
much account will be lost in me, Before the war I caused 
you so much worry. I cost you dearly both in heart and purse. 
All those senseless things I was guilty of—all those acts of 
folly I committed and which would have brought me to a bad 
end, perhaps—who knows ?—to imprisonment, the gutter ; 

Again did she violently interrupt him: ‘Be quiet, be 
quiet ! You have atoned for it all !’ 

He became silent and reflected for a moment : ‘ Well, yes, 
I shall have atoned, perhaps—when TI am dead. Ah! my 
old Jean, you all the same rendered us a first-rate service 
when you gave me that bayonet thrust 

But Jean, whose eyes were swollen with tears, also pro- 
tested : ‘Don’t say that. Do you want me to go and batter 
my brains out against a wall ?’ 
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In a burning voice, Maurice continued : ‘Do you remember 
what you said to me after Sedan, that it sometimes benefited one 
to receive a good blow? And you added, too, that when there 
was any rottenness anywhere, when one had a diseased limb 
past healing, it was far better to lop it off with an axe than 
to die of it as one dies of the cholera. I have often thought 
of those words since then, since I have been alone, shut up in 
this mad, miserable Paris. And you see, it’s I that am the 
rotten limb that you have lopped off. 2 

His excitement was increasing; he no longer listened to 
the entreaties of Henriette and Jean, whom he altogether 
terrified. Amid his fever he continued talking almost deli- 
riously, with a profusion of symbolical terms and vivid 
imagery. It was the healthy portion of France, that which 
was endowed with common-sense and a well-balanced mind, 
the peasant portion, which had remained nearest to the soil, 
which was now suppressing the crazed, exasperated portion— 
that which the Empire had corrupted, which had been driven 
mad by enjoyment and senseless fancies ; and it had been 
necessary that France should thus carve into her own flesh, 
thus mutilate herself, scarce knowing what she was doing. Yes, 
that bath of blood, of French blood, had been necessary ; it 
was the abominable holocaust, the living sacrifice offered up 
amidst purifying fire. And now the Calvary was ascended, 
the most awful of agonies had been reached, the crucified 
nation was expiating its sins and was about to be born again. 

‘And you, my old friend Jean, you are the one with the 
simple mind and the stout heart. Go, go; take your pick and 
take your trowel, go and turn the soil over in the fields, and 
build the house anew! JBut as for me, you have done well to 
lop me off, since I was the ulcer clinging to your bones !’ 

He was again delirious, and wished to rise and lean out 
of the window. ‘Paris is burning,’ he gasped once more ; 
‘nothing of it will remain. Ah! I desired it, longed for it ; 
that flame which carries everything away, which heals every- 
thing—it is doing good work. Let me go down ; let me help 
finish the work of humanity and liberty !’ 

Jean had the greatest difficulty in getting him back into bed 


‘4 again, whilst Henriette in tears spoke to him of their child- 


hood, and entreated him, in the name of their affection, to be 
calm. And meantime the fiery glow above the vast city had 
spread even farther ; the sea of flames was now gaining the 


es dark, distant limits of the horizon, and the sky looked like the 
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vaulted roof of some giant, red-hot oven. Meantime, athwart 
the lurid light of the fires, the dense smoke rising from the 
Ministry of Finances, which since two days previously had 
been stubbornly burning without a flame, still slowly travelled 
by like a sombre pall of mourning. 

On the morrow, which was Saturday, a sudden improve- 
ment took place in Maurice’s condition ; he was much calmer, 
the fever had subsided, and Jean was greatly delighted to find 
Henriette smiling, and again dreaming of their intimacy in 
the happy future, which seemed still possible. Was Destiny 
indeed about to pardon? She spent her nights in watching ; 
she did not stir from that room where her active Cinderella- 
like gentleness, her nimble, silent ministrations were like a 
continuous caress. And, that evening, Jean lingered in the 
company of his friends, with a pleasure that astonished him and 
made him tremble. The troops had captured Belleville and 
the Buttes-Chaumont during the day, so that the Pere-Lachaise 
cemetery, transformed into an entrenched camp, was now the 
only point where the resistance continued. It seemed to Jean 
that the whole terrible business was now over, and he even 
asserted that no more prisoners were being shot. He merely 
alluded to the flocks of captives who were being despatched to 
Versailles. Passing along the quay that morning, he had met 
one of those convoys—men in blouses, men in coats, and men 
in their shirt-sleeves, with women of every age, some with the 
wrinkled, scraggy visages of furies, and others in the flower of 
their youth, girls barely fifteen, but all blended in a great, long, 
rolling wave of wretchedness and revolt, which the soldiers 
urged along in the bright sunlight, and which the good folks of 
Versailles, it was said, greeted with jeering and hooting, and 
belaboured with sticks and parasols. 

On the Sunday, however, Jean was terrified. It was the 
last day of that hateful week. Since the triumphal rising of 
the sun on that warm, clear holiday morning he had felt the 
thrill of the supreme convulsion passing through the city. It 
was only now that people learned of the repeated massacres of 
the hostages—the archbishop, the priest of the Madeleine, and 
the others who had been shot at La Roquette on the Wednes- 
day ; the Dominican monks of Arcueil, who had been picked 
off on the run like hares on the Thursday ; the other priests 
and the gendarmes, who, to the number of forty-seven, had been 
despatched on the ramparts near the Rue Haxo on the Friday ; 
and now the fury of the reprisals had burst forth once more, 
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and the troops were executing en masse the last prisoners that 
they made. Throughout that beautiful Sunday, the sound of 
platoon firing rang out without cessation from the courtyard of 
the Lobau barracks, where all was blood and smoke and groan- 
ing. At La Roquette two hundred and twenty-seven poor 
wretches, captured here and there, were shot down in a heap. 
At the Pere-Lachaise cemetery, bombarded for four days and 
at last conquered tomb by tomb, one hundred and forty-eight 
captives were flung against a wall, the plaster of which was 
bespattered with big tears of blood ; and three of these men, 
who had been merely wounded by the discharge were promptly 
recaptured and finished off, when they endeavoured to escape. 
Among those twelve thousand unhappy beings who lost their 
lives through the Commune, how many innocents there were 
for each rogue who met his deserts! Jt was said that orders 
to stop the executions had come from Versailles; but the 
butchery still continued, and Thiers, amid all the pure glory he 
achieved by the Liberation of the Territory, was to become, 
for many, the legendary Assassin of Paris; whilst Marshal 
MacMahon, the beaten general of Freeschweiler, whose pro- 
clamation of victory was to be seen on every wall, was to pass 
into history as the Conqueror of Pére-Lachaise. And Paris, 
strolling forth into the bright sunshine in its Sunday best, put 
on that day a festive air; dense crowds obstructed the re- 
conquered streets, promenaders strolled cheerfully to view the 
smoking ruins, and mothers, holding their little children by 
the hand, stopped for a moment and listened with an expres- 
sion of interest to the deadened reports of the firing at the 
Lobau barracks. 

When, on the Sunday evening, just as daylight was 
waning, Jean climbed the dark staircase of the house in the 
Rue des Orties, a frightful presentiment was oppressing his 
heart. 

He entered the room and at once saw that the inevitable 
end had come. Maurice lay dead upon the little bed, killed by 
hemorrhage, as Major Bouroche had feared. The red farewell 
of the setting sun was stealing in by the open window, and two 
candles were already burning on the table near the head of 
the bed. And Henriette, on her knees, in her widow’s robe 
which she had not quitted, was weeping there in silence. 

Hearing the door open, she raised her head and shuddered 
as she saw Jean come in. He, in his despair, darted forward 
to take her hands that he might in a loving grasp mingle his 
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own grief with hers. But he felt that the little hands were 
trembling, that all her quivering form was recoiling from him 
in revolt, that she was tearing herself away from him for ever. 
Was it not indeed all over between them now! Maurice’s 
grave parted them like a bottomless abyss. And then he also 
could only fall upon his knees at the bedside, sobbing softly. 

However, after a brief silence, Henriette spoke: ‘I had 
turned my back,’ she said, ‘and was holding a bowl of broth, 
when all at once he gave a cry—I only had time to rush up 
to him and he died, calling me and calling you amid a 
stream of blood.’ 

Her brother, O God! Her fondly loved Maurice, adored 
prior to birth even, her second self, whom she had reared, 
saved, her sole affection since she had seen her poor Weiss fall 
riddled with bullets against that wall at Bazeilles! So War 
was taking her whole heart; she was to remain alone in the 
world, a widow, brotherless, with none to love her ! 

‘Ah! good Lord!’ cried Jean sobbing, ‘it’s my fault. 
My dear little fellow, for whom I would have laid down my 
life, and whom I killed like the brute I am! What will 
become of us? Can you ever forgive me ?’ 

And at that moment their eyes met and they were over- 
whelmed by that which they now, at last, could clearly read in 
them. All the past arose: the secluded little room at Remilly 
where they had spent such sad and yetsuch pleasant days. He 
bethought himself of that dream of his, that dream which had 
stolen upon him quite unconsciously, which even later had been 
barely outlined—life together over yonder, marriage, a little 
house, a field to till, which would suflice for the needs of a couple 
of modest, simple tastes. And now the dream had become an 
ardent desire, a penetrating conviction that with such a 
woman as she was, so loving and so industrious, life would 
have proved an earthly Paradise. And she who had had no 
inkling of this dream in the chaste, unconscious bestowal of 
her heart, could now clearly see and understand everything. 
That remote marriage, she herself had unknowingly desired it. 
The germinating seed had covertly sprouted, and now it was 
love that she felt for that man by the side of whom she had at 
first merely felt comforted. And their eyes told it to them, 
and they now loved openly, at the moment when they must 
part for ever! That frightful sacrifice had yet to be accom- 
plished, the last rending, their happiness—still possible the day 
before—now crumbling to ashes like everything else, swept 
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away by the stream of blood which had just carried off their 
brother. 

With a long and painful effort of the knees Jean raised 
himself to his feet again. ‘Farewell!’ Henriette remained 
motionless on the tiled floor. ‘Farewell !’ 

However, Jean had drawn near to Maurice, that he might 
look upon him for the last time. He gazed upon his lofty 
forehead, which seemed loftier still in death, his long thin 
face and his sightless eyes, once rather wild but whence all 
the madness had now departed. Jean longed to embrace his 
dear little fellow, as he had so often called him, but dared 
not. He beheld himself covered with his brother’s blood, and 
recoiled before the horror of Destiny. Ah! what a death 
amid the Downfall of a world! On that last day, when 
nothing but a few shreds was left of the expiring Commune, 
this additional victim had been required! Thirsting for 
Justice, the poor fellow had departed amid the supreme 
convulsion of his great black dream: that grandiose, mon- 
strous conception of the destruction of the old social system, of 
Paris burnt, of the soil turned up and purified so that there 
might spring from it the idyll of another Golden Age ! 

With his heart full of anguish Jean turned to the window 
and looked out on Paris. The beautiful day was serenely 
drawing to its close, and the sun, now on a level with the 
horizon, was illumining the city with a bright red glow. It 
looked not unlike a sun of blood poised upon a boundless sea, 
The panes of thousands of windows were scintillating as though 
on fire, inflamed by invisible bellows; the roofs glowed like 
beds of live coals; yellow walls, lofty rust-coloured monu- 
ments flared and sparkled in the evening air like brisk faggot 
fires. And was not this the final pyrotechnical sheaf, the 
gigantic purple ‘bouquet ’—all Paris burning like a giant 
hurdle, like some ancient forest of dead, dry trees, fleeting 
away into the heavens in soaring flames and sparks. The 
fires were burning still, volumes of ruddy smoke continued to 
rise, and a loud confused clamour could be heard, perhaps the 
last groans of the men shot down at the Lobau barracks, or 
perhaps the gay chatter of the women and the laughter of the 
children dining in the open air outside the wine-shops, after 
their pleasant promenade. From the pillaged houses and 
public buildings, from the torn-up streets, from the depths of 
all the havoc and suffering, the buzz and stir of life still 
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sounded amidst the blaze of that regal sunset, whilst Paris was 
dwindling into embers. 

And Jean then experienced an extraordinary sensation. 
It seemed to him even in the slowly declining light as though 
another aurora were already rising above the flaming city. 
And yet this was apparently the end of all, for Destiny had 
proved implacable, accumulating disaster upon disaster, such 
as no nation had ever before experienced: the continual 
defeats ; the lost provinces ; the milliards to be paid; the 
most frightful of civil wars drowned in a flood of gore ; street 
after street in ruins and littered with corpses ; no money left, 
no honour left, a whole world to be built afresh. And in it 
all he, for his own part, was losing his lacerated heart—no 
Maurice left, no Henriette, all the happy life that might have 
been swept away in the storm. And yet beyond the furnace, 
roaring still, in the depths of the great tranquil heavens so 
supremely limpid, perennial hope was rising once more. 
Twas the certainty of rejuvenescence, the rejuvenescence of 
eternal nature and of eternal humanity, the renewal promised 
unto those who hope and toil; the tree which throws out a 
new and powerful stem when the rotten branch, whose 
poisonous sap was blighting the leaves, has been lopped away. 

‘Farewell !’ Jean repeated in a sob. 

Henriette did not raise her head ; her face was hidden by 
her joined hands: ‘ Farewell !’ 

The ravaged field was lying waste, the burnt house was 
level with the ground ; and Jean, the most humble and the 
most woeful, went off marching towards the future—to the 
great and laborious task of building up a new France. 


THE END 
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COLMAN’S HUMOROUS WORKS: ‘ Broad Grins,” ‘‘My Nightgown 


and Slippers,” and other Humorous Works of Grorce Corman. With Lite b 
G. B. Bucksrong, and: Frontispiece by HocarTH.. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


COLMORE.—A VALLEY OF SHADOWS. By G. Cotmoreg, Author 


of “ A Conspiracy of Silence.” Two Vols., crown 8vo. 


COLQUHOUN.—EVERY INCH A SOLDIER: A Novel, By M. J. 


CoLoquHouN. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


CONVALESCENT COOKERY: A Family Handbook. By CATHERINE 


Ryan. -Crown 8vo, fs.3 cloth limp, Is. Gd. 


CONWAY (MONCURE D.), WORKS BY. 
DEMONOLOGY AND DEVIL-LORE, With 65lllustrations, Third Edition, Two 
Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 28s. 
A NECKLACE OF STORIES. 235 Illusts. by W. J. Hennessy. Sg. 8vo, cloth, 8. 
PINE AND PALM: A Novel. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. 
GEORGE WASHINGTON’S RULES OF CIVILITY Traced to their Sources and 
Restored. Fcap. 8vo, Japanese vellum, 2s. Gd. 


COOK (DUTTON), NOVELS BY. 


PAUL FOSTER’S DAUGHTER. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 3s. Gd.; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 
LEO. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ss. 


44 Illustrations by F. H. TownsEnp, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, Gd. 


CRADDOCK.—THE PROPHET OF THE GREAT SMOKY MOUN- 


TAINS. By CHarLtes Ecprrt Crappock. Post 8vo, illust bds., Ss.; cl: limp, 2s. Gal. 


-CRIM.—ADVENTURES OF A FAIR REBEL. By Marr Crim. With 


a Frontispiece by DAN, BEARD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Ga. . 


CRUIKSHANK’S COMIC ALMANACK. Complete in°Two Serres: 
The First from 1835 to 1843; the Seconp from 1844: to)1853.. A, Gathering of 
the Best Humourof THackeray, Hoop, MayHew, ALBERT SMITH, A’BECKETT 
Rosert Broueu, &c. With numerous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts by CRruIKe 
SHANK, Hine, LANDELLS, &c. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 7s. @d. each. 

THE LIFE OF GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. By Brancuarp -Jerroup. «With 84 
Illustrations and a Bibliography Crown &vo, cloth éxtra, 78. Gd, 


CUMMING (C. F. GORDON), WORKS BY. Demy 8vo, cl..ex: Ss. Gd, each 
IN THE HEBRIDES. With Autotype Facsimile and 23 Illustrations. : 
IN THE HIMALAYAS AND ON THE INDIAN PLAINS, | With‘42 Illustrations. 
VIA CORNWALL TO EGYPT. With Photogravure Frontis.. Demy 8vaq, cl., 7s. Gd. 


CUSSANS.—A HANDBOOK OF HERALDRY ;_ with Instructions for 
Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS., &c. By Jonn E.Cussans. With 
408 Woodcuts, Two Coloured and Two Plain Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ‘7s. Gd. 


CYPLES(W.)—HEARTS ot GOLD. Cr.8vo, cl.,8s.6d.; post8vo,bds.,2s, 
PDANIEL.—MERRIE ENGLAND IN THE OLDEN TIME. “By Grorce 


DanIEL. With Illustrations by RoRERT CRUIKSHANK. Crown &vo, cloth extra, Ss. Gd. 


DAUDET.—THE EVANGELIST; or, Port Salvation, ‘By ALPHONSE 


DaupeEt. Crown Avo, cloth extra 3s. Gd. 3 post 8vo, illustrated boards: 2s, 


DAVENANT.—HINTS FOR P : 
~__FESSION FOR THEIR SONS. ag eR lea ae hare 


DAVIES (DR. N. E. YORKE-), WORKS BY. 


Crown 8vo, is. each; cloth limp, Bs. @d@. each. . ** 
ONE THOUSAND MEDICAL MAXIMS AND SURGICAL HINTS, | 
NURSERY HINTS: A Mother's Guide in edith and Dictate aA Ae 


FOODS FOR THE FAT: A Treatise on Cor cy; ‘ary for i 
: a rpulency; and a Diet! ‘Cur 
AIDS TO LONG LIFE. Crown 8vo. 2s.3 Sisth tint Qa. 6a. hice 


- oy a 7 4 

DAVIES (GIR JOHN) COMPLETE, POETICAL, WORKS, wisg 
Collected and Edited, with Memori TInt od son and, ee = Bist viee 
GrosartT, D.D, Two Vols,, crown vo, cloth boards, iz, be shenAvat eee 
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DAWSON.—THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH: A Novel of Adventure. 
By Erasmus Dawson, M.B. Edited by Paut Devon. With Two Illustrations by 
Hume Nisset. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ts. Gad. 


DE GUERIN.—THE JOURNAL OF MAURICE DE GUERIN. Edited 


by G.S, TrResutien. With a Memoir by Sainte-Beuve. Translated from. the 
goth French Edition by Jessiz P. FRoTHINGHAM. Fcap, 8vo, half-bound, 2s. Gd. 


DE MAISTRE.—A JOURNEY ROUND MY ROOM. By Xavier pz 
___ Maistre. Translated by Henry ATTWELL. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd. 

DE MILLE.—A CASTLE IN SPAIN. By James De Muy. Witha 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd.3 Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
DERBY (THE).—THE BLUE RIBBON OF THE TURF: A Chronicle 
of the Race ror THe Dersy, from Diomed to Donovan. With Notes on the Win- 
ning Horses, the Men who trained them, Jockeys who rode them, and Gentlemen to 
whom they belonged ; also Notices of the Betting and Betting Men of the period, and 
Brief Accounts of. THE Oaks. By Louts Henry Curzon. Cr.8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


DERWENT (LEITH), NOVELS BY. Cr. 8vo.cl., 3s.4d. ea.; post 8vo,bds,, 2s.ea, 


OUR LADY OF TEARS, _ | CIRCH’S LOVERS. 

DICKENS (CHARLES), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
SKETCHES BY BOZ. NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. 
THE PICKWICK PAPERS, OLIVER TWIST. 


THE SPEECHES OF CHARLES DICKENS, 1841-1870. With a New Bibliography. 
Edited by, RicHarp HeRNE SHEPHERD, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.—Also a 

> SMALLER EpITIon, in the Mayfair Libsary, post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6ds 

ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS. By Atrrep Rimmer. With 57 Llustrations 
by C.A. VANDERHOOF, ALFRED KIMMER, and.others, Sg. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. 

DICTIONARIES. Br 

A DICTIONARY OF MIRACLES: Imitative, Reasistic,and Dogmatic. By the Rev, 
E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 8vyo, cloth extra, 7s, Gd. 

THE READER’S HANDBOOK OF ALLUSIONS, REFERENCES, PLOTS, AND 
STORIES. By the Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D, With an ENGLISH BIBLIOGRAPHY 
Fifteenth Thousand, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. 

AUTHORS AND THEIR WORKS, WITH THE DATES, Cr, 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 
FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF GREAT MEN, With Historical and Explana- 
tory_-Notes.’ By SAMUEL A. Bent, AM. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd.) 
SLANG DICTIONARY: Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. Cr: 8vo, cl., 6s. 6d. 
WOMEN OF THE DAY: A ‘Biographical ‘Dictionary. By F. Hays. Cr. 8vo,cl., ds. 
WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of- 
the-Way Matters, By Errezer Epwarps. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


DIDEROT.—THE PARADOX OF ACTING... Translated, with Annota- 
tions, from Diderot’s “Lie Paradoxe sur le Comédien,” by WALTER HERRIES PoLLock, 
. With a Preface by Henry Irvine. Crown 8vo, parchment, As, Gd, 


N (AUSTIN), WORKS BY. 

DOBSON f BEWICK », HIS PUPILS. With 95 Illustrations.. Square 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
- FOUR FRENCHWOMEN; MapemoiseLte pz Corpay; Mapamz Rovranp; THE 

+ ~~" Princess DE LAMBALLE } MADAME DE GENLIS. Fcap.8vo, hf,,roxburghe, 2s. 6d. 

-  BRIGHTEENTH CENTURY VIGNETTES, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, [Preparing. 


i W. T. WORKS BY. © Post 8vo, cloth limp, Ys. 6d. each, 
Core key Bae AY FANCIES, FOLLIES, AND FROLICS. 

- POETICAL INGENUITIES AND ECCENTRICITIES, 
DONOVAN (DICK), DETECTIVE STORIES BY. 

= ~~ Dost vo. illustrated boards, 2s. Cee Oa Hd. cat Hava? 
coe aaah A DETECTIVE’S TRIUMPHS., 


' AST! . 
: Se eED AND TAKEN. IN THE GRIP OF THE LAW, 


THE MAN FROM MANCHESTER. With 23 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
: 3a. Gad. + post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, __ 
TRACKED TO DOOM. With 6 full-page Illustrations by Gorpon Browne. Crown 


~ 8yo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 


THE OLD. with Vignette Portraits. Cr.8vo, cl. ex., Gs. per Vol. 
DRAM AT ST Ss WORKS. With Notas Critical and. Explanatory, and a Bio- 
‘graphical Memoir by Wm. Girrorp, Edited by Col, CunninaHAM. Three Vols. 
CHAPMAN’S WORKS. Complete in Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays 
ore complete; Vol. II., Poems and Minor: Translations, with an Introductory Essay 
age ,2 by A.C. SwinBuRNE ; Vol. IIl., Transiations’of the Iliad and Odyssey. 
MARLO 


°S WORKS. Edited, with Notes, by Cel. CUNNINGHAM. One Vol. 
MAR SINGER’S PLAYS From Girrorp’s Text. Edit. by Col,Cunninauam, OneVol, 


8 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 
DOYLE (CONAN).—THE FIRM OF GIRDLESTONE. By A. Conax 


Doyte, Author of “ Micah Clarke.” Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


DUNCAN (SARA JEANNETTE), WORKS BY. 


rown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. each, 
A SOCIAL DEPARTURE: How Orthodocia and I Went round the World by Our- 
selves. With 111 Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND. 
AN AMERICAN GIRL IN LONDON. With 8o Illustrations by F. H. TownsEND. 


DYER.—THE FOLK-LORE OF PLANTS. By Rev. T, F, TH1sELTON 


Dyer, M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


BARLY ENGLISH POETS. Edited, with Introductions and Annota- 
tions, by Rev. A. B.Grosart, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 6s. per Volume, 
FLETCHER’S (GILES) COMPLETE POEMS. One Vol. 
DAVIES’ (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Two Vols. 
HERRICK’S (ROBERT) COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS, Three Vols. 
SIDNEY’S (SIR PHILIP) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Three Vols. 


EDGCUMBE.—ZEPHYRUS : A Holiday in Brazil and on the River Plate. 


By E. R. PEARCE EDGCUMBE. With 41 Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ds. 


EDWARDES (MRS. ANNIE), NOVELS BY: 
A POINT OF HONOUR. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
ARCHIE LOVELL, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 


EDWARDS (ELIEZER).—WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A 


Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-ot-the-Way Matters. By ELIgEzER EDwaRDs. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ws. 6d, 


EDWARDS (M. BETHAM-), NOVELS BY. 


KITTY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ‘2s.3 cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
FELIGIA. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


EGGLESTON (EDWARD).—ROXY : A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 
EMANUEL.—ON DIAMONDS AND PRECIOUS STONES: Their 


History, Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests for ascertaining their Reality. B 
Harry EmanuEt,F.R.G.S. With Illustrations, tinted and plain. “CE. Bvorel. bee 6s. 


ENGLISHMAN’S HOUSE, THE: A Practical Guide to all interested in 
Selecting or Building a House; with Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C 
___Ricnarpson, With Coloured Frontispiece and 600 Illusts, Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6a. 

EWALD (ALEX. CHARLES, F.S-A.), WORKS BY. 
THE LIFE AND TIMES OF PRINCE CHARLES STUART, Count of Alban 
(THE YOUNG PRETENDER). With a Portrait, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d % 
__ STORIES FROM THE STATE PAPERS. With an Autotype. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
EYES, OUR: How to Preserve Them from Infancy to Old Age. By 
Joxun BRownina, F.R.A.S. With 70 Illusts. Eighteenth Thousand. Crown 8vo, Is. 
FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF GREAT MEN. By Samu ArTuuRr 
Bent, A.M. Fifth Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ¥s. 6d. 
FARADAY (MICHAEL), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. each. 
THE CHEMICAL HISTORY OF A CANDLE: Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience, Edited by Wrrt1aM Crookes, F.C.S. With numerous Illustrations 
ON THE VARIOUS FORCES OF NATURE, AND THEIR RELATIONS TO 
EACH OTHER. Edited by Wrttiam Crookes, F.C.S. With Illustrations, 
FARRER J. ANSON), WORKS BY. 
ERS AND CUSTOMS. Crown8 1 
_ WAR: Three Essays, reprinted from “ Military Mannerats Ci hens i cl. is. 6a. 
FENN (MANVILLE).—THE NEW MISTRESS; A Novel. By G, Man- > 


VILLE Fenn, Author of “ Double Cunning,” &c, Crown 8vo, clothextra, 3s, 6d 


FICTION.—A CATALOGUE OF NEARLY SIX HUNDRED WORKS 
Ss 
Bait lan paxen, amy. €vah; Wil Lekent Give wpe ci aea eae ee an 


FIN-BEC.—THE C 5 = ’ 
Livin, and Dining. uF Ene eon ee eeu bbb Pie 


FIREWORKS, THE COMPLETE ART OF MAKING; or, The Pyro- 


technist’s Treasury, By THomMas KentIsx, With 267 Illustrations, Cr, 8vo, cl, Sus 
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F ITZGERALD (PERCY, M.A., F.S.A.), WORKS BY. 
THE WORLD BEHIND THE SCENES, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
LITTLE ESSAYS: Passages from Letters of CHARLES LAMB. Post 8vo, cl., 2s. Gd. 
A DAY’S TOUR: Journey through France and Belgium, With Sketches. Cr. 4to, Is. 
FATAL ZERO, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

BELLA DONNA. | LADY OF BRANTOME.| THE SECOND MRS. TILLOTSON. 
POLLY. NEVER FORGOTTEN, SEVENTY-FIYE BROOKE STREET. 


LIFE OF JAMES BOSWELL (of Auchinleck). With an Account of his Sayings, 
Doings, and Writings ; and Four Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 24s. 


FLAMMARION.—URANIA: A Romance. By CamiLte FLAMMARION, 
Translated by Aucusta Rice Sretson. With 87 Illustrations by De BIELEr, 
Myrsacu, and GAMBARD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 


FLETCHER’S (GILES, B.D.) COMPLETE POEMS: Christ’s Victorie 
in Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, Christ’s Triumph over Death, and Minor 
Poems. With Notes by Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 6s. 


FLUDYER (HARRY) AT CAMBRIDGE: A Series of Family Letters. 


Post 8vo, picture cover, Is.3 cloth limp, Is. 6d. 
FONBLANQUE(ALBANY).—FILTHY LUCRE. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s, 
FRANCILLON (R. E.), NOVELS BY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
ONE BY ONE.| QUEEN COPHETUA.|A REAL QUEEN.| KING OR KNAVE? 


OLYMPIA. Post 8vo, illust. bds,, 2s. | ESTHER’S GLOVE. Fcap. 8vo, pict. cover, Is. 
ROMANCES OF THE LAW. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 3 post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 


FREDERIC (HAROLD), NOVELS BY. 
SETH’S BROTHER’S WIFE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
THE LAWTON GIRL. With Frontispiece by h, BarNarD. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., Gs. 3 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


FRENCH LITERATURE, A HISTORY OF. By Henry Van Laun. 


Three Vols., demy 8vo, cloth boards, 7s. 6d. each. 


FRERE.—PANDURANG HARI; or, Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Pre- 


face by Sir BarTLE FRERE. Crown 8vo, cloth, ‘3s. Gd. 3 post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 
FRISWELL (HAIN).—ONE OF TWO: A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s, 


FROST (THOMAS), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
CIRCUS LIFE AND CIRCUS CELEBRITIES, | LIVES OF THE CONJURERS. 
THE OLD SHOWMEN AND THE OLD LONDON FAIRS. 


FRY’S (HERBERT) ROYAL GUIDE TO THE LONDON CHARITIES. 
Showing their Name, Date of Foundation, Objects, Income, Officials, &c. Edited 
by Joun Lanz. Published Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, As. 6d. 


GARDENING BOOKS. Post 8vo, 1s. each; cloth limp, Is. 6d, each, 
A YEAR’S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE: Practical Advice as to the 
Management of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. By GreorGcE GLENNY. 


HOUSEHOLD HORTICULTURE. By Tom and JANE Jerro_p, Illustrated, 
THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE RENT. By Tom Jerrovp. 


OUR KITCHEN GARDEN: The Plants we Grow, and How we Cook Them, By 
Tom JERROLD, Crown 8vo, cloth, rs. 6d. 

MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT I GREW THERE. By Francis G, HEATH. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s. 


GARRETT.—THE CAPEL GIRLS: A Novel. By Epwarp Garrett. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


GENTLEMAN’S MAGAZINE, THE. 1s. Monthly. In addition to the 
Articles upon subjects in Literature, Science, and Art, tor which this Magazine has 
so high a reputation, “ TABLE TALK” by Sytvanus URBAN appears monthly, ; 
*,* Bound Volumes for recent years kept in stock, $8. Gd. each; Cases for binding, 2s. 


GENTLEMAN’S ANNUAL, THE. Published Annually in November, ty, 


10 BOOKS PUDLISHED BY ee, 
GERMAN POPULAR STORIES. Collected by the Brothers Grimm 


and Translated by EpGar Taytorx. With Introduction by Joun RuskIN, and 22 Steel 
Plates after GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Square 8vo, cloth, Gs, Gd.; gilt edges, 7s. Gd. 


GIBBON (CHARLES), NOVELS BY. ; 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $s. Gd. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ss. each, 
ROBIN GRAY. | LOVING A DREAM. | THE GOLDEN SHAFT. 
THE FLOWER OF THE FOREST. OF HIGH DEGREE. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
THE DEAD HEART. IN LOVE AND WAR. 
FOR LACK OF GOLD. A HEART’S PROBLEM. 
WHAT WILL THE WORLD SAY? BY MEAD AND STREAM, 
FOR THE KING.| A HARD KNOT. | THE BRAES OF YARROW. 
QUEEN OF THE MEADOW. FANCY FREE. | IN HONOUR BOUND. 
IN PASTURES GREEN. HEART’S DELIGHT. | BLOOD-MONEY. 


GIBNEY (SOMERVILLE).—SENTENCED! Cr. 8vo, 1s. 5 cl., 1s. 6d. 


GILBERT (WILLIAM), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. each. 
DR. AUSTIN’S GUESTS. | JAMES DUKE, COSTERMONGER. 
THE WIZARD OF THE MOUNTAIN, 


GILBERT (W. S.), ORIGINAL PLAYS BY, Two Series, 2s. 6d. each. 
The First Series contains: The Wicked We ae and Galatea— 
Charity—The Princess—The. Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury. ; 
The Seconp Series: Broken Hearts—Engaged—Sweethearts—Gretchen—Dan'l 
Druce—Tom Cobb—H.M.S, ‘“ Pinafore ""—The Soreerer—Pirates of Penzance, 
EIGHT ORIGINAL COMIC OPERAS written by W. S. GrLpBert. . Containing: 
The Sorcerer—H.M.S, ‘‘ Pinafore’’—Pirates of Penzance—lolanthe—Patience— 
Princess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by Jury. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd. 
THE “GILBERT AND SULLIVAN” BIRTHDAY BOOK: Quotations for Every 
Day in the Year, Selected {rom Plays by W. S. GiLBERT set to:Musie by Sir A, 
Sutiivan. Compiled by ALEx. Watson. Royal r6émo, Jap. leather, 2s. Gad. 
GLANVILLE (ERNEST), NOVELS BY. i ord iaoi 
THE LOST HEIRESS: A Tale of Love, Battle and Adventure. With 2 Illusts, by 
Hume Nisset. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 5 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
THE FOSSICKER: A Romance of Mashonaland. With Frontisprece and Vignette 
by Hume Nisset. Second Edition.) Crown 8vo, cloth exira, $s. 6d. : 
GLENNY.—A YEAR’S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE: 
Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit, 
and Frame Garden. By-Grorcre GLeNNy. Post 8vo, Is.3 cloth limp, ts. 6d, ‘ 


GODWIN.—LIVES OF THE NECROMANCERS. By Wittiam Gop- 
WIN. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. > - I : 
GOLDEN TREASURY OF THOUGHT, THE: An Encyclopedia of 
Quotations. Edited by Trropore Tayxor,. Crown $vo. cloth gilt, 7s. 6d,: i 
GOWING.—FIVE THOUSAND MILES IN A SLEDGE: A: Midwinter 
Journey Across Siberia. By LioNEL F..Gowine. . With 30 Illustrations by C. Js 
Uren, and a Map by E. Wetter. Large crown 8vo, cloth extra, $s. ; 
GRAHAM. — THE PROFESSOR’S WIFE: A Story > By Leonarp 
___Granam. Feap. 8vo, picture cover, As. q sot 
GREEKS AND ROMANS, THE LIFE OF THE, described from 
Antique Monuments. By Ernst Guu and W. Koner, Edited by Dr. F. Huerrer, 
With 545 Illustrations. Large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7si Gd. > , 
GREENWOOD (JAMES), W 36 
THE WILDS if LONDON: OBES nian tree pee Ee FRE Sayeach. 
GREVILLE (HENRY), NOVELS BY: a ; 
NIKANOR. Translated by Exr1za E, Cuase. With 8 Illustrations. Crown 8vo 
cloth extra, Gs.3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. y 
| A NOBLE WOMAN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. post 8va, illustrated boards, sy 
GRIF FITH.—CORINTHIA MARAZION: A Novel. By Crcit. Grir- 
__Firu, Author of “ Victory Deane,” &c. Three Vols., crown 8vo: ‘ 
ABBERTON (JOHN, Author of “ Helen’s Babies”), NOVELS BY, 


___ Post 8vo, illustrated boards 2s. each; cloth limp, 2s. Ga. z 4 
BRUETON’S BAYOU. 1) 'Gountry Luck. , 


| 
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HAIR, THE: Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease,. Trans- 
lated from the German of Dr. J..Prncus. Crown 8vo, is.; cloth limp, is. Gd. 


HAKE (DR. THOMAS GORDON), POEMS BY. cr. 8vo, cl, ex. 6s. each, 
NEW SYMBOLS. | LEGENDS OF THE MORROW.| THE SERPENT PLAY. 
MAIDEN, ECSTASY, Smallsto, cloth extra, Ss. 

HALL.—SKETCHES OF IRISH CHARACTER. By Mrs. S.C. Hatt. 


With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by Mactis, GitBert, TIARVEY, and 
GEORGE-CRUIKSHANK, Medium 8vo, cloth extra, Ys. Gd. . 


HALLIDAY. (ANDR.).—EVERY-DAY PAPERS. Posi 8vo, bas., 28, 


HANDWRITING, THE PHILOSOPHY GF. With over 100 Facsimiles 
and Explanatory Text, By Don Fecix pe Saramanca. Pest 8vo, clothJimp, 2s. 6a, 

HANKY-PANKY: A Collection of Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult 
Tricks, White Magic,-Sleight of Hand. &c. Edited by. W.-H. Cremer.’; With 200 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. Gd. BARS AS | 

HARDY (LADY DUFFUS),— PAUL WYNTER’S. SACRIFICE. By 


Lady Durrus Harpy. Post 8vo, illustrated: boards, 2s. 


HARDY (THOMAS).—UNDER THE -GREENWOOD TREE. .. By 
Tuomas Harpy,-Author of ‘Far from the Madding Crowd.’’ With Portrait and 15 
Illustrations,- Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3x. 6d. post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


HARWOOD.—THE TENTH EARL. By J. Berwick Harwoop. Post 


8vo, illustrated boards, Qs 


HAWEIS (MRS. H. R.), WORKS BY. Square 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. each, 
THE ART OF BEAUTY, With Coloured Frontispiece and gr Illustrations. 
THE ART OF DECORATION. With Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustrations, 
CHAUCER FOR CHILDREN. With 8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. 
THE ART OF DRESS. With 32 Illustrations. Post 8vo, #8.3 cloth, Is. Gd. 
CHAUCER FOR SCHOOLS. Demy 8vo. cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.,M.A.). AMERICAN HUMORISTS : Wasuincton 
IrvING, OLIVER WENDELL HotmeEs, JAMES RUSSELL’ LOWELL, ARTEMUS WARD, 
Mark Twain, and Bret Harte. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 


HAWLEY SMART.—WITHOUT LOVE OR LICENCE: A Novel. By 


Haw vey Smart. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $s. Gd. 3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


-HAWTHORNE. —OUR OLD HOME. By Natuanier HAWTHORNE. 
Annotated with Passages from the Author’s Note-book, and Illustrated with 3r 
Photogravures.. Two Vols,, crown-8vo, buckram, gilt top, ks. 


HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), NOVELS BY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each, 


OP ale ee 
STROME. TE 
SEBASTIAN THE SPECTRE OF THE CAMERA, 


FORTUNE’S FOOL. 
: — Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; 
MISS CADOGNA. | LOYE—OR A NAME, 


RS. GAINSBOROUGH’S DIAMONDS. Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover, Is. 
MRS AM AND A FORGETTING. Post 8vo, cloth limp, As. Gd. 


HEATH.—MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT I GREW THERE. 


By Francis GEORGE HEATH. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s. f 
FS (SIR ARTHUR), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each, 
eee AND THEIR MASTERS. | SOCIAL PRESSURE. 
INAN DE BIRON: A Novel. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6d.3 post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 
HENDERSON.—AGATHA PAGE: A Novel... By Isaac HEnpERson. 
-Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. = i 


_—A LEADING LADY. © By Henry Herman, joint-Author 
en Bishops’ Bible,” Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s; 5 cloth extra, 2s. Gd, 


12 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


HERRICK’S (ROBERT) HESPERIDES, NOBLE NUMBERS, AND 
COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS. With Memorial-Introduction and Notes by the 
Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D.;Steel Portrait, &c. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cl. bds., 3 Sse 

HERTZKA.—FREELAND: A Social Anticipation. By Dr, THEODOR 


Hertzka, Translated by ARTHUR Ransom. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 


HESSE-WARTEGG.—TUNIS : The Land and the People. By Chevalier 


ERNST von HESSE-WARTEGG. With 22 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


HINDLEY (CHARLES), WORKS BY. ' 
TAVERN ANECDOTES AND SAYINGS: Including Reminiscences connected with 
Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c, With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. 6d. 
THE LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF A CHEAP JACK. By ONE oF THE FRaA- 
TERNITY. Edited by CHARLES HINDLEY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


HOEY.—THE LOVER’S CREED. By Mrs. Casuex Hory. Post 8vo, 2s. 
HOLLINGSHEAD (JOHN).—NIAGARA SPRAY. Crown 8vo, 1s. 


HOLMES.—THE SCIENCE OF VOICE PRODUCTION AND VOICE 

PRESERVATION. By Gorvon Hormes, M.D. Crown 8vo, Is. cloth, Is. Gd. 

HOLMES (OLIVER WENDELL), WORKS BY. 

THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE, Illustrated by J. Gorpon 
Tuomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.—Another Edition, in smaller type, with 
an Introduction by G. A. Sata. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

THE PROFESSOR AT THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 


HOOD’S (THOMAS) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse. With Life 
of the Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
HOOD’S WHIMS AND ODDITIES. With 85 Illustrations. Post 8vo, printed on 
laid paper and half-bound, 2s. 
HOOD (TOM).—FROM NOWHERE TO THE NORTH POLE: A 
Noah’s Arkeological Narrative. By Tom Hoop. With 25 Illustrations by W. BRUNTON 
and E. C. Barnes. Square 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s. 
HOOK’S (THEODORE) CHOICE HUMOROUS WORKS; including his 
Ludicrous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With Life of the Author, 
Portraits, Facsimiles, and Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


HOOPER._THE HOUSE OF RABY: A Novel. By Mrs, GrorGe 


Hooper. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


HOPKINS.—‘“’TWIXT LOVE AND DUTY:” A Novel. By TicHE 
Hopkins. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

HORNE. — ORION: An Epic Poem. By RicHARD HENGIST HORNE. 
With Photographic Portrait by Summers. Tenth Edition. Cr.8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 

HORSE (THE) AND HIS RIDER: An Anecdotic Medley. By ‘‘ THor- 

'__MANBY.”” Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 

HUNT.—ESSAYS BY LEIGH HUNT: A Tate For a CuimnNey Corner, 
&c, Edited by Epwunp OLtizr. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bd,, 2s. 

HUNT GIRS. eer NOVELS BY. 

Town 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 5 b 

THE LEADEN CASKET. | SELF-CONDEMNED. - “THAT OTHER PERSON. 
THORNICROFT’S MODEL. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

HUTCHISON.—HINTS ON COLT-BREAKING. By’ W. M. Hutcuison. 
With 25 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

HYDROPHOBIA : _ Account of M. PasTEeur’s § 
a Translation of all his Communications on the Subject, th i i 
Method, and Statistics. By RENAUD Suzor, MB. Choma 8vq, ates cml 

]DLER (THE): A Monthly Magazine, Edited by JERomE K. JEROME 
and Rorrrt E, Barr, Profusely Illustrated. Sixpence Monthly. 

INGELOW (JEAN).—FATED TO BE FREE. With 24 Illustrations 
by G. J. Pinwety. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


INDOOR PAUPERS. By Onz or TuEm, Crown 8vo, 1s.; cloth, is, 6d. 


ystem. Containing 


Be 5 CHATTO & WINDUS, 914, PICCADILLY. 13 
IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR, SONGS OF. Collected and Edited by 


A. PERCEVAL Graves. Post 8vo, cloth limp, @s. 6d. 


gAMES.—A ROMANCE OF THE QUEEN'S HOUNDS. By Cuartzs 


James. Post 8vo, picture cover, Is.; cloth limp, 1s. Gd. 


JANVIER.— PRACTICAL KERAMICS FOR STUDENTS. By CatHenine 
_A. JANVIER. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 
JAY (HARRIETT), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each, 
THE DARK COLLEEN. _| THE QUEEN OF CONNAUGHT. 


JEFFERIES (RICHARD), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each, 
NATURE HEAR LONDON. | THE LIFE OF THE FIELDS.| THE OPEN AIR, 
THE EULOGY OF RICHARD JEFFERIES. By Watter Besant. Second Edi- 


tion. With a Photograph Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 


JENNINGS (H. J.), WORKS BY. 


CURIOSITIES OF CRITICISM. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
LORD TENNYSON: A Biographical Sketch. With a Photograph, Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s, 


JEROME. -——_STAGELAND: Curious Habits and Customs of its In- 


habitants. By Jerome K, Jerome, With 64 Illustrations by ], BERNARD PARTRIDGE, 
Square 8vo, picture cover, Is.3 cloth limp, 2s. 


JERROLD.—THE BARBER’S CHAIR; & THE HEDGEHOG LETTERS. 
__ By Douctas JerRoup. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and hall-bound, 2s. 
JERROLD (TOM), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, is. each; cloth limp, Is. Gd. each, 


THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE RENT. 
HOUSEHOLD HORTICULTURE: A Gossip abont Flowers. Illustrated. 


OUR KITCHEN GARDEN: The Plants, and How we Cook Them. Cr, 8vo,cl.,Ua.6d. 


JESSE.—SCENES AND OCCUPATIONS OF A COUNTRY LIFE. By 


EpwarD Jesse. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 


JONES (WILLIAM, F.S.A.), WORKS BY. Cr, 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. Gd. each, 
FINGER-RING LORE: Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. With nearly 300 
Illustrations. Second Edition, Revised and Enlarged. 
CREDULITIES, PAST AND PRESENT. Including the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 
Talismans, Word and Letter Divination, Exorcising and Hlessing of Animals, 
Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c. With an Etched Frontispiece. 
CROWNS AND CORONATIONS: A History of Regalia. With roo Illustrations. 


JONSON’S (BEN) WORKS. With Notes Critical and Explanatory 
and a Biographical Memoir by Witi1am GirrorD, Edited by Colonel CunninG- 
HAM. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. each, Tessa 

JOSEPHUS, THE COMPLETE WORKS OF. Translated by Wuisron. 
Containing ‘The Antiquities of the Jews” and “The Wars ot the Jews.” With 
Illustrations and Maps. Two Vols.. demy 8vo, half-bound, £2, Gd. 


KEMPT.—PENCIL AND PALETTE: Chapters on Art and Artists. By 


Rospert Kemet. Post 8vo, cloth linp, 2s. Gd. 


KERSHAW. — COLONIAL FACTS AND FICTIONS: Humorous 


Sketches. By Mark KersHaw. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ‘28.3 cloth, 2s. Cd, of 


KEYSER. —CUT BY THE MESS: A Novel. By ArtHur Keyser. 


Crown 8vo, picture cover, As. 3 cloth limp, 4s. Gd. 


CING (1 5 E NOVELS BY. Cr.8vo,cl., 3s. Gd. ea.; post 8vo, bds., 2s. ea. 
Te ea | “THE WEARING OF THE GREEN.” 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
PASSION’S SLAVE. | BELL BARRY. 


KINGSLEY (HENRY), NOVELS BY. 
OAKSHOTT CASTLE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
NUMBER SEVENTEEN. Crown 8vo,cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


KNIGHTS (THE) OF THE LION: A Romance of the Thirteenth Century. 


Edited, with an Introduction, by the MARQUESS of Lorne, K.T, Cr. 8vo, cl, ex., Gm 


1 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY " 
KNIGHT.—THE PATIENT’S VADE MECUM: How to Get Most 


Benefit from Medical Advice. By WittiaM KnicHt, M.R.C.S., and EDWARD 
Kyicut, L.R.C.P, Crown 8vo, As.3 cloth limp, Is. 6d. 


LAMB’S (CHARLES) COMPLETE WORKS, in Prose and Verse, 
including “ Poetry for Children” and “ Prince Dorus.”” Edited, with Notes and 
Introduction, by R. H. SHEPHERD. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of a page 
of the ‘Essay on Roast Pig.” Crown 8vo, half-bound, Ts. Gd. 
THE ESSAYS OF ELIA. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 2s. 
LITTLE ESSAYS: Sketches and Characters He CHARLES Lamp, selected from his 
Letters by Percy FITZGERALD, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Ga. 
THE DRAMATIC ESSAYS OF CHARLES LAMB. With Introduction and Notes 
by BranpEerR Matruews, and Steel-plate Portrait, Fcap. 8vo, hf.hd., 2s. Ga. 


LANDOR.—CITATION AND EXAMINATION OF WILLIAM SHAKS- 
PEARE, &c., beiore sir THomas Lucy. touching |eer-siealing, 9th September, 1582. 
To which is added, A CONFERENCE OF MASTER EDMUND SPENSER with the 
Earl of Essex, touching the State of Ireland, 1595. By WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR, 
Fcap. 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 2s. Gd. 


LANE.—THE THOUSAND AND ONE NIGHTS, commonly called. in 
England 1HE ARABIAN NIGHTS’ ENTERTAINMENTS, Translatea from the 
Arabic, with Notes, by Epwarp Wi Liiam Lane. [illustrated by many hundred 
Engravings from Designs by Harvey, Edited by Epwarp StTaNLey Poovg. | Witha 
Preface by Staniry LaNE-Pootr, Three Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. each, 


LARDER.—A SINNER’S SENTENCE: A Novel. By A. Larper. 3 vols. 


LARWOOD (JACOB), WORKS BY. , 
THE STORY OF THE LONDON PARKS. With Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. Gd. 
ANECDOTES OF THE CLERGY: The Antiquities, Humours, and Eccentricities of 

the Cloth, Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 2s. t 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd. each. 
FORENSIC. ANECDOTES. | THEATRICAL ANEGDOTES. 

LEIGH (HENRY S.), WORKS BY. 

CAROLS OF COCKAYNE. Printed on hand-made paper, bound in buckram, 58. 
JEUX D’ESPRIT. Edited by Henry S. Letcu. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s, 6d, 


LEYS (JOHN).—THE LINDSAYS : A Romance. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 28, 
LIFE IN LONDON; or, The History of Jerry HawtTHorn and Cor 


INTHIAN Tom. With CruIksHANK’sS Coloured Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 


gs. 6d. [New Edition preparing. 


LINTON (E. LYNN), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 


WITCH STORIES. hs | OURSELYES; Essays on Women, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $s. Gd. each; pos! 8vo, illustrated boards, s.each. 
SOWING THE WIND, UNDER WHICH LORD? 
aa d “MY LOVE!” | IONE. 
i p EAM DUNDAS. PASTON CAREW, Mili i 
THE WORLD WELL LOST. | seam cy) bl 
~ Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ‘2s. each. 
{HE REBEL OF THE FAMILY. | WITH A SILKEN THREAD, 
pa BH OOTING Extracts from the Works of Mrs. Lynn Linton. Post 8vo, cloth, 
S. . 


LONGFELLOW’S POETICAL WORKS. With numerous Illustrations 


on Steeland Wood. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. 


LUCY.—GIDEON FLEYCE: A Novel. By Henry W. Lucy. Crown 

__ 8v0, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

LUSIAD (THE) OF CAMOENS, ‘Translated into English Spenserian 
Verse by Ropert Frrencn Durr, With 14 Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth boards, 18s. 

J{ACALPINE (AVERY), NOVELS BY. RA 
TERESA ITASG d other Stories. C , bound i hy 25 
BROKEN WINGS. With 6 Tllusts, by WT. Heneeeee ene a aes Oe en 

MACCOLL (HUGH), NOVELS BY. ia 


MR. STRANGER’S SEALED PACKET, Second Edition, Crov> Sv , 
EDNOK WHITLOCK, Crown 8yo, cloth extra, Gs. bet ach et) = “ 
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McCARTHY (JUSTIN, M.P.), WORKS BY. 

A HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIMES, from the Accession of Queen Victoria to the 
General Election of 1880._ Four Vols. demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s, each.—Also 
a Poputar Epition, in Four Vols,, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each.—And a 
UBILEE EpITIon, with an Appendix of Events to the end of 1886, in Two Vols. 
arge crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. id. each. ; 

A SHORT HISTORY OF OUR GWN TIMES. One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 
—Also a Curap Popurar Epition, post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd. 

A HISTORY OF THE FOUR GEORGES. Four Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 


12s. each, (Vols. I. & II. ready, 
Crown &vo, cloth extra, 38, Gd. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards. A i. 
THE WATERDALE NEIGHBOURS, MISS MISANTHROPE. bp 
MY ENEMY’S DAUGHTER. DONNA QUIXOTE, 
A FAIR SAXON. THE COMET OF A SEASON. 
LINLEY ROCHFORD. MAID OF ATHENS, 
DEAR LADY DISDAIN. CAMIOLA: A Girl with a Fortune. 


“THE RIGHT HONOURABLE.” By Justin McCartny, M.P.,and Mrs.CaMpBELL- 
PraepD, Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 


McCARTHY (JUSTIN H., M.P.), WORKS BY. 
THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. Four Vols., 8vo, di2s. each. [Vols. I. & II. ready, 
AN OUTLINE OF THE HISTORY OF IRELAND. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth, Is. tid. 
IRELAND SINCE THE UNION: Irish History, 1798-1886. Crown 8vo, cloth, Gs. 
HAFIZ IN LONDON: Poems. Small 8vo, gold cloth, 3s. Gd. 
HARLEQUINADE: Poems. Small 4to, Japanese vellum, 8s. 

OUR SENSATION NOVEL. Crown 8vo, picture cover, Is.3 cloth limp, Is Gd. 

DOOM! An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, picture cover, Us. 

DOLLY: A Sketch. Crown 8vo, picture cover, As.3 cloth limp, Is. Gd. 

LILY LASS: A Romance, Crown 8vo, picture cover, &s.3 cloth limp, Is. 6d. 

THE THOUSAND AND ONE DAYS: Persi+n Tales. Edited by Justin H. 
McCartuy. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, B'2s: 


MACDONALD (GEORGE, LL.D.), WORKS BY. ! 
WORKS OF FANCY AND IMAGINATION. Ten Vols., cl, extra, gilt edges, in cloth 
case, 24s. Or the Vols. may be had separately, in grolier cl., at Bs» 6d. each, 
Vol, I. Wituin AND WitHouT.—THE HIDDEN LIFE, 

Il. THe Drsciprze.—Tue Gospe, WomreN.—Booxk or SONNETS.—ORGAN SonGs, 
Ill. Viot1n Soncs.—Soncs or THE Days AND Nicuts.—A Book or DREAMs,— 
; RoADsIDE PozMs,—PoEMS FOR CHILDREN, 
» _ IV. ParaBLes.—BaLLaps.—Scotcu SonGs. 

y» V. & VI. PHANTASTES: A Faerie Romance. | Vol. VII. THe PorTENT. 

» VILL. THe Licut Princess.—THE Giant's HEART.—SHADOWS. 

» IX. Cross Purposes.—THE GoLpen Key.—THE Carasoyn.—LITTLE DAYLIGHT 
» & THe Cruet Painter.—Tut Wow o’ Rivven.,—Tue CASTLe.—THE BRokeN 
.. Sworps.—THE Gray Woir.—UNCLE CorneELius. 

THE COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS OF DR, GEORGE MACDONALD. Col- 

lected and arranged by the Author. Crown 8vo, buckram, ©s, [ Shortly. 

A THREEFOLD CORD. Poems by Three Friends, Edited by Dr. Grorce Mac- 

DonaLpD. Post &vo, cloth, 3s. 


MACDONELL.— QUAKER COUSINS : A Novel, By Acyes MacponzLu, 


Crowu 8vo, cloth extra, “3s. Gd. 3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


” 
» 


Games. By RoBertT MacGrecor.. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd. TL 
MACKAY.—INTERLUDES AND UNDERTONES; or, Music at Twilight. 

By Cuarves Mackay, LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 
MACLISE PORTRAIT GALLERY (THE) OF ILLUSTRIOUS LITER- 

ARY CHARACTERS: 85 PORTRAITS; with Memoirs — Biographical, incr 


Bibliographical, and Anecdotal—illustrative of the Literature of the former halt fe) 
the Present Century, by Witttam Bates, B.A, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. 


MACQUOID (MRS.), WORKS BY. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. each, 
INTHE ARDENNES. With 50 Illustrations by THomas R_ Macguotn. ; 
PICTURES AND LEGENDS. FROM NORMANDY AND BRITTANY. With 

34 Illustrations by Tuomas R. Macguoip. 3 
THROUGH NORMANDY. With 92 Illustrations by T. R. Macguorp, and a Map, 
THROUGH BRITTANY, With 35 Illustrations by T. R. Macquolp, and a Map. 
ABOUT YORKSHIRE. With 67 [llustrations by T. R. MacquolD. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, *- eacu. 


THE EVIL BYE, aud other Stories. | LOST ROSE, 


16 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 
MAGIC LANTERN, THE, and its Management: including full Practical 


Directions ior producing the Limelight, making Oxygen Gas, and preparing Lantern 
Slides. By THC. Capa With 1o Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, As.3 cloth, Is. 6d. 


MAGICIAN’S OWN BOOK, THE: Performances with Cups and Balls, 
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual Experience. Edited by W. H. 
CREMER. With200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s, 6d. - 

MAGNA CHARTA: An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British 


____ Museum, 3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours, 35. 
MALLOCK (W. H.), WORKS BY. 


THE NEW REPUBLIC. Post 8vo, picture cover, 2.3 cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

THE NEW PAUL & VIRGINIA: Positivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. Gd. 
POEMS. Small 4to, parchment, Ss. 

1S LIFE WORTH LIVING? Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


MALLORY’S (SIR THOMAS) MORT D’ARTHUR: The Stories of 
King Arthur and of the Knights of the Round Table, (A Selection.) Edited by B. 
MONTGOMERIE RANKING. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 


MARK TWAIN, WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each, 

THE CHOICE WORKS OF MARK TWAIN. Revised and Corrected throughout 
by the Author, With Life, Portrait,and numerous IIlustrations. 

ROUGHING IT, and INNOCENTS AT HOME. With 200 Illusts. by F, A. FRASER, 

MARK TWAIN’S LIBRARY OF HUMOUR. With 197 Illustrations. 

A YANKEE AT THE COURT OF KING ARTHUR. Witb 220 lllusts. by Brarp, 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra (illustrated), 7s. Gd. each; post 8vo, illust, boards, 2s. each. 

THE INNOCENTS ABROAD; or, New Pilgrim’s Progress. With 234 Iliustrations, 
(The Two-Shilling Edition is entitled MARK TWAIN’S PLEASURE TRIP.) 

THE GILDED AGE. By Mark Twain and C. D. Warner, With 212 Illustrations. 

THE ADVENTURES OF TOM SAWYER. With 111 Illustrations, 

A TRAMP ABROAD, With 314 Illustrations. 

THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER. With 100 Illustrations. 

LIFE ON THE MISSISSIPPI. With 300 Illustrations, 

ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN. With 174 Illusts. by E, W. KeMBie, 

MARK TWAIN’S SKETCHES. Post dvo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

THE STOLEN WHITE ELEPHANT, &c. Cr. 8vo, cl., Gs. 5 post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 

THE AMERICAN CLAIMANT: The Adventures of Mulberry Sellers. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown §vo, cloth extra, 3s. Od. (Preparing. 

MARLOWE’S WORKS. Including his Translations. Edited, with Notes 


___and Introductions, by Col. CuNNINGHAM, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. ’ 
MARRYAT (FLORENCE), NOVELS BY. _ Post 8vo. illust. boards, 2s.each. 
A HARYEST OF WILD OATS. FIGHTING THE AIR. 
OPEN! SESAME! | WRITTEN IN FIRE. 
MASSINGER’S PLAYS. From the Text of WixL1AM GirForp. Edited 


by Col CuNNINGHAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 


MASTERMAN.—HALF-A-DOZEN DAUGHTERS: A Novel. By J, 


MASTERMAN,. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


MATTHEWS.—A SECRET OF THE SEA, &c. By BranDER MaTTHEws. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, s.3 cloth limp, 2s. Gad. 
MAYHEW.—LONDON CHARACTERS AND THE HUMOROUS SIDE 
___OF LONDON LIFE. By Henry Maynew. With Ilusts, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. Gd, 
MENKEN.—INFELICIA: Poems by Avan Isaacs MENKEN. With 


Biographical Preface, Illustrations by F. E. Lummis and F. O, C, Dartry, and 
Facsimile of a Letter from CHarLes Dickens. Small gto, cloth extra, ‘Ys. 6d. 


MERRICK.—THE MAN WHO WAS GOOD. By LronarpD MERRICK, 
Author of “ Violet Moses,” &c. Two Vols., crown 8vo. 

MEXICAN MUSTANG (ON A), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By 
A. E. Sweet and J, ARmoy Knox. With 265 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Ga. 

MIDDLEMASS (JEAN), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each. 
TOUCH AND GO. | MR. DORILLION. 

MILLER.—PHYSIOLOGY FOR THE YOUNG; or, The House of Life: 
.Human Physiology, with its application to the Preservation of Health, By Mrs, 
F. Fenwick MILLER, With numerous Illustrations, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s, Gd, 
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MILTON (J. L.), SORES BY. be 8vo, Is. each; cloth, fs. 6d. each. 
~ With Directi i 
THE BATH IN DISEASES OF THE SKIN. Se eae 
THE LAWS OF LIFE, AND THEIR RELATION TO DISEASES OF THE SKIN. 
THE SUCCESSFUL TREATMENT OF LEPROSY. Demy 8vo, Is, 


MINTO (WM.)—WAS SHE GOOD OR BAD? Cr. 8vo, 1s, ; cloth, 4s, 6d. 


MOLESWORTH (MRS.), NOVELS BY 
HATHERCOURT RECTORY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2. 
THAT GIRL IN BLACK. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. Gd. 


MOORE (THOMAS), WORKS BY. 
THE EPICUREAN; and ALCIPHRON. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 
PROSE AND YERSE, Humorous, Satirical, and Sentimental, by Tuomas Moore; 
with Suppressed Passages from the MeMotrs oF Lorp Byron. Edited by R, 
HERNE SHEPHERD. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. 


MUDDOCK (J. E.), STORIES BY. 
STORIES WEIRD AND WONDERFUL. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s.3 cloth, 2s. 6d. 
THE DEAD MAN’S SECRET; or, The Valley of Gold. With Frontispiece by 
B, BARNARD. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3s. 3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
MAID MARIAN AND ROBIN HOOD: A Romance of Old Sherwood Forest. With 
12 Illustrations by Stantey L. Woop. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. [Shortly. 


MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE), NOVELS BY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. each. 


A LIFE’S ATONEMENT. | HEARTS. BY THE GATE OF THE SEA. 
JOSEPH’S COAT. WAY OF THE WORLD| A BIT OF HUMAN NATURE, 
COALS OF FIRE. A MODEL FATHER. FIRST PERSON SINGULAR. 
VAL STRANGE. OLD BLAZER’S HERO.) CYNIC FORTUNE. 


MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) & HENRY HERMAN, WORKS BY. 
ies Bh go RETURNS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, @s.; post 8vo, illustrated 
oards, 2s. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
PAUL JONES’S ALIAS. With 73 Illustrations by A. Forestier-and G, NIcoLet. 
_ THE BISHOPS’ BIBLE, My 
MURRAY (HENRY), NOVELS BY. 
A GAME OF BLUFF. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.3 cloth, 2s. 6d. 
A SONG OF SIXPENCE. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. Gd. 
NISBET (HUME), BOOKS BY. 
“BAIL UP!” A Romance of BUSHRANGERS AND Bracks. Cr. 8vo,cl, ex,, 38. 6d. 
LESSONS IN ART. With 21 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 
WHERE ART BEGINS. With 27 Illusts. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. [Shortly. 


NOVELISTS.—HALF-HOURS WITH THE BEST NOVELISTS OF 
THE CENTURY. Edit. by H.T. Mackenzie BELu. Cr. 8vo, cl., ds. Gd. (Preparing. 


Q’CONNOR.— LORD BEACONSFIELD: A Biography, By T. P. 
O Connor, M.P. Sixth Edition, with an Introduction. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Os. 
O’HANLON (ALICE), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
_ THE UNFORESEEN. | CHANCE? OR FATE? 
OHNET (GEORGES), NOVELS BY. ; ’ 
DOCTOR RAMEAU. ‘Translated by Mrs. CasHeL Hory. With g Illustrations by 
E. BayArD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
A LAST LOVE. Translated by ALsert D. VANDAM, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ds. 5 


post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
A WEIRD GIFT. Translated by ALBERT D. VANDAM. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. Gal. 5 


post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s._ 
OLIPHANT (MRS. 3 NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
THE PRIMROSE PATH. | THE GREATEST HEIRESS IN ENGLAND. 
WHITELADIES. With Illustrations by ARTHUR Hopkins and Henry Woops, 
A.R.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd.3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
O’REILLY (HARRINGTON).—FIFTY YEARS ON THE TRAIL: Ad- 
ventures of Joun Y. Necson. By HarrincTon O’ReILLy. With 100 Illustrations by 
Paut FrRENZzENY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


Q’REILLY (MRS.).—PHGBE’S FORTUNES. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s, 


O’SHAUGHNESSY (ARTHUR), POEMS BY. 

" “LAYS OF FRANCE. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d. 
MUSIC AND MOONLIGHT. Fcap. 8vo, clotii extra, 7s, 6d, 
GONGS OF A WORKER. Fcap. svg, cloth extra, 78, Gey 
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OUIDA, NOVELS BY. cr. 8vo, cl., $s. Gd. each; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2a. each. 


HELD IN BONDAGE. FOLLE-FARINE. MOTHS. 
TRICOTRIN. ADOG OF FLANDERS. | PIPISTRELLO. 
STRATHMORE. PASCAREL, A VILLAGE COMMUNE, 
CHANDOS. TWO LITTLE WOODEN | IN- MAREMMA. 
CECIL CASTLEMAINE’S| SHOES, BIMBI. 

GAGE. SIGNA. WANDA. 
IDALIA. IN A WINTER CITY, FRESCOES. | OTHMAR. 
UNDER TWO FLAGS. | ARIADNE. PRINCESS NAPRAXINE. 
PUCK, FRIENDSHIP. GUILDEROY. | RUFFINO. 


SYRLIN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 3 post 8v9, illustrated boards, 2s. 
SANTA BARBARA, &c, Second Edition. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 


WISDOM, WIT, AND PATHOS, selected from the Works of Ourpa by F, SypNEY 
Morris, _ Post 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. Curap Enrrion, illustrated boards, Qu. 


PAGE (H. A.), WORKS BY. 
THOREAU : His Life and Aims. With Portrait. Post 8yvo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
in ANIMAL ANECDOTES. Arranged on a New Principle. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8. 
PARLIAMENTARY ELECTIONS AND ELECTIONEERING, A HIS- 
TORY OF, from the Stuarts to Queen Victoria. By JoszepH Greco. A New Edition, 
with 93 lilustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 78. Gd. 

PASCAL’S PROVINCIAL LETTERS, A New Translation, with His- 
torical Introduction and Notes by T. M'Crrgz, D.D. Post 8vo, cloth limp, ‘2s. 
PAUL.—GENTLE AND SIMPLE. By MarcarerA, PauL, With Frontis- 

piece by HELEN PATERSON. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. Gd.3 post 8vo, lust, boards, Say 
PAYN (JAMES), NOVELS BY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. Gd. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2, each, 


LOST SIR MASSINGBERD. A GRAPE FROM A’ THORN. 
WALTER’S WORD. FROM EXILE. 
LESS BLACK THAN WE’RE | THE CANON’S WARD. 

PAINTED. THE TALK OF THE TOWN. 
BY PROXY. HOLIDAY TASKS, 
HIGH SPIRITS. GLOW-WORM TALES. 
UNDER ONE ROOF, THE MYSTERY OF MIRBRIDGE, 
A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. THE WORD AND THE WILL. 

: Post 8vo, illustrated boards, @s. each. 

HUMOROUS STORIES. THE CLYFFARDS OF CLYFFE, 
THE- FOSTER BROTHERS. FOUND DEAD. 
THE FAMILY SCAPEGRACE, GWENDOLINE’S HARVEST, 
MARRIED BENEATH HIM. A MARINE RESIDENCE, 
BENTINCK’S TUTOR, MIRK ABBEY.| SOME PRIVATE VIEWS, 
A PERFECT TREASURE, NOT WOOED, BUT WON. 
A COUNTY FAMILY. - TWO HUNDRED POUNDS REWARD, 
LIKE FATHER, LIKE SON. THE BEST OF HUSBANDS, 
‘A WOMAN’S VENGEANCE, HALVES. | THE BURNT MILLION 
CARLYON’S YEAR.|CECIL’S TRYST, | FALLEN FORTUNES. ; 
MURPHY’S MASTER. WHAT HE COST HER. 
AT HER MERCY. KIT: A MEMORY. | FOR CASH ONLY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each, 


IN PERIL AND PRIYVATION: Stories of Marine ADVENTURE Re-told, With 7 
Illustrations. 


SUNNY STORIES, and some SHADY ONES. With a Frontispiece by Frep. 
BARNARD. 


NOTES FROM THE “NEWS.” Crown 8vo, portrait cover, Is.3 cloth, Is. Gd. 
PENNELL (H. CHOLMONDELEY), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cl., 2s. Gd, each, 

PUCK ON PEGASUS. With Illustrations. 

PEGASUS RE-SADDLED. With Ten full-page Illustrations by G. Du MAurRiprR, 

THE MUSES OF MAYFAIR. Vers de Société, Selected by H, C, Pennnit. 
PHELPS (E. STUART), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, fs. each; cloth, fx. Gd. each, 

BEYOND THE GATES. By the Author AN OLD MAID’S PARADISE, 

of “The Gates Ajar.”’ BURGLARS IN PARADISE, 
JACK THE FISHERMAN, Illustrated by C, W, ReEp. Cr. 8yo, is. 5 cloth, is. 6d, 


PTS; Lh NOVELS BY 
: $. EFcap, 8vo, picture co’ Ie, 
LADY LOVELAGE, Post 8vo, ifiuehaled hoards, Ba 


CHATTO & WINDUS, 214, PICCADILLY. 19 


PLANCHE (J. R.), WORKS BY. 
THE PURSUIVANT OF ARMS; or, Heraldry Founded upon Facts. With 
Coloured Frontispiece, Five Plates, and 209 Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth, Ts. 6d. 
SONGS AND POEMS, 1819-1879. Introduction by Mrs. Mackarness. Cr. 8vo, cl., Ga 


PLUTARCH’S LIVES OF ILLUSTRIOUS MEN. Translated from the 


Greek, with Notes Critical and Historical, and a Life of Plutarch, by Jonn and 
WILLIAM LANGHORNE, With Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, half-bound, 8Os. Gat. 


POE’S (EDGAR ALLAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Poetry. Intro- 
ducticn by Cuas. BAUDELAIRE, Portrait, and Facsimiles, Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d 
THE MYSTERY OF MARIE ROGET, &c. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, sa. : 


POPE’S POETICAL WORKS. Post 8vo, cloth limp, Qs. 
PRICE (E. C.), NOVELS BY. 


Crowr 8vo, cloth extra, ‘3~. @d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. each. | 
VALENTINA, | THE FOREIGNERS. | MRS. LANCASTER’S’ RIVAL. 
GERALD. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ‘2s, toh 


PRINCESS OLGA.—RADNA ; or, The Great Conspiracy of 1881, By 


the Princess Orca. Crown 8vo.cloth extra, Ga, 


PROCTOR (RICHARD A., B.A.), WORKS BY. : i 
FLOWERS OF THE SKY. With 55 I[llusts, Smal] crown8yo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
EASY STAR LESSONS. With Star Maps for Every Nigh in’ the Year, Drawings 

ot the Constellations, &c Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. Z 
FAMILIAR SCIENCE STUDIES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. ? < 
SATURN AND ITS SYSTEM. With 13 Steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth ex., 10s. Gd. 
MYSTERIES OF TIME AND SPACE. With Illustrations.’’Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 
THE UNIVERSE OF SUNS. Witb numerous [Ilustrations,. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., 3. 
WAGES AND WANTS OF SCIENCE WORKERS. Crown 8vo, is. Gd. @ 

PRYCE.—MISS MAXWELL’S AFFECTIONS, By Ricuarp Pryce, 
Author of ‘‘ No Imnediment,” With a Frontispiece by Hat Luptow, Crown 8yo, 
cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 


RAMBOSSON.—POPULAR ASTRONOMY. By J. Rameosson, Laureate 


of the Institute of France. With numerous lllusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7#. 6d. 


READE (CHARLES), NOVELS BY. i 

Crown &vo, cloth extra, illustrated, =. 6d. each; post 8vo, illust: bds., Sa. each. 

FEG WOFFINGTON. Illustrated by S. L, Fitpes, R.A.—Also'a PockEeT EpiTION, 
set in New Type, in Elzevir style, feap. 8vo, half-leather, 2s. Ga. 

CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE. Illustrated by Witt1am SMALL.—Also a PockeT EDITION, 
set in New Type, in Elzevir stvle, fcap. 8vo, half-leather, 2s. Gd. 

IT IS NEVER TOO LATE TO MEND. Illustrated by G. J. Prnwe xt, « 

THE COURSE OF TRUE LOVE NEVER DID RUN SMOOTH. Illustrated. by 
HELEN PATERSON. 

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A THIEF, &c. Illustrated by Marr STRETCH. 

LOVE ME LITTLE, LOVE ME LONG. Illustrated by M. ELten Epwarps. 

THE DOUBLE MARRIAGE. ey Sir Joun G1LBert, R.A., and C, KEENE, 

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH, Illustrated by CHarLes KeEnx. ./ 

HARD CASH. Ilinstrated by F. W. Lawson, tet 

GRIFFITH GAUNT. [Illustrated by S, L. Firpes, R.A., and WiniiAm Smary. 

FOUL PLAY. Illustrated by Gzorce Du MaurizrR, 

PUT YOURSELF IN HIS PLAGE, Illustrated by RoperT Barnes, 

A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. Illustrated by EowArp HuGueEs and A, W. Cooper, 

A SIMPLETON. [Illustrated by Katz CRAUFURD. 

THE WANDERING HEIR. Illustrated by HELEN Paterson, S, L. Fitves, R.A., 
C. GreEN, and Henry Woops, A.R.A, 

A WOMAN-HATER. Illustrated by Toomas CoutbEry. 

SINGLEHEART AND DOUBLEFACE. Illustrated by P. Macnas.: 

GOOD STORIES OF MEN AND OTHER ANIMALS, Illustrated by E. A, 
ABBEY, Percy Macguoip, R.W,S., and JosErH NAsH, f 

THE JILT, and other Stories. Illustrated by Josep Nasu, 

A PERILOUS SECRET, Illustrated by FRED. BARNARD, 

READIANA. Witha Steel-plate Portrait of CHARLES READE, © ; 

BIBLE CHARACTERS: Studies of David, Paul, &c.  Fcap. 8vo, leatherette, Is. 


SELECTIONS FROM THE WORKS OF CHARLES READE. Withan Introduction 
by Mrs, Avex, IRELAND, and a Steel-Plate Portrait. Crown 8vo, buckram, Gs. 
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RIDDELL (MRS. J. H.), NOVELS BY. 


Cr 8vo, cloth extra, ‘$s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, Qs.each, 
THE PRINCE OF WALES’S GARDEN PARTY. | WEIRD STORIES. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
THE UNINHABITED HOUSE. FAIRY WATER. 
MYSTERY IN PALACE GARDENS. HER MOTHER’S DARLING. 


RIMMER (ALFRED), WORKS BY. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 7s. Ga. each, 
OUR OLD COUNTRY TOWNS. With 55 Illustrations. ‘ 
RAMBLES ROUND ETON AND HARROW. With 50 Illustrations. 
ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS. With s8 lilusts. byC. A. VANDERHOOF, &c. 


ROBINSON CRUSOE. By Danizt Deroz. (Major's Epition.) With 


37 Illustrations by GrorGr CruiKsHANnk. Post vo, half-bound, 2s. 


ROBINSON (F. W.), NOVELS BY. 
WOMEN ARE STRANGE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 4 
THE HANDS OF JUSTICE. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gad. 5 post 8vo, illustrated | 
boards, 2s. 


THE POETS’ BIRDS. THE POETS’ BEASTS. : 
THE POETS AND NATURE: REPTILES, FISHES, INSECTS. [Preparing. 
ROCHEFOUCAULD’S MAXIMS AND MORAL REFLECTIONS. With 


Notes, and an Introductory Essay by Sainte-Beuve. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 


who came from Normandy with William the Conqueror, and Settled in this Country, 
A.D. 1066-7. With Arms emblazoned in Gold and Colours. Handsomely printed, Ose 


ROWLEY (HON. HUGH), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. Gd. each. 
PUNIANA: RIDDLES AND JOKES. With numerous Illustrations. 
MORE PUNIANA. Profusely Illustrated. 

RUNCIMAN (JAMES), STORIES BY. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, s. each: cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
SKIPPERS AND SHELLBACKS. | GRACE BALMAIGN’S SWEETHEART. 
SCHOOLS AND SCHOLARS. 

RUSSELL (W. CLARK), BOOKS AND NOVELS BY: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. each, 
ROUND THE GALLEY-FIRE. A BOOK FOR THE HAMMOCK, 
IN THE MIDDLE WATCH. MYSTERY OF THE “OCEAN STAR.” 
A VOYAGE TO THE CAPE. THE ROMANCE OF JENNY HARLOWS 
ON THE FO’K’SLE HEAD. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
AN OCEAN TRAGEDY. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, ‘3x. Gd. post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 
MY SHIPMATE LOUISE. Crown 8yo, cl. extra, 3«. Gd.3 post 8vo, illust., bds., 2s- 
ALONE ON A WIDE WIDE SEA. Three Vols., crown 8vo. 


SAINT AUBYN (ALAN), NOVELS BY. ‘ 
A FELLOW OF TRINITY. With a Note by Ortver WeNpDELL Hotmes and a 


Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3. 6d.3 post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 
THE JUNIOR DEAN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d. 


SALA.—GASLIGHT AND DAYLIGHT. By GrorGe Auaustus SALA. 
a oct Gyo, Mlustrated boards ress ae “curate 

SANSON.—SEVEN GENERATIONS OF EXECUTIONERS: Menoirs 
ot the Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gad. 


SAUNDERS (JOHN), NOVELS BY. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 
GUY WATERMAN. | THE LION IN THE PATH.| THE TWO DREAMERS, 
BOUND TO THE WHEEL, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 

SAUNDERS (KATHARINE), NOVELS BY. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each; post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
MARGARET AND ELIZABETH. HEART SALVAGE, 
THE HIGH MILLS. SEBASTIAN, ‘ 
JOAN MERRYWEATHER. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
GIDEON’S ROCK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $s. Gd. 


SCIENCE-GOSSIP: An Illustrated Medium of Interchange for Students 
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by Dr. J. E. Tayror, F.L.S., &c. Devoted to Geology, 
Botany, y yaieleey, _Chemistry, Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopy, Physiography 
Photography,&c. Price 4a, Monthly; or 5s. per year, post-free. Vols. I. to XIX, 
may be had, 7s, Gd. each; Vols, XX, to date, Ss. each, Cases for Binding, Is. Gd 


- — CHATTO & WINDUS, $14, PICCADILLY. or 
SECRET OUT, THE: One Thousand Tricks with Cards; with Enter- 


taining Experiments in Drawing-room or “ White Magic.” By W. H. CrEeMER. 
With 300 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. Gd. ‘ 


SEGUIN (L. G.), WORKS BY. 
THE COUNTRY OF THE PASSION PLAY (OBERAMMERGAU) and the Highlands 
of Bavaria. With Map and 37 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 
WALKS IN ALGIERS. With 2 Maps and1i6 Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


SENIOR (WM.).—BY STREAM AND SEA. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 


SHAKESPEARE FOR CHILDREN: LAMB’S TALES FROM SHAKE- 


beget With Illustrations, coloured and plain, by J. Moyr SmirH, Crown 4to, 
cloth, 6s. 


SHARP.—CHILDREN OF TO-MORROW: A Novel. By Wituian 


SHarp. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


SHARP (LUKE).—IN A STEAMER CHAIR. By Luxe Suarp (R. E, 


Barr). With Two Illusts, by Dematn Hammonp. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Ga. 


SHELLEY.—THE COMPLETE WORKS IN VERSE AND PROSE OF 
PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. Edited, Prefaced, and Annotated by R, HERNE 
SHEPHERD, Five Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, 3s. 6d. each, 

POETICAL WORKS, in Three Vols.: 
Vol. I. Introduction bythe Editor; Posthumous Fragrmentsof Margaret Nicholson; Shelley’s Corre- 
spondence with,Stockdale; The Wandering Jew; Queen Mab, with the Notes; Alastor, 
and other Poems ; Rosalind and Helen: Prometheus Unbound; Adonais, &c, 
Vol. II, Laon and Cythna; The Cenci; Julian and Maddalo; Sweilfoot the Tyrant; The Witch of 
Atlas; Epipsychidion: Hellas. 
Vol. III. Posthumous Poems; The Masque of Anarchy; and other Pieces, 


PROSE WORKS, in Two Vols.: 
Vol. I. The Two Romances of Zastrozziand St. Irvyne; the Dublin and Marlow Pamphlets; A Refuta- 
tion of Deism ; Lettersto Leigh Hunt, and some Minor Writings and Fragments. 
VcL II. The Essays; Letters from Abroad; Translations and Fragments, Hdited by Mrs. SHELLEY, 
With a Bibliography of Shelley, and an Index of the Prose Works. 


SHERARD.—ROGUES: A Novel. By R. H. SHERArRD, Crown 8vyo, 


picture cover, Is.3 cloth, is. 6d. 


SHERIDAN (GENERAL). — PERSONAL MEMOIRS OF GENERAL 
P. H. SHERIDAN. With Portraits and Facsimiles. Two Vols.,demy 8vo, cloth, 24s. 


SHERIDAN’S (RICHARD BRINSLEY) COMPLETE WORKS. With 
Lie and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and 
Poetry, Translations, Speeches and Jokes, 1o Illusts, Cr, 8vo, hf.-bound, 7s. 6d. 

THE RIVALS, THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL, and other Plays. Post 8vo, printed 
on laid paper and half-bound, 2s. 

SHERIDAN’S COMEDIES: THE RIVALS and THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL. 
Edited, with an Introduction and Notes to each Play, anda Biographical Sketch, by 
BraANDER MattuHEws. With Illustrations, Demy 8vo, half-parchment, 12s. Gd. 


SIDNEY’S (SIR PHILIP) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, includ- 


i ll those in ‘‘ Arcadia.” ith Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c. by the 
Rev, A.B.(srosart, D.D. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, 18s. 


SIGNBOARI )S: Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns 
and Rema ‘able Characters. By JAcoB LARwoop and Joun CampEN HorTTeEN, 
With Colot °4 Frontispiece and 94 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. 


SIMS (GEORGE R.), WORKS BY. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each: cloth limp, 2s. Gd. each, 

ROGUES AND VAGABONDS. MARY JANE MARRIED, 
THE RING O’ BELLS. TALES OF TO-DAY. _ ; 
MARY JANE’S MEMOIRS. | DRAMAS OF LIFE. With 60 Illustrations, 
TINKLETOP’S CRIME. Witha Frontispiece by Maurick GREIFFENHAGEN, 
ZEPH: A Circus Story, &c. 

Crown 8vo, picture cover, Is. each; cloth, Is. 6d. each, 
HOW THE POOR LIVE; and HORRIBLE LONDON. _ nee 
THE DAGONET RECITER AND READER: being Readings and Recitations In 

Prose and Verse, selected from his own Works by GzorcE R, Sims, 

DAGONET DITTIES. From the Referee. 
JHE CASE OF GEORGE CANDLEMAS, 
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SISTER DORA: A Biography. By Marcaret LonspaLe, With Four 


Lljustrations. Demy 8vo, picture cover, #d.; cloth, Gd. oN 
SKETCHLEY.—A MATCH IN THE DARK. By ARTHUR SKETCHLEY. 
____ Post 8vo, illustrated _boards, ‘28. : 
SLANG DICTIONARY (THE): Etymological, Historical, and Anec- 

dotal. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. Gd. : 
SMITH (J.. MOYR), WORKS BY. i 

THE PRINCE OF ARGOLIS. With z30 Illusts. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 


TALES OF OLD THULE. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, Cloth gilt, Ga 
THE WOOING OF THE WATER WITCH. Illustrated. -Post 5vo, cloth, Gs. 


SOCIETY. IN LONDON. .By A Fore1cn Resient., Crown 8yvo, 
is. 3 cloth, is. 6d. 
SOCIETY IN PARIS: The Upper Ten Thousand, A Series of Letters’ 


trom Count PAuLt V ASILT to a Young French Diplomat, Crown 3vo, cloth, 6s. 


SOMERSET. — SONGS OF ADIEU. By —Lord Henry SOMERSET 


Small 4to, Japanese vellum, Gs. 


SPALDING. —ELIZABETHAN DEMONOLOGY : An Essay on the Relief 


in the Existence of Devils.. By T, A. Sparpine, LL.B. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 


SPEIGHT (T. W:), NOVELS BY. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Qa.’each 
THE MYSTERIES OF HERON DYKE. HOODWINKED: and rie SANDY- 
BY DEVIOUS WAYS, &c. CROFT MYSTERY, | 
THE GOLDEN, HOOP. t BACK TO LIFE, 
Post Svo, cloth limp, Is. Ge. each, 
A BARREN TITLE. I WIFE OR NO WIFE? 


THE SANDYCROFT MYSTERY. Crown 8vo, picture cover, is. 


SPENSER FOR CHILDREN. By M. H. Towry. With Illustrations 


by WaLTER J. Morcan, Crown 4to, cloth gilt, Gs. 


STARRY HEAVENS (THE): -A PorticaL BirtTipay Boor, Royal 


16mo, cloth extra, 2s. Gd. 


STAUNTON.—THE LAWS AND PRACTICE OF CHESS. With an 


Analysis of the Openings. By Howarp Staunton, Edited by ROBERT B. WorMALD. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 


STEDMAN (E. C.), WORKS BY. 


VICTORIAN POETS. ThirteenthEdition. Crown 8vo,cloth Se 9s. 
THE, POEDS OF AMERICA, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s. : 


STERNDALE. — THE. AFGHAN. KNIFE: .A Novel. . By oie 


ARMITAGE STERNDALE, Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, ais post 8vo, illust. Poards: Ss. 


STEVENSON (R. LOUIS), WORKS BY. — Post 8vo, cl. limp, 28. 6d. each. 
TRAVELS WITH A DONKEY. Seventh Edit. With a Frontis. by WauTER CRANE. 
AN INLAND VOYAGE. Fourth Edition. Witha Frontispieceby WALTER CRANE, 


_ Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, Gs. each. : 
FAMILIAR STUDIES OF MEN AND BOOKS, Sixth Edition. . 
THE SILVERADO SQUATTERS. With a Frontispiece. Third Edit’ pn. 


THE MERRY MEN. Third Edition. _ | UNDERWOODS: Poems. Fifth Edition, 
MEMORIES AND PORTRAITS. Third Edition. 


YIRGINIBUS PUERISQUE, and other Papers. Seventh Edition, BALLADS, ~ 
ACROSS THE PLAINS, with other Ménotie® and Essays. 3 


NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. Eleventh Edition. Grown 8vo, pockt en ane 6s.; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
PRINCE OTTO. Sixth Edition, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Qs, ; si 


FATHER DAMIEN: An Open Letter to the Rev. Dr.. Hyde.’ a Eattion, 
Crown 8vo, hand-made and brown paper, Is. 


STODDARD. — SUMMER CRUISING IN THE SOUTH SEAS. 24 


C. WARREN STopparRD, Illustrated by WaLris Lis Mackay. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, $s, 6d. 


STORIES FROM FOREIGN NOVELISTS. With Notices by HELEn and 


ALICE ZIMMERN, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd.3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, fede 
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STRANGE MANUSCRIPT (A) FOUND IN A COPPER CYLINDER. 


With 19 Illustrations by Ginpert Gaur. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, DS 


STRANGE SECRETS. Told by Conan Doy Le, PERcY FITzGERALD, Fior- 


__ ENCE Marryat, &c, Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., Eight Illusts., Gs.3 post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s, 


STRUTT’S SPORTS AND PASTIMES OF THE PEOPLE OF 
ENGLAND; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mum- 
meries, Shows, &c., from the Earliest Period to the Present Time. Edited by 
WictramM Hone. With 140 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. 


SUBURBAN HOMES (THE) OF LONDON: A Residential Guide. With 


a Map,and Notes on Rental, Rates, and Accommodation Crown 8vo, cloth, %s. Ga. 


SWIFT’S (DEAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, 

Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in “ Gulliver’s Travels,” Cr.8vo, cl., 78+ Gd. 

GULLIVER’S TRAVELS, and A TALE OF A TUB. Post 8vo, printed on laid 
paper and half-bound, 2s. 

A MONOGRAPH ON SWIFT. By J. Cyurron Cottins. Cr. 8vo, cloth, $s. [Shortly, 


SWINBURNE (ALGERNON C.), WORKS BY. 
SELECTIONS FROM POETICAL WORKS | GEORGE CHAPMAN. (See Vol. II. of G. 

OF A.C. SWINBURNE. Fcap. 8vo, Gs. CuapMan’s Works.) Crown 8vo, @s. 
ATALANTA IN CALYDON. Crown 8vo, | ESSAYS AND STUDIES. Cr. 8vo, 12s. 
Gs. ERECHTHEUS: A Tragedy. Cr: 8vc, 6s. 
CHASTELARD: A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 7s. | SONGS OF THE SPRINGTIDES, Crown 


NOTES ON POEMS AND REVIEWS. kvo, Gs. 
Demy 8vo STUDIES IN SONG. Crown 8vo, 7s. 


, is. 
POEMS AND BALLADS. First Series, | MARY STUART: A tragedy. ‘Cr, 8vo; 8s. 


Crown 8vo or fcap. 8vo, 9s, | TRISTRAM OF LYONESSKE, Cr. 8vo, 9s. 
POEMS AND BALLADS, Seconp Series. | ACENTURY OF ROUNDELS. Sm. 4to, Ss. 
Crown 8vo or fcap. 8vo, 9s, A MIDSUMMER HOLIDAY. Cr.8vo, 7s. 


POEMS AND BALLADS. Tuirp Series, | MARINO FALIERO: A Tragedy. Crown 


Crown 8vo, 78. 8vo, Gs. 
SONGS BEFORE SUNRISE. Crown 8vo, | A STUDY OF VICTOR HUGO. Cr. 8vo, Gs. 
10s. Gd. MISCELLANIES, Crown 8vo, E2s, 
BOTHWELL: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, | LOCRINE: A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, Gs. 
2s. 6 A STUDY OF BEN JONSON, Cr. 8vo, Ys. 


a. 
SONGS OF TWO NATIONS. Cr. 8vo, Gs. | THE SISTERS: A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, Gs. 
SYMONDS.—WINE, WOMEN, AND SONG: Medieval Latin Students’ 


Songs. With Essay and Trans. by J. ADDINGTON SyMONDS, Fcap. 8vo, parchment, 6s. 


SYNTAX’S (DR.) THREE TOURS: In Search of the Picturesque, in 
Search of Consolation, and in: Search of a Wife. With RowLanpson’s Coloured Illus- 
trations, and Lite of the Author by }. C. HortEeN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gad. 


TAINE’S HISTORY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Translated by 


Henry Van Laun. Four Vols., sma)! demy 8vo, cl. bds., 30s8.—PopuLar EDITION, 
Two Vols., large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 13s. 


TAYLOR’S (BAYARD) DIVERSIONS OF THE ECHO CLUB: Bur- 


lesques of Modern Writers. Fost 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 


TAYLOR (DR. A jg 3356 j 8 PAS WORKS BY. Cr. 8vo,cl. ex., 4s. 6d. each. 


" ASITY AND MORALITY OF PLANTS: ASketch of the Life and Conduct 
ene the Vegetable Kingdom. With a Coloured Frontispiece and 1009 Illustrations. 


OUR COMMON BRITISH FOSSILS, and Where to Find Them, 331 Illustrations, 
THE PLAYTIME NATURALIST. With 360 Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. i 
TAYLOR’S (TOM) HISTORICAL DRAMAS. Containing “ Clancarty,” 


¥ 47 «Twixt Axe and Crown,” “The Fool’s Revenge,” ‘ Arkwright’s 
iifonea re etki eal “ Plot and Passion.’ Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ys. Od. 
; *,* The Plays may also be had separately, at As. each. 

TENNYSON (LORD): A Biographical Sketch, By H, J. JENNINGS. 

With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
THACKERAYANA : Notes and Anecdotes,  Mlustrated by Hundreds of 

Sketches by WiLL1AM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY, depicting Humorous Incidents in 

his School-life, and Favourite Characters in the Books of his Every-day Reading, 


With a Coloured Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s, Od. 
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THAMES.—A NEW PICTORIAL HISTORY OF THE 'THAMESS 


By A. S. Krausse. With 340 Illustrations _ Post 8vo, &s.3 cloth, Is. Gd. 


THOMAS (BERTHA), NOVELSBY. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. ea. ; post 8v0, 2m. ea 
THE VIOLIN-PLAYER. | PROUD MAISIE. 


CRESSIDA. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
THOMSON’S SEASONS, and CASTLE OF INDOLENCE. With Intro: 


duction by ALLAN CUNNINGHAM, and 48 Illustrations. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 


THORNBURY (WALTER), WORKS BY. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d. each. 
THE LIFE AND CORRESPONDENCE OF J. M. W. TURNER. Founded upop 
Letters and Papers furnished by his Friends. With Illustrations in Colours. 
HAUNTED LONDON. Edit. by E. Watrorp, M.A. Illusts. by F, W. FairHott, F.S.A‘ 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 
_OLD STORIES RE-TOLD. | TALES FOR THE MARINES. 


TIMBS (JOHN), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 


THE HISTORY OF CLUBS AND CLUB LIFE IN LONDON: Anecdotes of its 
Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and Taverns. With 42 Illustrations. 

ENGLISH ECCENTRICS AND ECCENTRICITIES: Stories of Wealth and Fashion: 
Delusions, Impostures,and Fanatic Missions, Sporting Scenes, Eccentric Artists: 
Theatrical Folk, Men of Letters, &c. With 48 Illustrations. 


TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), NOVELS BY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. @d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 


THE WAY WE LIVE NOW. MARION FAY. 
KEPT IN THE DARK. MR. SCARBOROUGH’S FAMILY. 
FRAU FROHMANN, THE LAND-LEAGUERS. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ‘2s. each. 
GOLDEN LION OF GRANPERE. | JOHN CALDIGATE. | AMERICAN SENATOR 


TROLLOPE (FRANCES E.), NOVELS BY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ‘3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
LIKE SHIPS UPON THE SEA. | MABEL’S PROGRESS. | ANNE FURNESS. 


TROLLOPE (T. A.).—DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND. Post 8vo, illust. bds,, 2s, 
TROWBRIDGE.—FARNELL’S FOLLY: A Novel. By J. T. Trow. 


BRIDGE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


TYTLER (C. C. FRASER-).—MISTRESS JUDITH: A Novel. By 


C.C, FRASER-TYTLER. Crown 8v0, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s, 


TYTLER (SARAH), NOVELS BY. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
THE BRIDE’S PASS. BURIED DIAMONDS. 
NOBLESSE OBLIGE, | LADY BELL. | THE BLACKHALL GHOSTS. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, &s, each. 
WHAT SHE CAME THROUGH. | BEAUTY AND THE BEAST. 


CITOYENNE JACQUELINE, DISAPPEARED. 
SAINT MUNGO’S CITY, THE HUGUENOT FAMILY. 
VILLARI.—A DOUBLE BOND. By Linpa Vitrart. Fcap. 8vo, picture 


cover, Is. 


WALT WHITMAN, POEMS BY. Edited, with Introduction, by 


WititaM M. Rossetti. With Portrait. Cr.8vo, hand-made paper and buckram, 68. 


WALTON AND COTTON’S COMPLETE ANGLER; or, The Con. 
templative Man’s Recreation, by Izaak WatTon; and Instructions how to Angle for z 
Trout or Grayling in a clear Stream, by CHARLES Corton, With Memoirs and Note: 
_by Sir Harris Nicoras, and 61 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth antique, 7s. 6d. 


WARD (HERBERT), WORKS BY. 
FIVE YEARS WITH THE CONGO CANNIBALS. With o2 Illustrations by the 
Author, Victor Perarp, and W. 8. Davis. Third ed. Roy. 8vo, cloth ex., 14s, 


MY LIFE 'WITH STANLEY’S REAR GUARD. With Map by F. S. 
F.R.G.S._ Post 8vo, is. cloth, is. Gd, ae Act < WELLS 


WARNER.—A ROUNDABOUP JOURNEY. By Cuarves Duppny 


Warner. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs, 
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WALFORD (EDWARD, M.A.), WORKS BY. 

WALFORD’S COUNTY FAMILIES OF THE UNITED KINGDOM (4892), Contain- 
ing the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of 12,000 Heads of Families, 
their Heirs, Offices, Addresses, Clubs, &c. Royal 8vo, cloth gilt, 50s. 

WALFORD’S WINDSOR PEERAGE, BARONETAGE, AND KNIGHTAGE (1892), 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 

WALFORD’S SHILLING PEERAGE (1892), Containing a List of the House of 
Lords, Scotch and Irish Peers, &c. 32mo., cloth, as. 

WALFORD’S SHILLING BARONETAGE (1892). Containinga List of the Baronets 
of the United Kingdom, Biographical Notices, Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth, Is. 

WALFORD’S SHILLING KNIGHTAGE (189%), Containing a List of the Knights 
ot the United Kingdom, Biographical Notices, Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth, Is. 

WALFORD’S SHILLING HOUSE OF COMMONS (1892). Containing a List of all 
Members. Parliament, their Addresses, Clubs, &c. 32mo,cloth, Es. 

WALFORD’S COMPLETE PEERAGE, BARONETAGE, KNIGHTAGE, AND 
HOUSE OF COMMONS (4892). Royal 32mo,cloth extra, gilt edges, Ss. 

TALES OF OUR GREAT FAMILIES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


WARRANT TO EXECUTE CHARLES I. A Facsimile, with the 59 
Signatures and Seals. Printed on paper 22in. by 14in, @s, 
WARRANT TO EXECUTE MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS. A Facsimile, including 
Queen Elizabeth’s Signature and the Great Seal. 2s. 


WASSERMANN.—THE DAFFODILS: A Novel, By Lititias WasseEr- 


MANN, Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth, Is. 6d. 


WEATHER, HOW TO FORETELL THE, WITH POCKET SPEC- 
TROSCOPE. By F. W. Cory, With ro Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, As.3 cloth, Is. Ga. 


WESTROPP.—HANDBOOK OF POTTERY AND PORCELAIN. by 


HopoEerR M@. WeEstropp. With Illusts. and List of Marks. Cr. $vo, cloth, 4s. 6d. 


WHIST.—-HOW TO PLAY SOLO WHIST.* By Asrauam S. Wiixs 


and CuarLes F, Parpon, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


WHISTLER’S (MR.) TEN O’CLOCK. Cr. 8vo, hand-made paper, 1s. 


WHITE.—THE NATURAL HISTORY OF SELBORNE. By Gitzert 


WuiteE, M.A. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 2s. 


WILLIAMS (W. MATTIEU, F.R.A.S.), WORKS BY. : 
SCIENCE IN SHORT CHAPTERS. Crown $vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
A SIMPLE TREATISE ON HEAT. With Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
THE CHEMISTRY OF COOKERY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 
THE CHEMISTRY OF IRON AND STEEL MAKING. Crown dvo, cloth extra, 9#. 


WILLIAMSON (MRS. F. H.).—A CHILD WIDOW. Post 8vo, bds., 2s, 


WILSON (DR. ANDREW, F.R.S.E.), WORKS BY. 
CHAPTERS ON EVOLUTION. With 250 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. 
LEAVES FROM A NATURALIST’S NOTE-BOOK, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Ga. 
LEISURE-TIME STUDIES. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
STUDIES IN LIFE AND SENSE. Witb numerous Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., Gs. 
COMMON ACCIDENTS: HOW TO TREAT THEM, Illusts, Cr. 8vo, Is.;cl., Is, Ga. 
‘GLIMPSES OF NATURE. With 35 Illustrations. Crown §vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. a 


WINTER as S.), STORIES BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 


CAVALRY LIFE. | REGIMENTAL LEGENDS, 
A SOLDIER’S CHILDREN. With 32 Illustrations by E. G. THomson and E. Stuart 
Harpy. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. [Sept, 


WISSMANN.—MY SECOND JOURNEY THROUGH EQUATORIAL 


A, from the Congo to the Zambesi, in 1886, 1887, By Major HERMANN VON 
eS With Map and g2 Illustrations, Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 16s, 


WOOD.—SABINA: A Novel. By Lady Woop. Post 8vo, boards, 2s, 
. (H. F.), D VERS PORLESPBY se). o.. aa eran 
goon. eo 8vo., illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
PASSENGER FROM SCOTLAND YARD. | ENGLISHMAN OF THE RUE CAIN. 
WOOLLEY.—RACHEL ARMSTRONG; or, Love and Theology. By 


CELIA PARKER WooLLEY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ‘2s. 3 cloth, 2s. Gd. 


7RIGH THC MAS) WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. each, 
A Oe OF THE GEORGES, With 4oo Caricatur~s, Squibs, &c 
HISTORY OF CARICATURE AND OF THE GROTESQUE IN ART, LITERA- 
TURE, SCULPTURE, AND PAINTING. Illustrated by F. W. Fatruort, F.S.A, 


a ——s ™m) IGT C F é 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. i, 
GATES (EDMUND, NOVELS BY. iyi 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


LISTS OF BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES. 


** For fuller cataloguing, sce alphabetical arrangement, pp. 1-25. 


THE MAYFAIR LIBRARY. 


A Journey Round My Room, By Xavier 
DE MAISTRE. 
Quips and Quiddities. By W.D, Apams. 
he Agony Column of “The Times.” 
Melancholy Anatomised: Abridgment of 
“Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy.” 
The Speeches of Charles Dickens. 
Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies, 
and Frolics. By W. T. Dosson, 
Poetical Ingenuities, By W. T. Dosson, 
The Cupboard Papers. By Fin-Bec, 
W. S. Gilbert’s Plays. First Serirs. 
W. S. Gilbert’s Plays. Srconn SErRIEs. 
Songs of Irish Wit and Humour. 
Animals and Masters. By Sir A. Heirs, 
Social Pressure. by Sir A, Hevps, 
Curiosities of Criticism. H. J: fenntncs. 
Holmes’s Autocrat of Breakfast-Table. 


Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. per Volume, 


Little Essays: trom Lams’s.Letters. 
Forensic Anecdotes. By Jacon Larwoor 
Theatrical Anecdotes. Jacosp Larwoon 
Jeux d’Esprit. Edited by Henry S, Leicr 
Witch Stories. By E. Lynn LInTon. 
Ourselves. By E, Lynn Linton, 
Pastimes & Players. By R. Maccrecop 
New Paul and Virginia. W.H.Mattocr 
New Republic. By W. H. Mattock, 
Puck on Pegasus. By H.C. Pennett, 
Pegasus Re-Saddled. By H. C, PENNELD 
Muses of. Mayfair. Ed. H..C. Penner: 
Thoreau: His Life&Aims. By H. A. Pace 
Puniana, By Hon, HUGH Rowtty. 
More Puniana. By Hon. HueH Rowe 
The Philosophy of Handwriting, 
By Stream anc Sea. Bv Wm. SENtoR.: 
Leaves from a Naturalist’s Note-Booh 
By Dr. ANDREW Witson. ; 


Pencil and Palette. By R. Kempt. 


THE GOLDEN LIBRARY. 
Hayate Taylor’s Diversions of the Echo 
ub. 


-Bennett’s Ballad History of England. 
Bennett’s Songs for Sailors. 

‘Godwin’s Lives of the Necromancers. 

Pope’s Poetical Works. 

‘Holmes’s Autocrat of Breakfast Table. 


Post 8vo, cloth limp, Qs. per Volume. 


Holmes’s Professor at Breakfast Table 

Jesse’s Scenes of Country. Life. 

Leigh Hunt’s Tale’ ‘for 1 * Chimne 
Corner. ae Burt 

Mallory’s Mort d’Arthur: Selections, 

Pascal’s Provincial Letters. 


THE WANDERER’S LIBRARY, 


Wanderings in Patagonia. 
Beersoum. Illustrated. 

Camp Notes, By Freperick Boyce, 

Savage Life. By Frepericx Boye. 

Merrie England in the Olden Time. By 
G. Daniuv, Illustrated by CRUIKSHANK, 

Circus Life. By THomAs Frost. 

Lives of the Conjurers, .THomas Frost. 

The Old Showmen and the Old London 
Fairs. By THomAs Frost. 

Low-Life Deeps: By James GREENWCOD, 


By Jutius 


Rochefoucauld’s Maxims & Reflections 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra) 3s, Gd. each. 
Wilds of London. JAmrs GrEENWoopD.. 
Tunis. Chev: Hesse-WarTscGe. 22 Illusts 
Life and Adventures of a Cheap Jack 
World Behind the Scenes. P.\FirzGeraLe 
Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings. 

The Genial Showman. By E.P, Hinestor 
Story of London Parks,.Jacos Larwoor 
London Characters. By HENRY MayuEw 
Seven Generations of Executioners. 

Summer Cruising in the South Seas 


By Ci Warren SToppaRD. © Hlustratec 


POPULAR SHILLING BOOKS, 


Harry. Fludyer at Cambridge. 
Jeff Briggs’s Love Story. Pret Harte, 
Twins of .Table Mountain. Bret Harte, 
Snow-bound at Eagle’s. By BRET HARTER, 
A Day’s Tour. By Percy FirzGprRaLp, 
Esther’s Glove. By R.E. FrRanciILton, 
Sentenced! By SomervILLE GIBNEY, 
The Professor’s Wife. By L.GraHam: 
Mrs. Gainsborough’s Diamonds. . By 
JuLi1an HAWTHORNE, 
Niagara Spray. By J. Ho_ttincsHEap, 


A Romance.of the Queen’s Hounds. By || 
CHARLES JAMES, : 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. By 


Tom JERROLD, 
Cut by the Mess. By Arruur Keyser, 
Our Sensation Bones H. McCarrny, 
Doom! By Justin H. McCartny, M.P, 
Dolly, By Justin HW, McCartuy,M.P, «; 


Lily Lass.. Justin H. McCarrtny, M.P. 
Was She Good or Bad? By W..Minrto. 
Notes from the;“ News,” By Jas, Payy 
Beyond the Gates. By E. S, Pueces. 
Old Maid’s Paradise, “By E. S. Paries: 
Burglars.in Paradise. By: E.S, Puevp: 
Jack the Fisherman. By E. S. Pep: 
. Trooping with Crows. By C. L. Pirxis 
Bible Characters.. By CHARLES READE 
Rogues. By R. H; SHeRarpD, eapeng: 
The Dagonet Reciter.. By. G. R. Sims, 
How the Poor Live. By G. R. Sims. 


| Case of George Candlemas. G. R. Sim: 


Sandycroft Mystery. T. W.Spricut, 
Hoodwinked. VBy oi Ww. Sphinae 
‘Father Damien. By R.L, STEVENSON, 


A Double Bond.’ By Linpa Vitvart. 


Life with Stanle 


y’s Rear Guard, B 
ERBERT WARD, * j 


mh 


‘ 
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MY LIBRARY. ae 


Choice Works, printed on laid paper, bound half-Roxburghe, 2s. 6 
Four Frenchwomen, By Austin Dozson. | Christie Johnstone. By Cait teneioe 
Citation and Examination of William With a Photogravure Frontispiece . 
Shakspeare. By W.S. Lanpor, Peg Woffington. By CHartrs READE. 
The Journal of Maurice de Guerin. The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb, 


THE POCKET LIBRARY. — Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and hf-bd,, 2s. each 

The Essays of Elia. By Cuarces Lams, The Epicurean, &c, By Tuomas Moone. 

Robinson Crusoe. Edited by Joun Major. | Leigh Hunt’s Essays. Ed. E. Oviier. : 

With 37 Ilusts. by Gzorce CruiksHaNnx, | White’s Natural History of Selborne. 

Whims and Oddities. By Tuomas Hoop, | Gulliver’s Travels, and The Tale ofa 
| 


With 85 Illustrations. Tub. By Dean Swirt. 
The Barber’s Chair, and The Hedgehog | The Rivals, School for Scandal, and other 
Letters. By DoucLas JERROLD. Plays by RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN, 
Gastronomy as a Fine Art. By Brittat- Anecdotes of the Clergy. J. Larwoop. 
Savarin. Trans. R. E. ANDERSON, M.A. Thomson’s Seasons, Illustrated. 


THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 


Liprary Epitions oF Novevs sy THE Best AuTHors, many Illustrated, 
crown 8yo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each, 


ad pe St MM, ALLEN. By WiLKEE COLLINS. 

) "Ry GRANT ALLEN. ered The Frozen Deep. 
Philistia. The Tents of Shem. | No Wame.” Mav ahd teetean 
Babylon For Maimie’s Sake. | Antonina.| Basil ; Haunted Hotel, ” 
Strange Stories, The Devil’s Die. Hide and Seek. The Fallen Leaves 
Beckoning Hand, | This Mortal, Soil. | The Dead Secret. | Jezebel’s Daughter. 

ae oe cesta Daneties . Queen of Hearts. | The Black Robe. 
By EOwL M4 L. ARNOLD My Miscellanies. | Heartand Science, 
Phra. He Bhesniclan, ° Woman in White. | “I Say No.” 
By ALAN st AURYN The Moonstone. Little Novels. 
K Fellow of Meratiy. * Man and Wife. The Evil Genius. 
6 BARING GOULD Poor Miss Finch, | The Legacy of Cain 
hen betes 0 | Eve ae Miss or Mrs? A Rogue’s Life. 

By W. BESANT & J. RICE. New Magdalen. Blind Love, 

My Little Girl. By Celia’s Arbour. By DUTTON COOK, 
y 

Case of Mr.Lucraft. | Monks of Thelema. | Paul Foster’s Daughter. 

This Son of Vulcan. | The Seamy Side. Ry? aa ee 

Golden Butterfly. | Ten Years’ Tenant. y WATE ORME, 

Sesh oe Bone Adventures of a Fair. Rebel. 

ith Harp and fircewn. r yi 
‘Twas in Trafalgar’s Bay. H a oral LLEAM CY PLES, 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. earts of Gold. 
ait gon ben via a epentet t By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 

orts and Co ons of Men, o. ' 
The Captains’ Room. The BODES s or, Port Salvation, 
All in a Garden Fair By ERASVWUS DAWSON. 
The World Went Very Well Then. The Fountain of Youth. 
For Faith and Freedom. By JAMES DE MILLE 


A Castle in Spain. 
By J. LEVTH DERWENT. 
Our Lady of Tears.| Circe’s Lovers, 
By DICK DONOVAN. 


“Dorothy Forster. | The Holy Rose, 
Uncle Jack. | Armorel of Lyon- 
Children of Gibeon. 
Herr Paulus, 

Bell of St. Paul’s. 
To Call Her Mine. eens 
rie aioe Cette aaake vit Tracked to Doom. 

e Shadow o e Sword. i i 
Ki Child of Nature. | | By Mrs, ARE EDWABDES. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. Archie Lovell. 


esse. 
St. Katherine’s by 
the Tower. 


God and the Man. | The New Abelard, By G. MANVELLE FENN. 
Love Me for Ever, | Foxglove Manor. The New Mistress. 
Annan Water, : Master of the Mine, By PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Matt. Heir of Linne. Fatal Zero. 
ahha: ig pin By BR. E. FRANCILLON. 
The Shadow of a Crime. Queen Cophetua. | A Real Queen. 


A Son of Hagar. | The Deemster. One by One. King or Knave? 
ee ee anti o COLLINS, | py ct.by Sir BARBTLE FRERE. 
Pandurang Hari. 


rom Midnight. to. Midnight, ! 
Siecksmith ye Scholar. By EDWARD GARRETT. 


Village Comedy, | You Play Me False, | The Capel Giris, 
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THE PiccapiLry (3/6) Novets—continued, 
By CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. The Golden Shaft. 
Loving a Dream. | Of High Degree. 

The Flower of the Forest. 

By E. GLANVILLE. 
The Lost Heiress. 
The Fossicker. 

By THOMAS HARDY. 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By BRET HARTE. 
A Waif of the Plains. 
A Ward of the Golden Gate. 
A Sappho of Green Springs. 
Colonel Starbottle’s Client. 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 

Garth. Dust. 
Ellice Quentin. Fortune’s Fool. 
Sebastian Strome. | Beatrix Randolph. 
David Poindexter’s Disappearance. 
The Spectre of the Camera. 

By Sir A. HELPS. 
Ivan de Biron. 

By ISAAC HENDERSON. 
Agatha Page. 

By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. 
The Leaden Casket. | Self-Condemned. 
That other Person. 

By JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

By R. ASHE KING. 
A Drawn Game. 
“The Wearing of the Green.” 

By FRENRWY KENGSLEY. 
Number Seventeen. 


By E. LYNN LINTON. 


Patricia Kemball. | Ione. 
Under which Lord? | Paston Carew. 
“My Love!” Sowing the Wind. 


The Atonement of Leam Dundas, 
The World Well Lost. 
By MENRY W. LUCY. 

Gideon Fleyce. 

By JUSTIN TicCARTRY. 
A Fair Saxon. Donna Quixcte, 
Linley Rochford. | Maid of Athens. 
Miss Misanthrope. | Camiola. 
The Waterdale Neighbours, 
My Enemy’s Daughter, 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
The Comet of a Season. 

By AGNES WACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
Life’s Atonement. | Val Strange. 
dJoseph’s Coat. Hearts. 

Coals of Fire. A Model Father, 
Old Blazer’s Hero. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

A Bit of Human Nature, 

First Person Singular. 

Cynic Fortune. 

The Way of the World. 

By MURRAY & HERMAN. 

The Bishops’ Bible. 
Paul Jones’s Alias. 

Sy HUME NISBET. 
“Bail Up!” 


BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


THE PiccaD1Lty (3/6) Novets—continued, , 
By GEORGES OHNET. 


A Weird Gift. 


By ‘irs. OLIPHANT. 


Whiteladies. 


By OUIDA. 


Held in Bondage. 
Strathmore. 
Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 
Idalia. 


CecilCastlemaine’s 
Gage. 
Tricotrin. | Puck. 


Folle Farine. 
A Dog of Flanders. 


Pascarel. | Signa. 
Princess Naprax- 
ine. 


Two Little Wooden | 


Shoes. 
In a Winter City. 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths. | Ruffino... 
Pipistrello. 
AVillage Commune: 
Bimbi. | Wanda.. 
Frescoes. 
In Maremma. 
Othmar. | Syrlin.. 
Guilderoy. 


By MARGARET A, PAUL. 


Gentle and Simple. 
By JAME 


S PAWN. 


Lost Sir Massingberd. 

Less Black than We’re Painted, 
A Confidential Agent. 

A Grape from a Thorn. 

In Peril and Privation. 

The Mystery of Mirbridge. 


The Canon’s Ward. 
Walter’s Word, 
By Proxy. 
High Spirits. 
Under One Roof. 
From Exile. 
Glow-worm Tales. 
By E. Cc. 
Valentina. 


Talk of the Town. 

Holiday Tasks, 

The Burnt Million. 

The Word and the 
Will. 

Sunny Stories. 

PRICE. 


| The Foreigners, 


Mrs. Lancaster’s Rival. 

_ By BICHARD PRYCE. 
Miss Maxwell’s Affections. 

By CHARLES READE, 

It is Never Too Late to Mend, 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long, 
The Cloister and the Hearth, 


The Course of Trus 
The Autobiography 
Put Yourself in his 


Love. 
of a Thief, 
Place. 


A Terrible Temptation. 
Singleheart and Doubleface. 
Good Stories of Men and other Animals 


Hard Cash. 

Peg Woffington. 
ChristieJohnstone, 
Griffith Gaunt. 
Foul Play. 

A Perilous Secret. 


Wandering Heir. , 
A Woman-Hater 
A Simpleton, 
Readiana, 

The Jilt. 


By Mrs. J. H. REDDELE. 
The Prince of Wales’s Garden Party, 


Weird Stories. 


By F&F. W. ROBINSON, 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice, 
By W. CLARK RUSSELL, 


An Ocean Tragedy. 


My Shipmate Louise, 
By JOHN SAUNDERS, 


Guy Waterman. | 


Bound to the Wheel 


Two Dreamers, _ 


The Lion in the Path, 


- Red Spider. 


Golden Butterfly. 
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THE PiccaDILLy (3/6) NovELs—continued. 
By KATHARINE SAUNDERS, 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
Gideon’s Rock. Heart Salvage, 
The High Mills. Sebastian. 
By LUKE SHARP. 

In a Steamer Chair. 

By IKAWLEY SYIART., 
Without Love or Licence, 

By R. A. STERNDALE., 
The Afghan Knife. 

By BERTHA THODVIAS. 
Proud Maisie. | The Violin-player. 
By FRANCES EE. TROLLOPE. 


Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. | Mabel’s Progress. 


THE Piccapi4try (3/6) NoveLs—contiinued, 
By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
Frau Frohmann. Kept in the Dark.] 

Marion Fay. Land-Leaguers. 
The Way We Live Now. 
Mr. Scarborough’s Family. 
By EVAN TORGENIEEFR, &c. 
Stories from Foreign Novelists, 
By C. C. FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress Judith. 
By SARAH TYTLER. 
The Bride’s Pass, | Lady Bell. 
Noblesse Oblige. Buried Diamonds, 
The Blackhall Ghosts. 
By WIARK TWAIN, 
The American Claimant. 
By J. 8S. WINTER. 
A Soldier’s Children. 


CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 


By ARTENIUS WARD. 
Artemus Ward Complete. 
By EDVIOND ABOUT. 
The Fellah. 
By HAMILTON AIDE. 
Carr of Carrlyon. | Confidences. 
By MARY ALBtR'YT., 
Brooke Finchley’s Daughter. 
By Wirs. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow ? | Valerie’s Fate. 
By GRANT ALLEN. 
Strange Stories. The Devil’s Die. 
Philistia. This Mortal Coil. 
Babylon. In all Shades. 
The Beckoning Hand. 
For Maimie’s Sake. | Tents of Shem. 
The Great Taboo. 
By ALAN ST. AUBYN. 


A Fellow of Trinity. 
By Rev. 8. BARING GOULD. 


| Eve. 

By FRANK BARRETT. 

Fettered for Life. 

Between Life and Death. 

The Sin of Olga Zassoulich. 
BySHELSLEY BEAUCKIZTAMP. 
Grantley Grange. 

By W. BESANT & J. RICE, 
This Son of Vulcan. | By Celia’s Arbour. 
My Little Girl. Monks of Thelema. 
Case of Mr.Lucraft. | The Seamy Side. 
Ten Years’ Tenant. 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. 

With Harp and Crown. 
"Twas yin srpipleare Bayi 
The Chaplain o e Fleet, 

By WALTER BESANT. 
Dorothy Forster. | Uncle Jack. 
Children of Gibeon. | Herr Paulus, 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Sepielne Room. 

All in a Garden Fair. 

The World Went Yery Well Then, 
For Faith and Freedom, 

To Call Her Mine. 

The Bell of St. Paul’s. 

The Holy Rose. 


| Camp Notes. 
Chronicles of No-man’s Land. 


By FREDERICK BOYLE. 
| Savage Life. 


By BRET HARTE. 
Flip. Californian Stories. 
Maruja. Gabriel Conroy, 
An Heiress of Red Dog. 
The Luck of Roaring Camp. 
A Phyllis of the Sierras. 
By HAROLD BRYDGES, 
Oncle Sam at Home. 
By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
The Shadow of the| The Martyrdom of 
Sword. Madeline. 
A Child of Nature.; Annan Water. 
God and the Man. | The New Abelard. 
Love Me for Ever. | Matt. 
Foxglove Manor. | The Heir of Linne, 
The Master of the Mine. 
By MALL CAINE. 
The Shadow of a Crime. 
A Son of Hagar. |The Deemster. 
By Commander CAMERON. 
The Cruise of the “Black Prince.” 
By Mrs. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Evor. | Juliet’s Guardian, 
By AUSTEN CLARE. 
For the Love of a Lass. 
By Mrs, ARCHER CLIVE, 
Paul Ferroll. 
Why Paul! Ferroll Killed his Wife. 
By WACLAREN COBBAR, 
The Cure of Souls. 
By C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 
The Bar Sinister. 
MORT. & FRANCES COLLINS, 
Sweet Anne Page. | Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 
A Fight with Fortune. 
Sweet and Twenty. | Village Comedy. 
Frances. You Play me False, 
Blacksmith and Scholar. ; 
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Two-SHILL1InG NoveLts—continued. 
By WILKIE COLLINS. 


Armadale. 

After Dark. 

No Name. 
Antonina. | Basil. 
Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
Miss or Mrs? 

New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
Law and the Lady. 
The Two Destinies. 
Haunted Hotel. 

A Rogue’s Life. 


My Miscellanies, 
Woman-in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezehel’s Daughter 
The Slack Robe. 
Heart and Science. 
“Y Say No.” 

The Evil Genius. 
Little Novels. 
Legacy of Cain. 
Blind Love. 


Two-SHILLInc NoveLs—continued, 
By HAIN FRISWELL. 


One of Two. 


By EDWARD GARRETT. 


The Capel Girls. 


Sy CHARLES GIBBON. 


Robin Gray. 

Fancy Free. 

For Lack of Gold. 

What will the 
World Say? 


In Love and War.’ 


For the King. 

In Pastures Green. 
ueen of Meadow. 
Heart’s Problem. 


In Honour Boun: 
Flower of Forest 
Braes of Yarrow’ 
The Golden Shai 
Of High Degree. , 
Mead and Strean 
Loving a Dream. 
A Hard Knot, 

Heart’s Delight. . 
Blood-Money. 


By "i. J. COLQUHOUN. 
Every Inch a Soldier. 
, By DUTTON COOK. 
Leo. | Paul Foster’s Daughter. 
By C. EGBERT CRADDOCK. 
-Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains. 
By WELLIAM CYPLES. 
Hearts of Gold. 
By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 
By JAMES DE WELLE. 
A Castle in Spain. 
By J. LEITH DERWENT. 
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe’s Lovers. 
By CHARLES DICKENS. 
Sketches by Boz. | Oliver Twist. 
Pickwick Papers. ; Nicholas Nickleby. 
By DICK DONOVAN. 
The Man-Hunter. | Caught at Last! 


The Dead Heart. 
By WIiLLEAMS GELBERYT. . 
Dr. Austin’s Guests. | James Duke. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
By ERNEST GLANWILEE.. 
The Lost Heiress. 
By HENRY GREVILLE. 
A Noble Woman. | Nikanor. 
By JOHN HABBERTON. 
Brueton’s Bayou. | Country Luck. 
By ANDREW HALLIDAY. 
Every-Day Papers. 
By Lady DUFEFUS HARDY. 
Paul Wynter’s Sacrifice. 
By THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 
By J. RERWICK HARWOO? 
The Tenth Earl. 
By JULIAN HAWTHORNE 


Tracked and Taken. 

Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan? 
The Man from Manchester. 

A Detective’s Triumphs. 

.In the Grip of the Law. 


CONAN DOYLE, and others. 


Strange Secrets. 


By VYirs. ANNEK EDWARDES, 
A Point of Honour, | Archie Lovell, 
By M. BETHAM-EDWARDS, 


Felicia. 


Kitty. 


By EDWARD EGGLESTON. 


Roxy. 


By PERCY FITZGERALD. 


Bella Donna. 
Never Forgotten. 


Polly. 
Fatal Zero, 


The Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Seventy-five Brooke Street, 
The Lady of Brantome. 


ALBANY DE FONBLANGQUE. 


Filthy Lucre. 


By R. E. FRANCILLORN. 


Olympia. 
One by One. 
& Real Queen. 


ueen Cophetua. 
ing or Knaye? . 
Romances of Law, 


Garth. 

Ellice Quentin. 
Fortune’s Fool. 
Miss Cadogna. 


Sebastian Stronm 
Dust. 

Beatrix Randolp 
Love—or.a Name 


David Poindexter’s Disappearance. 
The Spectre of the Camera. 


By Sir ARTHUR HELPS. 


Ivan de Biron. 


By HENRY HERMAN, | 


A Leading Lady. 


By HAROLD FREDERICK, 
Seth’s Brother’s Wife. 
The Lawton Girl. 


Pret. by Sir BARTLE FRERE. 


Pandurang Hari, 


By Mrs. CASHEL HOEW. 
The Lover’s Créed. 

By Mrs. GEORGE HOOPER 
The House of Raby. 

By TIGHE HOPKINS. 
"Twixt Love and. Duiy. 

By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. 
Thornicroft’s Model. | Self:-Condemnes 
That Other Person. |. Leaden Casket} 

By JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

By HARRIETT JA 
The Dark Colleen. ee. 
The Queen of Connaught. _ - 

By WH! IK KERSHAW. 
Colonial Facts and Fictions. - 

By R. ASHE KING. j 
A Drawn Game, _.| Passion’s Slaye . 
“The Wearing of the Green.” 
Bell Barry. _ ; — Fat. 
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Two-SHILLtinc NoyeELs—continued, 
By BENRY KINGSLEY, 
@akshott Castle. 
By JOHN LEYS. 
The Lindsays. 


By E. LYNN LINTON, 
Patricia Kemball. | Paston Carew, 
World Well Lost. | “My Love!” 
Under which Lord? | Ione. 

The Atonement of Leam Dundas. 
With a Silken Thread. 

The Rebel of the Family. 
Sowing the Wind. 

By HENRY W. LUeyY. 
Gideon Fleyce. 

By JUSTIN McCARTHY. 
A Fair Saxon. Donna Quixote. 
Linley Rochford. | Maid of Athens. 
Miss Misanthrope. | Camiola, 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
The Waterdale Neighbours, 
My Enemy’s Daughter. 
The Comet of a Season. 

By AGNES MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 
KATHARINE S. FEACOUOID. 
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose. 

By W. H. MALLOCK. 
The New Republic. — 

By PFLOBENCE MARRYAT. 
Open! Sesame! | Fighting the Air. 
A Harvest of Wild Oats, 

Written in Fire. - : 

By J. VWASTERMAN, 
Half.a-dozen Daughters. 

By BRANDER MATTHEWS. 
A Secret of the Sea. 

By JEAN MIDPDLEMASS, 
Touch and Go, | Mr. Dorillion. 

By Mrs. MOLESWORTK. 
Hathercourt Rectory, 

By J. HE. MHODDOCK. 
Stories Weird and Wonderful. 

The Dead Man’s Secret. 

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
A Model Father. Old Blazer’s Hero. 


Joseph’s Coat, . | Hearts, 
Coals of Fire. Way of the World. 


Val Strange. Cynic Fortune. 
A Life’s Atonement. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person Singular. 
By EURRAY and HERMAN. 
One Traveller Returns. 
Paul Jones’s Alias. 
he Bishops’ Bible. 
By HENRY MURRBAY. 
A Game of Bluff, 
By ALACE O'HANLON. 
The Unforeseen. | Chance? or Fate? 


| Valentina. | 


Two-SuHitiine. Novers—continued, 
By GEORGES OFINET. 


Doctor Rameau. 
A Weird Gifé. 


A Last Love, 


By Mrs, OLIPHANT, 


Whiteladies, 


| fhe Primrose Path, 


The Greatest Heiress in England, 
By Mrs. ROBERT OREILLY, 


Phebe’s Fortunes. 


By OUIDA, 


Held in Bondage. 

Strathmore, 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags, 

Idalia, 

CecilCastlemaine’s 
Gage. 

Tricotrin, 

Puck. 

Folle Farine. 

A Dog of Flanders. 

Pascarel, 

Signa. 

Princess Naprax- 
ine. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 


Two Little Wooden 
Shoes. ? 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello, 

A Village Com- 


Wanda. 

Frescoes. 

In Maremma 

Othmar, 

Guilderoy, 

Ruffino, 

Syrlin, 

Quida’s Wisdom, 
Wit, and Pathos. 


MARGARET AGNES PAUL, 


Gentle and Simple. 


By JAMES PAWN, 


Bentinck’s Tutor, 
Murphy’s Master. 
A County Family. 
At Her Mercy. 
Cecil’s Tryst. 
Clyffards of Clyffe. 
Foster Brothers. 
Found Dead. 

Best of Husbands, 
Walter’s Word, 
Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes, 
Humorous Stories. 


£200 Reward. 
Marine Residence, 
Mirk Abbey, 

By Proxy. 

Under One Roof, 
High Spirits, 
Carlyon’s Year, 
From Bxile. 

For Cash Only. 
Kit. 


The Canon’s Ward 
Talk of the Town, 
Holiday Tasks, 


Lost Sir Massingberd, 


A Perfect Treasure, 


A Woman’s Vengeance, 


The Famil 


What He Cost Her. 


Scapegrace, 


Gwendoline’s Harvest. 

Like Father, Like Son. 

Married Beneath Him, 

Not Wooed, but Won. ’ 
Less Black than We’re Painted, 
A Confidential Agent, 

Some Private Views. 

A Grape from a Thorn, 


Glow-worm Tales. 


The Mystery of Mirbridge. 


The Burnt Million. 


The Word and the Will. 
By C. L. PIRKIS, 


Lady Lovelace, 


By EDGAR A. POR, 
The Mystery of Marie Roget. 
By E. ©. PREUR. 


Mrs. Lancaster’s R 
Gerald, 


The Foreigners, 


val. . 
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Two-SHittinc NovELs—continued. 


By CHARLES BEADE. 
It is Never Too Late to Mend. 
Christie Johnstone. 

Put Yourself in His Place. 

The Double Marriage. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 

The Cloister and the Hearth, 

The Course of True Love, 
Autobiography of a Thief, 

A Terrible Temptation. 

The Wandering Heir. 

Singleheart and Doubleface. 

Good Stories of Men and other Animals. 
Hard Cash. | A Simpleton. 
Peg Woffington. Readiana. 
Griffith Gaunt. A Woman-Hater. 
Foul Play. The Jilt. 

A Perilous Secret. 

By Mrs. J. HW. RIDDELL. 
Weird Stories. | Fairy Water. 
Her Mother’s Darling. 

Prince of Wales’s Garden Party. 

The Uninhabited House. 

The Mystery in Palace Gardens, 
By F. W. ROBINSON. 

Women are Strange. 

The Hands of Justice. 

By JAMES RUNCEVIAN. 
Skippers and Shellbacks. 

Grace Balmaign’s Sweetheart. 
Schools and Scholars. 
By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 
Round the Galley Fire. 
On the Fo’k’sle Head. 
In the Middle Watch. 
A Voyage to the Cape. 
A Book for the Hammock. 
The Mystery of the “Ocean Star.” 
The Romance of Jenny Harlowe. 
An Ocean Tragedy. 
Mv Shipmate Louise. 
GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 
Gaslight and Daylight. 
By JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Guy Waterman. | Two Dreamers. 
The Lion in the Path. 
By KATHARINE SAUNDERS, 
Joan Merryweather, | Heart Salvage. 
The High Mills. Sebastian. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
By GEORGE R. SEVIS. 
Rogues and Vagabonds, 
The Ring o’ Bells. 
Mary Jane’s Memoirs, 
Mary Jane Married. 
Tales of To-day. | Dramas of Life, 
Yinkletop’s Crime. 
Zeph: A Circus Story. 
Ry ARTHUR SKETCHLEY. 
A Match in the Dark, 
By HAWLEY SWART. 
Without Love or Licence. 
By T. W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 


The Golden Hoop. | By Devious Ways. 
Hoodwinked, &c. | Back to Life, y 


Two-SHILLiInG Novets—continued. 


By RB. A. STERNDALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 


By R. LOUIS STEVENSON, 
New Arabian Nights.| Prince Otts. 


BY BERTHA THOMA, 
Cressida. | Proud Maisie. 
Yhe Violin-player. 

By WALTER THORNBURY. 


Tales for the Marines. 
Old Stories Re-told. 


YY. ADOLPMUS TROLLOPE. 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 


By ©. ELEANOR TROLLOPE. 


Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. | Mabel’s Progress. 


By ANTSEONY TROLLOPK, 
Frau Frohmann. | Kept in the Dark, 
Marion Fay. John Caidigate, 
The Way We Live Now. 

The American Senator. 

Mr. Scarborough’s Family. 
The Land-Leaguers. 

The Golden Lion of Granpere. 


By J. 0. TROWBRIDGE. 
Farnell’s Folly. 


By IVAN TURGENIEFR, &c. 
Stories from Foreign Novelists. 


By MARK TWAIXIN. 

A Pleasure Trip on the Continent. 
The Gilded Age. 
Mark Twain’s Sketches, 
Tom Sawyer. | A Tramp Abroad. 
The Stolen White Hiephant. 
Huckleberry Finn. 
Life on the Mississippi. 
The Prince and the Pauper. 

By €. C, FRASER-YWTLER., 
Mistress Judith. 

By SARAH TYTLER. 
The Bride’s Pass. | Noblesse Obiige, 
Buried Diamonds. | Disappeared. 
Saint Mungo’sCity. | Huguenot Family. 
Lady Bell. Blackhall Ghosts. 
What She Came Through, 
Beauty and the Beast. 
Citoyenne Jaqueline, 
By Virs. F. H. WELLEAMSON, 
A Child Widow, 
By J. 8. WINTER. 
Cavalry Life. | Regimental Legends, 
By i. FF. WOOD. 
The Passenger from Scotland Yard, 
The Englishman of the Rue Cain. 

By Lady WOOD. 
Sabina, 
CELIA PARKER WOGLLEYW, 
Rachel Armstrong; or, Love & Theology 


By EDYIUND WATERS, 


The Forlorn Hope. | Land at Last, 
Castaway. 
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